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^ ^ TXION himself, by all that ’s wonderful ! ” said Mr. Punch, addressing — in defiance of mere mundane injunction — 
JL the Man at the Wheel. 

** Mr. Punch and none other, by all that ’s delightful I ” responded the Thessalian, trimming his bicycle lamp as 
tenderly as a masher tittivates his budding moustache. 

Happy to meet you, I ’m sure — anywhere ! ” smiled the omniyagant Sage, pleasantly. “ But how on earth did you 
get out of Hades and into Heav well, say Olympus ? ” 

** On my Wheel,” answered Ixion. “ It has proved a Wheel of Fortune to me — in the long run. I fancy I hold 
the record for long distance, anyhow.” 

“ But how did you contrive to turn your wheel of torment into a Rota Fortunm, Ixion ? 

“ As Disraeli — who was a man after my own heart — made me write in Juno’s album, ‘ adventures are to the adven- 
turous.’ Mercury — who is not a bad fellow for a turnkey — first gave me the tip. In this epoch the Wheel rules the world ! 
Olympus is awfully Conservative. But Olympus is also dull — as your Philosopher said most Conservatives are. And Olympus, 
like the Greeks, is always glad of ‘ some new thing,’ if it be adroitly introduced. Now Disraeli and I shared that useful know- 
ledge how to educate a Conservative party — ^like the followers of Jove or Derby — without scaring it into revolt. Olympus 
— especially the she-side of it — was awearying for some novelty which was not as old as the hills or as stale as the New 
Fiction. To be brief, I cleverly converted my wheel of torture, and the chains wherewith I was bound thereto — M ercuby 
winking while I worked — ^into a Safety Bike ! Then he whispered to Jupiter and Juno that I was having quite a good 
time on my converted cycle. Curiosity did the rest, and now Vulcan and his Cyclops (floated as ‘ The Etna Cycle Company, 
Limited *) are so full of orders even Jove has to give six weeks’ notice when he wants a new Wheel. Ha ! ha ! ha ! ” 

“ Ho ! ho ! ho ! ” echoed Mr. Punch. “ There seems to be a lot of human nature not only in humanity, but in 
divinity also. I presume you are quite persona grata again — especially with the goddesses?” 

“ I believe you, my bhoy ! ” said the Thessalian, with a wink. “ Olympus now ought rather to be called Olympia. 
Your Miss Pattisons, Marie Paules, and Miles. Solanues are not in it, either for zeal or pace, with Juno, Venus, Minerva, 
and that tremendously tenacious long-distance championess, dear Diana I Are you a wheelman, Mr. Punch ? ” 

** Am I not Everything in excels } ” queried the Sage, coolly. ** I wonder at your asking such a question ! I 11 
take you, or any of your Olympian * cracks,’ gods or goddesses, on at any distance you like ! ” 

“ On a cloud-course ? ” asked Ixion, archly. 
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Well, I 'm better used to grass or asplialte,** said Mr. Punch. “ And perhaps I 'm not so sweet on clouds as you 
are — or were — my dear Ixion. You, from long experience, are doubtless used to ‘ rolling in the air,’ — on a wheel ! 

The bold Thessalian actually blushed, and his impudent eye fell before Mr. Punch’s significant glance. « I own 
that I prefer immhilus (Ether — now” said he. “ But we Ve all sorts of tracks in Olympus. You pay your entrance fee, 
and you take your choice. If you like to enter for the Golden Apple Handicap, J uno, Venus, and Minerva will run you a 
race on grass, or Atalanta will give you a start, as a newer and swifter Milanion, over the Three Pippin Asphalte Track, at 
your pleasure. As for me, I ’m your man at any distance, over any track, from cloud-course to cinder-path ! ” 

“ You always ivere a cheeky chap, Ixion,” replied Mr. Punch, drily. But how do your Olympian ladies look on 
Wheels ? Do they don — well, Divided Skirts ; and do they go gracefully, or humped and awkward, like too many terrestrial 
she-cyclists ? ” 

“ Look for yourself, Mr. Punch,” responded Ixjon. “ ‘ Here they come ! ’ as your Derbyites yeU, especially when a 
Popular Prince looks like to win. Peep through the cloud-rift, and you, Mr. Punch, like poor ORnone, 

‘‘Mays’t well behold them unbeheld, unheard 
Hear all, and, like young Paris, judge of gods ! 

Sure enough, there they came. Goddesses Three. Great Here,” pearly-sliouldered Pallas, '‘Idalian ArHitouiTE, 
beautiful,” all on the World-dominating Wheel, all in Olympian Cycling Costume, all working away at treadle and handle as 
for dear life, like mere she-mortals at a mundane Cycle Meeting. 

“ What think you of my Three Olympian Pupils, Mr. Paris-Punch ? ” asked Txton. 

‘‘Humph ! ” said the Sage. “Methinks, personally, I should have preferred them as they appeared of old on the 
piny top of ‘ many-fountained Ida.’ Women on Wheels look less like goddesses than they do off them, in my opinion, and 
goddesses on Wheels more like ordinary — very ordinary women. But I suppose the Wheel has * come to stay ’ — ^for some 
time at least, in Olympus as in Hyde Park.” 

“ You bet ! ” laughed Ixion. “ Why, even that pompous upstart, Ph(ebus, is practising biking at night on the strict 
Q.T., and I expect soon will be putting down his stables, selling off his horses of the sun, and doing his daily round on 
Wheels ! But look out, Mr. Paris-Ponch ! This course is two laps to the mile, and the Illustrious Three will be back 
presently, when you will have to award the Apple ” 

“ Not at all, IxiON, my boy ! ” retorted Mr. Punch. “ I have a better and fitter prize for the Olympian winner than 
any Golden Apple. My work and my awards are not for a mere cycle, but for all cycles, and cycles of cycles, ‘ not for an age, 
but for all time,’ like my friend, William of Avon’s.” 

“And what is that prize of prizes for the Olympian winner of winners or champion of champions?” asked Ixion, 
curiously. 

“ Not a mere Golden Apple, but a veritable Golden Book,” responded Punch, displaying to the amazed and interested 
Ixion his 
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UNRECORDED HISTORY I. 

Landing William the Conqiteror, {Cross Ckarmelt PasscLge moderate^) 




UNRECORDED HISTORY.— II. 

BLAOKixa UP TH* B1.X0K P&tNcn. Ora op thb most ikpoiltant akd BESPOK 8 IBUS Duties at the Court op Edvard the Third. 




UNRECORDED HISTORY.— III. 

tv Riohasd thb Third had a mttlb weakhbss, it for EscoRTijia sitAti parties to sbb the Tower of Losdos ! Mx was so fo»d or CaziBsssU! 
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Cahefttl eesbaboh has coimNOBH oHR Artist that Charles the Second was a much malionbd hian. He was, in reality, inexpressibly pained and shocked at the 

Licence and Levitt oe his Codbt. 
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UNRECORDED HISTORY.— VII. 


BEST HE OOiniD EVER DO IN SPITE OF MOST pXeWOE^FEOE^ DISAEPOmiMEHT. A DlPlOMATIO HtPEEBOLE WAS THE 







UNRECORDED HISTORY.— VIII. 

IB ftBNBllA.I,Mr KNOWW THAT IN O0NSB(J0BNCB OF A OHAEMINO DANOB OIVBH IN BaUSSELS, ON THB BVB OF THB BatTM OF WATERLOO, A LARGE PART OF THE ARMY 
OF WiBLLlNOTON BUFFBRBB DNEINO THB EARLY HOITRS OF THB DAT FROM A DROWSINESS WHICH WAS AS HNOOHUITBRABLE AS THBIR PROWESS LATER ON. 
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MR. PUNCH’S NEW YEAR PHILOSOPHY. 

[Hbeaclitus was nailed “ the mourner ” from 
his weeping at the follies of mankind.] 

What, weep the world’s follies? That’s 
playing the fool, 

Like a jester who droppeth his tears in a 
pool; 

’Tis like damming a deluge with water ! 
Heeaclitus had hardly the happy way hit, 
Tears will not check follies as well as gay wit, 

Which giveth those follies no quarter. 
What use at the goose-flock to groan or to 
grizzle ? [fizzle, 

A laugh may succeed when a tear may mean 

And what is more dull than damp fire- 
works ? 

i Democbittjs, Laughing Philosopher, knew 
That a man make look blue over fools till 
all’s blue; 

That’s just how all pessimist ire works. 

A laugh has a lash, wit an edge far from 
blunt. 

They whip up, without wounding, when 
grumble or grunt 

Will only add anger to folly. 

A fool under scolding is like your dull ass. 
Who won’t mend his form for mere whopping, 
alas I 

So let *s be, judiciously, j oily I 
Untimely heroics, and preachments sublime. 
Are tempting to juvenile censors, whom time 

Will teach to be rather more rosy ; 

Not optimist boobies* nor pessimist bores, 
They will learn that wise gaiety oftentimes 
scores 

When foiled fall the pompous and prosy. 


And so at this solemn, yet soul-cheering 
season, 

All wise men, like Punch, mingle laughter 
with reason ; 

And though East and West things look 
darki^, 

Punch does not mean joining the fussy or 
frantic, 

He sends a gay greeting across the Atlantic, 
A blend of ihe loving and larkish. 
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At — somebody’s — folly he laughs, and derides 

The notion of shindy'between the two sides 
Of one double-fronted fraternity. 

Faithful friends’ falling-ont— for a time — a 
huge bore is ; 

But — ^here’s to the redintegratio amoris 
A love that should last to eternity. 

Away fly the doves with an olive-branch 
each ! 

Go:)d temper and fun better lessons will 
teach 

Than many more high-sounding Messages. 

Eeep faith, at this season, in Peace and 
Goodwill! 

Keep ^^e r, and sure the New Year will 

Mr, Punches non-pessimist presages. 

Heraclitus, poor chap, was a little hit out ; 

A good hearty laugh may kill hatred or 
doubt, 

If ’tis not too bitterly mocking. 

“ The Mourner” had best, on the whole, be a 
Mute I 

Laugh I Laugh I save at sorrow ; the man 
is mere brute - 

Who at misery chortles ; that ’s shocking I 

But Punch's first tip for this next of New 
“Fears 

Is — don’t weep at men’s follies, nor laugh at 
their tears ! 


Sporting Underwriter, “Would tou like 
TO IirsuEE?” 

Bold Bird, “ No ; I ’ll tazb the risk ! ” 


UP TO DATE. 

Seeiho that the New Woman proudly dreams 
Of sharing Man’s immunities and j oys, 

I The proper proverb for the period seems, 

I ‘ ‘ Girls win he— boys I ” 
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STUDIES IN MODEEN JOUENAIISM. 

No, III.-— Dokinda’s Diakt. 

Monday,— Qlh dear 1 Jemima is such a nuisance 1 She has called 
three times in the last two days to implore me to spend next week at 
Twiddlednm Towers. It is all yery well for her to say that her 
husband— the Duke, you know -will be heart-broken if I refuse; 
but I put it to you, dear reader, how can I do as she wishes, and at 
the same time keep my solemn promise to the Countess of Penton- 
vule ? The Countess would never, never forgrive your poor Domeda 
if she disappointed her. By the wav, the Countess’s new boots are 
not at all a success. But, as I told her, how could she expect them 
to fit well unless she bought them at Messrs. Lace akd Leathee’s 
well-known shop, three doors ofi the Monument ? * By the strangest 
coincidence, this excellent firm has a full-page advertisement on the 
cover of this number, so that you can find out all about their goods 
by referring to it. 

Tuesday , — I felt very dull and depressed this morning ; but a cup 
of Bibbs’ cocoa at luncheon quite restored me. (You must notice 
the trade-mark carefully when you buy it— there are so many 
spurious imitations of Bibbs’, you know.) After luncheon, Chaeles 
came in, and, since his tailor is Snips, of 540, Piccadilly, I need 
hardly say that he was dressed in faultless taste. He took me ofi to " 
a very select At Home, where I was introduced to Lady Seltzee, 
“Bear Lady Seltzee,” I said, immediately, “ what charming gloves 
you are wearing ! And yet I can see they are not expensive. Bo tell 
me where you got them, and how much you paid for them.” “ Oh,” 
said Lady Seltzee, with swcA a sweet smile, “that’s what every- 
one asks me ! Why, I bought them at Messrs. Shoddy’s winter 
sale— which, by the way, ends in a fortnight’s time, so you should 
go there at once— and I only paid 25, ll%d, the pair for them.” 

* Having guilelessly undertaken to publish a certain number of these 
delightfully entertaining articles, we would not for The World fail in our 
obligation. But, as we did not bind ourselves to give the names and 
addresses of the tradesmen herein insidiously advertised^ we have substituted 
others of our own invention. Aggrieved purveyors have their remedy.— Ed. 


Wednesday ,— did you get that hat?” wrote Shahs- 
PEAEE, and the question was repeated to me a dozen times at a 
fashionable luncheon-party to-day. How stupid people are, to be 
sure! For, of course, no one except Madame Modiste, of 320a, 
Bond Street, could have created it. Indeed, I and all the other hest- 
dressed people in London deal with her. Tommy Plajstaoenet, my 
thirteen- year-old cousin, came in to tea. He told me that he had 
noticed a charming costume, worn hy a lady in the row of stalls next 
I to Mm at the Pantomime. I hasten to give the details of it, for the 
benefit of my readers. (Paper patterns of it can be obtained for six 
I stamps from the office. J The dress is made of magenta-coloured 
sequins, embroidered with miroir velvet and piped passernenterie. 
The bodice is composed of wMte fichu, draped round the hips with 
blue nainsook, and the arms are looped up above the basque with 
scarlet tulle, while the skirt is trimmed with yellow revers, edged 
with chiffon. The lining is of reseda-shot satin, with accordion- 
pleated buckles gathered very closely round the tunic. One could 
not easily imagine a more charming design. 

Thursday , — “ Arma virumque^'* as Homee says — ^wMoh means, 
of course, that aU knowledge is useful. So, darling reader, I hasten 
to impart to you a fact wMch I was told to-day. And this is, that 
no one in London has such splendid crocodiles as Mr. Shadbach, of 
’Upper Holloway. TMs is worth remembering, as it is quite possible 
that crocodiles may become favourite drawing-room pets before long, 
and you could not offer your family a more acceptable Christmas 

present. In fact, a certs in Princess Bother! that dull old 

MarcMoness has called to take me for a drive, so I can write no 
more just now. 

A Grammatical Question settled under the 
Mistletoe. 

“ Now a kiss, dear,” he said, ‘‘ is a noun we’ll agree, 

Bat common or proper, say which may it he ? ” 

“ Well, perhaps,” she replied (to speak nothing loth), j 

While she smiled aud grew red— “ Let us say it is both.” j 
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EOBING-ROOM RUMOURS. 

These is so irutli in the report that, 
foEowing the precedent about to he set 
by Mr. AsauiTH-, in appearing before his 
fellow Privy Councillors, many of the 
Judges of the High Court are accepting 
retainers to represent either Plamtifcs 
or Defendants in their own Divisions. 
At least this extension is not likely to 
be carried out just at present. 

♦ 

•* * 

The proposed representation of “A 
New Pantomime,” hy the late Dr. 
Kenealiy, at Gray’s Inn, will certainly 
not take place during the present Christ- 
mas. If the work is played at all, it 
will be without scenic accessories. 

* 

« * 

It is asserted that, at the recent 
r>eeting of the deputation from the Bar 
Cjmmittee with the Lord CnAircELLOE, 
smoking was not permitted. As the 
proceedings, however, were of a semi- 
private character, it is uncertain 
whether liquid refreshments were dis- 
cussed with arguments of a less material 
nature. 

* 

* * 

It is not improhahle that, with a view 
to removing the block of legal business, 
that some of the railway companies wEl 
run, during the present year, “High 
Court Saloon Carriages,” in which ac- 
commodation will be provided for the 
Bench, the Bar, the solicitors, and their 
clients and witnesses. If the matter of 
venue can he satisfactorEy arranged, 
causes will thus he ready for hearing 
during transit. There is already a re- 
corded precedent of a Judge granting an 
injunction from the front of his bathing- 
machine. 

Now that the qualifications for mem- 
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THE FESTIVE SEASON. 

On the LalTOh-Key Vive ! 


bership of the Inns of Court Volunteers 
have been relaxed, and others than 
counsel can be admitted to the famous 
corps, it is possible the parties concerned 
in Chancery proceedings wEl be accepted 
as recruits. It is argued that by this 
means the regiment will retain the 
services of wealthy litigants and their 
personal representatives — “it may he 
for years it may be for ever.” 

* 

* * 

As nowadays only one or two rooms 
are used in the Royal Courts of Justice 
during term time, on account of the 
absence of most of the Judges in other 
places, it has been suggested to utilize 
the remainder of the building for the 
production of a grand realistic spectacle 
on the lines of the capital military 
entertainment at Olympia. If the idea 
is adopted, no doubt the initial item 
wEl be called “Fifteen Tears of a 
Junior's Life ; or, From CaE to First 
Brief.” 

HET, PBESTOI 

A cable message from New York 
says 

Afifteen-ton disappearing gun was mounted 
in the defences of New Vork Harbour this 
afternoon. Four more weapons of equal size 
and the same pattern wiE be placed m posi- 
tion next week. 

Which thing is an allegory, neatly and | 
picturesquely typifying President Cleve- 
land’s famous message to Congress. For 
a moment, even for a day, there was the 
murderous armament, threatening the 
amity of two nations and the peace of 
Europe. People looked up to see 
what further preparations^^ ^ made, 
and lol it was gone. It diplo- 

matic, or more precisely, an election- 
eering, disappearing gun. 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

On Nephews— and “Huokluberry Finn,” 

It has been granted to me during the last few days to study a 
soaring human hoy face to face. The abstract “ my nephew” of 
whom I occasionally speak in passing has become the concrete; 
‘‘ Guy, don’t do this,” or, “ Gxrr, don’t do that.” My study is 
Uttered with paper darts of aU sorts and sizes ; a clasp-knife is at 
this moment lying open on my favourite arm-chair, a catapult is on 
the floor (perhaps the safest place for it), and odd numbers of Chums 
are strewn about the house. The owner of these articles is dashing 
up and down the stairs, with a whole pack of dogs at his heels. 

Guy is an atom of humanity, tottering on the brink of his 

TT;_ if J J.T F 3 r? J . 


teeth morning and evening, and keeps his hands clean. When he 
goes out he must wear his overcoat and bis little flannel comforter ; 
and when he comes in yon must always insist on his changing his 
stockings. Keep him out of puddles, and see that he does at least 
an hour at his arithinetio and Latin Grammar. He is weak in 
arithmetic ; hut in Latin Prose he got full marks at his last exami- 
nation. Don’t aEow him to make himself a nuisance to yon. If he* 
does, give him a good hook of adventures, and you’U find him as 
quiet as a mouse.” These were the more important items in the 
compendium drawn up for the guidance of a bachelor uncle. 

So far I have done my best, hut my best has stopped short of Latin 
gramme and arithmetic. I can remember how keenly I detested the 
genm old gentlemen who, on hearing that 1 had gone to school, asked 
me to decline and posed me with the perfect tense of fero, 

tod mmy nephew’s easel satisfied myself with his personal assurance 
that he had been able to translate into Latin these memorable 
se^ences:— C^sae marched into Italy with a large army,” and 

n JTfr.’Tn daW' A boy who da do that, and 

obtain fuE marks for it, is obviously reserved for very great things. 


For the rest, I found him fairly amenable. He jibs a good deal at 
his overcoat, and has contrived to lose his little flannel comforter ; his 
bedtime has been extended to nine o’clock ; I have utterly failed to 
restrain him from puddles (our country roads, by the way, are 
nothing but so many huge puddles) ; and I find it next to impossible 
to keep his hands clean, though he has immaculate intervals lasting 
for about three minutes at a time. But he brushes his teeth and 
he changes his stockings, so I feel that on the whole I have done 
pretty well. 

Of course he collects postage-stamps. He also takes a pro- 
found interest in smoking and aE that pertains to it. He goes 
about bristling with cigarettes so as to be ready to supply my 
needs at the shortest notice. He is never without a tray, into 
which he knocks the ash from my cigarette as I smoke it. He 
has just come in and has posted himself at my elbow. Whizz-bang, 
he has decided that I have finished my cigarette, he has seized it out 
of my mouth, hurled it into the fire, has jammed another between 
my Eps and has struck a match and burnt the cigarette to a cinder 
before I have recovered from the shock. He has found a box of 
fifty cigars aud cEpped aU their ends, and he has filled my ten piijea 
with tobacco so as to he ready for aU emergencies. It is delightful 
to find a mere boy able and willing to make himself so useful. 

, ^ But his usefulness goes further. Only this morning I found him 
in the pantry busEy employed in helping the butler to polish up the 
forks tod spoons, and yesterday he was aEowed, as a great treat, to 
toke a hand in the manufacture of a plum-pudding. To-morrow he 
is to wait at table, a prospect which seems to fill him with unutter- 
able joy. On the whole he is really a very good and cheerful little 
hoy, with plenty of resources for his own amusement. One thing has 
struck me^ about Mm, ^ He weighs about five stone, and his size, 
therefore, is not gigantic. StEl, in his little knickerbocker suit, he 
looks quite big enough for his years. But in the evening he wears a 
fuE- dress Eton suit, which has the effect of reducing Mtw to the 
' Bluest scrap ; the most diminutive shrimp, I warrant, that ever got 
■ fuE marks for Latin prose. 

I FEAR there is a lack of reverence about the nephews of the 
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present day. This one— and I presnme he is typical of the rest- 
calls me familiarly by my Christian name without the respectful 
prefix “Uncle.” When asked why he did this, he said, “Oh, I 
don^t know, ‘ uncles * are people with whiskers.” As my whiskers 
did not survive my freshman*s year at Cambridge, it appears that 
I am not qualified for the title, though I cannot shake ofE the 
responsibilities of the post. His ideas on age are also rather alarm- 
ing. “ How old,”^ I asked him, “ is the head-master of your 
school ? ” “ Oh, middle-aged— nearly thirty.” 

But my chief surprise has been his keen and appreciative enjoy- 
ment of Huckleberry Finn, I gave it to bim to quiet him, and he 
was soon deep in it. This evening he has insisted on reading aloud 
to me the whole of that inimit^le passage which relates how the 
two old frauds, the King and the Duke of Bridgewater^ pretended to 
be the brothers of Mr, Feter Wilks, deceased. At every other 
sentence that boy had to stop, convulsed with laughter, and, mind 
you, he laughed in the right way and at the right things. This is 
no mere piece of knockabout clowning such as one supposes would 
appeal to a small boy, but a bit of tiie most genuine and incisive 
humour ever printed, I am, therefore, forced to the conclusion- 
still assuming Gut to be typical — that the sense of humour 
amongfst nephews of a tender age has become far keener and juster 
than it used to be. 

But, after all, what a great book is Huckleberry Finn, With 
how lavish a hand has Mark Twain- scattered the riches of his 
humour and his observation and his sympathy over every page. 
There is enough in it to fit out twenty ordinary books with laughter. 
There are bits of description in it which bring a scene before your 
eyes as vividly as if you had seen it over and over again and fixed 
it on your mind. Characters are hit off in a few incisive touches, and 
the man staads betore you as he must have lived. 

Take this for descripticn : — “ It was one of these regular summer 
storms. It would get so dark that it looked all blue-black outside, 
and lovely; and the rain would thrash along by so thick that the 
trees cfi a little ways looked all dim and spider- webby ; and here 
would come a blast of wind that would bend the trees down and 
turn up the pale underside of the leaves ; and then a perfect ripper 
of a gust would follow along and set the branches to tossing their 
arms as if they was just wild ; and next, when it was just about the 
blpfjtand blackest — ! it was as bright as glory, and you ^d have 
a glimpse of tree tops a-plunging about, away off yonder 
in t&Morm, hundreds of yards farther than you could see before ; 
dark as sin again in a second, and now you ’d hear the thunder let 


go with an awful crash, and then go rumbling, grumbling, tumbling 
down the sky towards the underside of the world, like rolling empty 
barrels downstairs, where it ’s long stairs and they bounce a good 
deal, you know.” 

And ihis:— “ Colonel Qrangerford was a gentleman, you see. 
He was a gentleman all over; and so was his family. He was 
well-born, as the saying is, and thafs worth as much in a 
man as it is in a horse, so the widow Douglass said, and nobody 
ever denied she was of the first aristocracy in our town ; and pap 
he always said it too, though he warn’t no more quality than a 
mud- cat himself. Colonel Qrangerford was very tall and very 
slim, and had a darkish-paly complexion, not a sign of red in it any- 
wheres ; he was clean-shaved every morning all over his thin face, 
and he had the thinnest kind of lips, and the thinnest kind^ of 
nostrils, and a high nose and heavy eyebrows, and the blackest kind 
of eyes, sunk so' deep like they seemed they was looking out of 
caverns at you as you may say. His forehead was high, and his 
hair was black and straight and hung to his shoulders. . . Some- 
times he smiled, and it was good to see ; but when he straightened 
himself up like a liberty pole, and the lightning begun to flicker out 
from under his eyebrows, you wanted to climb a tree first, and find 
out what the matter was afterwards. He didn’t ever have to tell 
anybody to mind their manners— everybody was always good- 
mannered where he was. Everybody loved to have him around too ; 
he was sunshine most always— I mean he made it seem like good 
weather. When he turned into a cloud-bank it was awful dpk for 
half a minute and that was enough; there wouldn’t nothing go 
wrong again for a week,” 

Thin for simple, unforced pathos you have the runaway nigger, 
Jim, one of the finest and purest gentlemen in all literature. And 
for tragedy, can anything be more moving and terrible than the last 
stand of the Gr anger f&rds, or the death of Boggs, with its sequel 
in Colonel Sherburn's imperturbable defiance of the cowardly mob, 
who propose to lynch him r But I have not space to dwell on all the 
great points of this Homeric book— for Homeric it is in the true 
sense, as no other English book is, that I know of. 

So I (and my nephew) send this message of goodwill across the 
sea to our friend Mark Twain, at a time when messages of good- 


will and friendship are sorely needed. That the countrymen of 
Dickens and Mark Twain should fi^ht about Yenezuela is an 
idea so fantastic and preposterous that imagination boggles at it ; 
and even the mind of the worst Jingo of either nation must revol-fc 
from it when it is fully realised, 

P.S. — A week or two back I asked about the National Pension 
Fund for Nurses, and expressed a wish to know the address of its 
Seoretary. A kindly correspondent, signing herself “ An Admirer 
of Mr, Bunch of Fifty Tears’ standing,” gives me the necessary 
information, which I hereby convey to my readers in the earnest 
hope that the fund may benefit : —Royal National Fund for Nurses, 
28, Finsbury Pavement, London, E.C. 


THE BEAUTYCIDE3, 

“ A THING of beauty is a joy for ever,” — 

Until there comes an advertiser clever. 

With paste, and poster, and some patent pill ; 

And then by stream and meadow, vale and hill, 

Taste feels, through greed’s disease, by no pill curable, 

A thing of ugliness is yet more durable. 

Churls I they ’d foul Eden, or disfigure Arden, 

With Trade ’s new-fangled “ Ugly Thing in the Garden ” 1 
Shall they at Foyers carry on those feats 
Whereby Philistia gives the lie to Keats ? 


^^SOME OE THE BEST^^ OE EEGULATIONS. 

(Prepared by an Expert after witnessing the new piece at the 
Royal Adelphi Theatre,) 

All officers belonging to the Portsmouth garrison will take tea 
with neighbouring parsons, and their daughters, in undress uniform. 

On such ccoasions the regiment of the subaltern, in attendance 
upon the Commander-in-chief, shall accompany their officer to the 

t churches, belonging to said parsons, to the music 
of the fifes and drums. 

A lieutenant of Highlanders shall be told off 
to prepare the plans of the new fortifications at 
Portsmouth, in the absence of Royal Engineers 
qualified to undertake the duty. 

It shall be considered bigh treason if the 
lieutenant aforesaid takes the plans, he has 
himself prepared, from a safe with a view to 
acquainting himself of their contents, and im- 
parting the knowledge thus guiltily obtained 
to an anonymous enemy of his country. 

When accused of the aforesaid crime, the 
lieutenant shall he tried by court martial, 
whereat ample accommodation shall be re- 
served for females in distress. 

. The office of prosecutor at su&h a court 
^ martial shall he assumed hy a general officer 
senior to the Commander-in-chief at Portsmouth, and one who has been 
permitted to retain his A.D.C,-ship after promotion from field rank. 

The prisoner shall he allowed practically to conduct the proceedings 
of the court martial, and shall have opportunities afiorded him of 
taking part in several touching scenes^with the females in distress. 

On being found guilty, the neutenant shall have his sentence read 
to him in &ont of his regiment, and undergo the painful and novel 
indignity of degradation to the ranks. 

During the execution of this newly-authorised pimshment, the 
lieutenant shall be permitted to clasp bis fiancee to his heart and to 
present her with the Yictoria Cross. 

On reinstatement to his rank the lieutenant shall obtain the control 
of his regiment, and shall use his regained freedom to harangue his 
superior officers, to pardon his accusing and perjured witness and 
reconcile her to her father, the general commanding, and finally to 
embracing the young lady destined shortly to become Ms wife. 

The reinstatement of tne lieutenant having been fixed to come off 
on the occasion chosen by the prosecutor at the court martial as one 
fitting for the presentation of new colours to the lieuten^t’s 
regiment, the prosecutor, in a neat speech, shall deliver the national 
flag to the ex-prisoner amidst the loudly expressed joy of all 
beholders. 

Lastly. After the reinstated lieutenant has received the National 
Elag at the hands of the prosecutor aforesaid, he shall give satifac- 
tory statistics regarding tne crime of high treason in its relation to 
the commissioned ranks of the British Army. Having done^ tMs, 
he shall be at liberty to allow it to be inferred by all sufficiently 
fortunate to be present at the aforesaid interesting ceremony, that 
it is the intention of himself and his bride to live honourably, and i 
consequently happily, for ever afterwards. | 




Mount Cleveland, a large volcano hitherto quiescent; and of Mount 
A PEOPHET TOO PEEYIOUS, Okey, a smaller, but equaUy active, centre of fiery distohanees. 

Until recently they were considered quite harmless. The Irish | 
(To tM Author of the NomL ) newspapers state that both oraturs had bten for some days in a state 

The “ Survival of the Fittest” we begin to understand, of violent ebullition. Before this outburst the summit of Mount 

(Though we sometimes doubt the of the survival,) Cleveland was densely wooded, and_ prcduced a larger number oi 

But the coming of Q-bant Aileh, with his notions queer, if grand, inferior planks, used in the construction of platforms, than any other 
Seems an instance of its premature arrival. headland in the United States. The present volcanic conation has, 

Many hundred years ahead of us, and yet “ dumped down” to-day of course, entirely superseded the production of these interior planKS. 
Among those who his far ancestry should be 1 . . _ _ - .. — 


It is really quite *‘tco previous” and the Fates must be at play 
To perch u^n our hiil-tops such as he. 

"When centuries get mixed up so, and there comes a saintly seer 
From the twenty-fifth, six centuries in advance, 

"What wonder if we find his hill-top theories wild and queer, 

And decline at his new tunes to up and dance ? 

No, we don’i want to catch up to him, and were he out of sights 
We could wait for him six centuries, contented, 

But his spectre- on the hill-tops— fills the timid with af&right, 
And drives advanced young ladies half-demented. 

Between good Mrs. Ubuhdy and Miss Lahchesteb it seems 
There are dangers in our novelist’s new leaven, 

It drives one to hysterics, makes the other dream strange dreams, 
But will it sweeten home or brighten heaven? 


"BE. BIECH AND HIS lODNG lEIENDS/’ 

Just before the holiday time a drawing-master was summoned 
before Mr. Hadbh Cobseb by an indignant female parent for 
chastising her offspring. The master had merely anticipated the 
general season of gifts with a Christmas Box on the boy’s ea^ 
“The mother,” observed Me, Hadeh Cobser, with a staccato touch 
of Hadeh’s surprise in his tone, “is within her right in complain- 
ing,” and so Haeeh the Politer— never “the Corser”— fined the ■ 
drawing-master three guineas, for which he had to draw a cheque, 
and bound him over in five pounds to come up for judgment when 
called on. Haueet the PoHter well and wisely remarked that it was 
I beyond his powers (as a magistrate) to imagine what course the 


You dedicate your work to those who ’ve heart, and soul, and hraiu aggrieved parent would have taken had her son been a public school- 


AN UNPEEUICrFB STORM. 


Enough to understand it 1 Modest! Meek, Sir! hoy at Eton, Harrow, Enghy, or Winchester, where the birch, in 

Can’t yon move a le&th farther good Gbant AiXEK, and remain— some form or other, and on some form or other, or some part of it, 
Well— say about the middle of next week, Sir I ^as the rule of punishment, where the hoy would be swished, and 

• r r- " r „ . ■ — where the head-master’s swish over-ruled the parent’s wish. At 

A AT TT\T-DT 5 'i?-rMr<TT?Tv armTu^iT Etou, sud at auy othcr public school, the boy “could take it (the 

AN UNPEEUICrEI) STORM, swishing) or leave it (the school),’’ and would he only too^ glad to 

A STOBK of unusual violence, coming from the United States accept the “ ?ioc propter hoc^^ instead of having to retire from 
struck the British coasts on the 18th ult. The usual storm warning pubfio (school) life. Every boy ought to know how to take bis 
from New York had not preceded it. It was accompanied by loud whack and he glad of the chance. Also, on certain occasions, he 
thunder and blustering winds, and seemed likely to cause great should be able to return the whack with interest, 
damage. Happily a condition of great calmness prevailed over the Mr, HAPBisr Corsee is the Solomon of the Bench, and had he 
British Isles, the cyclonic dkturbance seeming to have little effect, reminded the sensitive mother of that wise saying of the Wise Ring 
unless to cause a temporary increase in the fog and gloom. Binoe then as to the sparing of the rod and the spoiling of the child (though in 
appearances give hope of greater clearness, with probably bright and this case, it may be admitted that the rod was not in question, hut 
settled conditions later. ^ only a handy mode of chastisement), it would not have been amiss. 

It is believed that this storm originated in a violent outburst of The “ Block System ” at public schools is a good one. Floreat ! 



“JUST OFF!” 


GiTiED. “ TICKET, SIE, PLEASE ! ” 
Gtabd. “ THANKEE, SIR I {Atide.) 


liiTTiE Netv Teae. " SEASON ! ” 

HOPE THE LAD WILL GET THAT LDGQAGE SAFELY THROUGH I 
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“EVERYTHING COMES TO HIM THAT ‘WAITS.’” 


THE HAUETED HAT. 

{Tag-endi of a Ghost Story written for Christmas or any other time,) 

Angelina could not understand the cause of her misfortunes. All 
through the day she had had the luck against her. She had visited her 
favourite spinster aunt (from whom she expected to inherit wealth untold), 
and that usuaEy amiable old lady had treated her with marked coldness. 

“ I don’t know what it is,” said the venerable dame, “but there are 
voices in the air, Angelina, accusing you of murder, I can hear them, I 
can, indeed! ” 

“ My dear Aunt, what nonsense I But there, I only looked in to show 
you my new hat. Do you like it ? ” 

“Well, no,” returned the elderly spinster; “I don’t care for such a 
heap of feathers. The original material is completely hidden in a perfect 
nest of wings. The hat is suggestive of limitless slaughter.” 

“It is the fashion,” replied Angelina, rather angrily; “and what 
is the fashion must be nice.” 

And then the mffled maiden, after a cold adieu addressed to her aged 
relative, took herself off. She visited several of her friends, but one and 
all complained of the voices. They heard in the air accusations of assassi- 
nation, Angelina was “ an accessory after the fact,” and these cruel 
indictments quite eclipsed the success of the hat. The head-gear was 
pronounced here and there “ stylish,” but the cry of “murder” over- 
whelmed the praise. At last Angelina met Edwin. 

“ What is the matter ? ” cried the girl, as her betrothed turned away 
from her iu horror. 

“ Your hat I ” cried the budding barrister. “ Every feather accuses 


you of cruelty I The voices of the birds are chirruping out 
charges of brutality I ” 

“But it is the latest fashion!” urged the now weeping 
Angelina. Feathers are all the vogue.” 

“ And to procure them the poor little songsters of the grove 
are massacred by millions ! The parent birds are taken away 
from their young, and the ffedgelings are allowed to die of 
starvation! Your hat is eloquent of misery! There is not a 
wing on it that does not suggest a tragedy I ” 

The young man spoke earnestly. He had been called to the 
Bar, and spoke as if addressing a jury 

“ Then you no longer love me ! ” sobbed Angelina. 

“How can I?” replied Edwin, “The birds are witnesses 
against you. I am f ally aware of the consequences. I know 
the dangers of breaches of promises of marriage. But, Ange- 
lina, in spite of those dangers, in spite of possible damages of 
untold amount, I must withdraw, I can no longer be yours ! 
All is over between us ! ” 

“ Oh, Edwin!” 

And then not an altogether strange thing happened — 
Angelina awoke. The retribution of the birds had been a 
dream! 

More was the pity ! It would be well for the feathered tribe 
if such a dream could become a reality ! 


SPOETIVE SONGS. 


The Steeple-chase Ridee to his Mistress 


Thebe ’s never a sweetheart so dainty as mine, 

Not a lady so loving and fair 

From the Rhone to the Rhine, from the Thames to the Tyne, 
There ’s not any with you to compare ! 

Your eyes are as bright as the sun’s subtle light, 

Yet as solt as the moon on the sea, 

And your form has the grace that belongs to the race 
Of a damsel of long pedigree. 


There ’s surely no helpmate so willing as yon. 

Have you never refused me your aid ? 

In the world there are few half so loyal and true 
As you are, my bonny brown maid. 

In the cruellest task I have only to ask— 

You care not for danger or pain— 

When our fortune seem’d gone, you have challeng’d and won. 
You have done it again and again. 


There ’s never a cross word between you and me, 

And you listen to all that I gay. 

If a point there should he on which you disagree, 

And you show it— ’tis only in play. 

You ’re the joy of my heart, and we never shall part, 
Not e’en when we ’ve finished at last. 

Then the cap, jacket, belt, and the spurs you ne’er felt. 
Will be memories glad of the Past I 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Excellent present for the present season — ^which, as our old 
friend Willy Shakspeake would have said, is “ the season of 
presents,” the New Year’s gifts coming in as the Old Year, 
loaded with the good things of Christmas, goes out— is The 
Vanity Fair Alburn^ with its 
coloured caricaturical likenesses 
of “celebrities” of aU sorts— 
more or less celebrated— drawn 
chiefly by “ Spy,” cccasionaBy 
by “fouEF,” and sometimes by 
“ Gath,” with notes written as 
an accompaniment by Jehu 
JUNIOB. Of the three artists 
named, “Spy,” legitimate suc- 
cessor of poor “Pelican,” is 
facile princeps^ although, even 
in his work, it is very rare to 
find one picture drawn in the 
genuine spirit of caricature. 

They are likenesses first, and 
caricature has to take its chance. Alwajrs you exclaim, “ How 
like I How good ! ” seldom “ How inimitably funny ! ” The 
frontispiece introduces us to four snorting gentlemen, masters 
of fox-hounds in pink— “Spy” who, in their own 

persons, represent the hardy anDuals of the winter season, who, 
as disdaining hares, and not caring for stags, would choose for 
their motto “ Fox et prmterea niV^ 








[Jandabt: 4 , 1896 . 


“ Quite so,” responded the Great Mra, em- 
TiKatioallv : “ I commend your eicelleat good 
Zttd here let me say that this w ^t 
the first time I have been examined on hehaU 

hut not too often. you 
‘been done to death.’ to Me a coUoqmalism, 

I should not have had the honour and pleasnre 

doubt|”*re^ed 

langhing heartily and good-natuTedly. Bm 

I have the advantage— thai^s to my scanty 
but, for this purpose, sufficient , 

of knowing tke sort of thing you want to 
leam, For instance, I have a cup of tea at 
seven, eat a hearty breakfast 
lightly at two, and reserve eight o clock for 

^^^^Thank you very much,” said I, making 
the entry in my note-book; and now tell 
me— do you take soup r t * 

“ I have not for many years. I must con- 
fess, too, that I dilute the deadly cold of the 
mnrninir tub with a little boiling water, I 




-Si '«S, ^ - 

Ur. 3oreUm {icho has already stayed mer em how and taim 
“Yes, I’m soeey to sat I ’m^a mabtyr to Insomnia. I vb tbieu everything, Rur i 

1 1 CiST rap YOU A VBKY SIMPUS MMKDT. YOU SHOUU) 

TiLK TO YOURSELF— AETBB GOING TO BED ! ” 


AN INTERVIEW IN COMMON FORM. 

(From a Note-book found in the land of Fersonalia,) 

The house of the great man did not differ 
very materially from the dwelling-places of 
his neighbonrs. The regulation portico, the 
customary area, the white- washed stucco 
front were all there to carry out the r£sem- 
blance. The hall, too, was not iinlike other 
halls of other mansions.^ The butler, the 
footman, and the housemaids had nothing to 
distinguish them from fellow-menials nl l in g 
, . HLirmu 1 situations in other manages, , , 

Kow u^^nd ’& a “boom,” uow 

I’mneitherBearuorBull,audsodon’toare. jg 

Smile, and behold a “ Bamev.” and a swell 1 vrA-n +>>«+. V AniTiA m tlifi nhari 


OUTSIDE! 

{With J^ologies to a Mellifluous Memory,) 

It chanced a song the Stoney-hroke One sang 
Of Fortune and her wheel— in S. E. slang : — 

Tam, Fortune, turn thy wheel, as ^twere a 
“kike,” 

Now cutting records, now hnst-np, helike. 
Thy wheel and thee rU neither “hull ” nor 
“ hear,” 

Turn, Fortune, turn thy wheel, like a steam- 
pump! [“dump,” 


cess, UUU, LliOW J- VI.JJ.W.WW — 

morning tub with a little hoiling — --- 
never eit sngar. ai d care nothmit i<«. W,” 

“ la the dialike medicinal or heredity r 
** A mixture t f both. As a child, the 
favourite punishment of mv molher was the 
ffder of ^no pudding.’, 
infant, I lost my appreciation of tarts. Wnat 
was commenced by my 
completed by my doctor. I have been ordered 
^0 give up fruit pies.” , . . ^ _ 

We laughed heartily at this quaint descnp- 
ion, and for a moment or two my pen was 

there anything else I can tell you ? ” 

“I suppose you go to the seaside in the 
summer, and occasionally to Swit- 

zerland in the autumn ? That you are fond 
f dogs and children ? That vour wife takes 
% deep interest in your work? ^ken you 
have cozy corners in your house, and tnat 

To^he^e,” replied the Great Man, who 
had been nodding affirmatively to my various 
queries. “ But everything connected with 
the house you will surely leave to the photo- 
grapher ? I presume I shall have the pleasure 
of making his acquaintance ? ” 

It "was my turn to bow, and bow I did, witn 
a smile. 

“And now,” said my host, I am going 
to ask a slight favour. All I have told you 
would probably be equally applicable to my 
good friends and neighbours, Bbown, Jones, 
Smith, and Borinson? You acquiesce in 
the suggestion ? Q-oite so ; then give all the 
interesting particulars you have collected, but 
avoid mentioning my name.” 

“ But your personality is what will interest 
the public.” 

“ Tes ; but this sketch will do for one 
else of eminence. Reserve it for the next 


Smile, and behold a “Barney,” and a swell! 
Frown, and *tis still a “ barney” but a sell! 

An empty purse is master of man’s fate. 
Turn, turn thy wheel beforethecrusbing crowd, 
Fools who before the golden calf have bowed 1 
J’m stoney-hroke, and so can’t speculate I 


“ Well,” I replied, "it is only fair to tell 
you that I come in the character of an inter- 
viewer, To save time, I will not give you m.y 
opinion of things in p^eneral, and yourself in 
particular, for the simple reason that I can 
add it as padding when I come to the com- 
poeiiion of the article.” 


And, as the idea was a novelty, I adopted 
the suggestion 

THE BRIDGE OF SIGHS. 
{Eatirely New Version,) 

Beneath the Bridge I often sit and sigh, 

So often, that I seem to grow indig- 
•enous, Majhe you ’ll want to ask n^ why 
Seneath the Bridge. 

‘ ‘ A tunnel ’s made to get you through a j 

And o’er a bridge you keep afoot on high. 
But I ’m aboard. Above me, on "the Bridge, 
My lover officer scans sea and **ky. , 

And though it grows as cold as the Refrig- 
- erator late at night, still there am I 

Beneath the Bridge. 
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THE KALENDAR OF FRIEHDSHIP. 

(For 1896.) 

Jawwflry.— Mr. William Joiois pre- 
sents his compliments to Mr. Hr^ely 
Smiih;, and while apologisini: for the 
liberty he takes in addressing him, would 
be obliged, &o., &e. 

Sir,--I have the hononr 
to acknowledge the receipt of yonr 
obliging letter, and in reply beg to 
state, &o,, &o.— -Tour obedient servant, 
William Jones. 

JifarcA.— Dear Sir, — I shall be v^ 
pleased to afford yon all the information 
relative to the matter mentioned in your 
letter, &o., &o.--Yonrs faithfully, 

William Jones. 

ufiJn'Z.— Dear Mr. Smith, — I much 
regret that I was not at home when you 
so kindly called on me the other day. 
Perhaps you will do me the honour 
to dine here one night at an early 
date ? &o., &o.— Tours very sincerely, 
William Jones. 

Jlffly.— Dear Smith,— T our letter is 
not at all “ presum^uous,” as you 
modestly express it. Pray be assured 
that you have my best offices in any 
thing that may tend to your advan- 
tage, &o., &e.— Tours most sincerely, 
William Jones. 

/wne.— My dear Smith, — Of course I 
shall be delighted to join your party. 
When does the picnic take place? 
Pray give my compliments to Mrs. 
Smith, &o,, &o. 

Tours ever, William Joirais. 

My dear old chap,— Just got 
yours. Of course, you dear old fellow, 
shall be delighted, and only too pleased, 
to come to the christening, and stand 
godfather to the olive bran eh. The idea 
of supposing that it would be a “ bore ’’ 
to me I &c., &c. — Tours ever most 
affectionately, W. J. 



AMBIGUOUS, 

** Shall I wAyn rr, Miss ? It does away with 

THE FLAINNESS,** 


August.’^Ky dear Smith,— Have you 
forgotten my letter of yesterday week ? 
Pray let me nave an answer to it at your 
earhest convenience and oblige 

Tours ever, William Jones, 

My dear Mr. Smith, — I 
cannot see that your tardy answer to my 
letters at all explains matters. What I 
wish deffnitely to know is, &c., &o. 
Tours sincerely, William Jones, 

October,— Ddsjc Mr. Smith,— I fail 
completely to understand how, &e., &e. 
Tours very faithfully, 

William Jones. 

November,— Dqqx Sir,— I am surprised, 
&o., &o. Yours faithfully, 

William Jones. 

Deoember,^SiCt—l positively decline 
to do anything so ridiculous as to go to 
Belgium with you for the purpose of 
ff ghting a duel. On the other hand, you 
are certainly at liberty to go to Jericho, 
for all I care. — Sir, your obedient 
servant, William Jones, 

To Henry Smithy JSsq, 

H. B.— My solicitors’ address is, &c. , &o. 

The Seven Against— Each Other. 

Seven Minor Bards snatch, with an 
eager glee, 

At every chance of courtly minstrelsy ; 
’Tis hard the Court (or Cabinet) will 
have none of them ! 

They ’re all Aa^-fitted for the post, you 
see; 

Poets, of course, they none of them 
may he. 

But they ’re effusive Laureates, every 
one of them. 


Happily Obvious. — That Cleve- 
land need not he interpreted Land- 
cleaver. 


^^THE IMPEOYEMENT OE LONDON,^^ 

Peo away, Daily Graphic^ and advocate weekly. 

And strongly, and daily, and gaily, your dreams 

Of beautiful Lond »n. We bear much too meekly 
Discomfort and ugliness ; fight for yonr schemes. 

Peg away, and keep showing that London needs greatly 
In buildings more beauty, in streets still more space, 

Plan boulevards and squares, liued with houses more stately, 
Combining convenience, grandeur, and grace. 

Then England may rise to a wonderful level. 

The level of Prance, of old Greece, even more ; 

“ Schools of Art,” as at present, may go to the — I mean, dogs — 
And art may be fostered as never hdf ore. 

Then Wellington Statues, and Shaftesbury EonntaiLs, 

And Albert Memorials never would come. 

As mouse-like productions of labouring mountains, 

To strike the intelligent foreigner dumb. 

She would not put pictures by barracks, nor boast that 
South Kensington sheds show her architects’ skill ; 

She boilds even now, and requires at the most that 
Some generon citizen settles the hill. 

The hill I Daily Graphic, of what are you thinking ? 

The hill ! Oh, my goodness, who ever wdl pay ? 

Is Endand so rich as to contemplate sinking 
Such sums for mere beauty, hard cash thrown away ? 

Note by a “New Novel’’ Header. 

Certain unsavoury social crimes of old 
Were things on which pure ladies would not look. 

They ’re not so sternly censured now, I ’m told, 

But they ’re (by women) oftener “ brought to hook,” 


NEW EIOTIONAET. 

(Bemg some occasioml mtes intended as a coniribution towards a 
“ Lady's Own Dictionary of Words and Phrases,'*) 

‘ ‘ Aggravate.” This word, according to men’s dictionaries, means 
” to exaggerate ; to make enormous, &c,’’ ; but the fair sex, not con- 
tent with this simple definition, have given it another, which is, to 
anger, to irritate. For instance, in women’s language, the expres- 
sion, ‘‘ an aggravating thing,” is generally understood to signify a 
person who causes us anger or displeasure. If a man were to talk to 
a woman of an “ aggravated rninry,” she would probably not know 
what he meant. But if he were to describe her dearest friend’s con- 
duet as aggravating, she would immediately understand him. 

“ So.” This little adverb is a great favourite with ladies, in con- 
junction with an adjective. For instance, they are very fond of 
using such expressions as “ He is so charming 1 ” “ It is so lovely I” 
&c. According to the rules of strict grammar, the use of the adverb 
“ so,” and of the adjectives “ lovely” and “ charming,” requires to 
be followed, in both these sentences, by the use of the conjunction 
“that,” “He is so charming I” is a purely feminine expression, 
“He is so charming that I have made a friend of him,” is a purely 
masculine one, or should be so. It is satisfactory to know, however, 
that ladies have nothing whatever to do with the rules of strict 
grammar. 

It is hoped that these two extracts wUl for the present suffice to 
show the exceedingly useful character of the forthcoming publication. 


Ear I Ear 1— The Daily News felicitates the country on its 
“Musical Year.” But wny drag in that “T”? When it can 
congratulate England on the possession of a musical ear, it may 
indeed inspire a patriotic psean. But after hearing the Christmas 
holidays made hideous by inharmonious bowlings, in discordant keys, 
of “ Gloriotts BeerP^ Mr, Punch feels that the most seasonable 
greeting to his countrymen is “ I wish you all a Happy New Ear I ” 
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LONG AGO LEGENLS. p 

INNEHOLDERE AND HYS DRAWERS. ts 

In Cheape dwelled aa Inneholdere, and one daye lie dyd go downe 
in toe hy s cellar toe watere y ® ale, as was liys w^te, when he espyede ,, 
hys Drawere drynkinge sack ont of a flafke which he had tayken toe 
hys own use, and then place it in hys poke for bye-and-hye. So y* , 

inneholdere dyd ^ 

lie in wate for ^ 
hym, and on hys ^ 
coming onte dide 
taxe hym withe y® f. 
thefte. “ Nay, 
goode master,” “ 
sayde y® Drawere, 
“His not thefte, 
for yon are payde P 
for itte ; I dyd bnt 
no we deposifce y® 
pryce of itte in y® 
tille where yon will 
finde itte withall.” 
Bnt y® Innehol- ^ 
dere, knowing ^ 
thys toe be alle ® 
lese, dyd take ® 
aware from hym ? 
y® flaske and dyd ^ 
boxe hym on y® 
eerys and hytte 
hym in y® iye, re- 
markyngey® while, 
“Nay, His yon f 
who are payde for 
itte.” 

Then y® Drawere ^ 
dyd retaliate malapertelie withe hys tongne in snch a waye that itte ^ 
can notte here be chroniclede. ^ 

“ Ho,” cryed y® Inneholdere, “ wnnlde you gyve me chyke in mine 1 
owne honse f Knows, knave, that I pi aye hrste fid die here I ” ^ 

“And no marvelle,” replyed y® Drawere, “ consyderinge it is 
suche a vile inne.” 

And dyd y® Inneholdere forg:^ve hym on acconnt of thys plea- 
santerie? Peradventnre ; for it is saide he dyd then and thtre give : 
hym y® sack, 

HOW TO KEEP A DIAET. 

{Taught hg th& CoivtentSn) 

January 1,— Intend to preserve in this little volume the written 
record of my life. Now and again I shall give my thoughts, my 
aspirations. Any event of commanding importance, of conrse, wiu 
appear in its proper sequence in these pages. I shall not omit refer- 
ence to domestic details of purely personal interest, for ont of such 
seemingly homely materials many an interesting biography is ulti- 
mately carefully compiled. And now to commence. Went ont 
to-day to have my hair cut. Later on, a family gathering. Present, 
my Uncle Jack, Aunt Jemima, and the boys. Dinner passed ofi 
pleasantly. The only diseqrdant note was Bobby's allusion to 
Cousin Potter's will. I think the contretemps that followed was 
caused hy thoughtlessness rather than hy malice. Still, it was a "bad 
omen for tbe otherwise glad New Year. 

January 2. — ^And now to continue the story of my career from day 
to day. Obliged to go out. Will return to this volume when I get 
home. 

January 12.— Had my hair cut. Gloves, 3s. 6df. Fellow told me 
last night that the only way to get good cheroots was to write to 
Manilla direct. 

January — ^Afraid I have not kept this diary very regularly. 
However will make a fresh start, and not get into arrears again. 
This morning I rose at seven, had breakfast (sausages, tea, and eggs) 
at eight, Ofi to chambers at ten. Led in an important case [Baulks 
versus Corkes) and obtained a verdict. Tomkins, J., compliment^ 
me. On my way home met my Cousin Charlie, He dined with us, 
and tells me that Gtjssie returned from Canada last Autumn. She 
is eng^ed to be married, Dear me ! How time files I It seems 
only the other day that she was playing with her doll ! 

JHarch 5. — H ad my hair cut to-day. Must keep this diary more 
regularly. "What is the benefit of a diary unless you use it ? Pause 
for a reply. Saw the Beverley Robinsons in the Park. It appears 
that it was not their fault that the silver epergne passed out of the 
family, The facts these 

3Iar€h6, — ^Was interrupted yesterday as I was giving the true 
story of the epergne. However it is just as easy and appropriate to 
enter it under this date as any other. Well, to commence— 


April 19 —Omnibus 2d. Cab 25. Gingerbread nuts 4r?. Re- 
paymeutof portion of loan at Bank £153 10s. 6c?. Address of.the man 
with marble statues -247, Araminta Avenue East, Lower Tooting 
Lane. 

1.— Keally ashamed to find how slack I have'^been in keeping 
this diary. However, in future I will make entries daily. This 
morning went to the British Museum to verify dates in my new 
book. Remembrances Recalled on the Stage-side of the Green Cur- 
tain, I was right. Professor Andercon was lessee of Covent Garden 
Opera-house when it was burned down after a hal masque. Met 
Charlie Houaeth. The same as ever. Awfnllv good iellow. Dined 
at the club, and went to see Sinbad up to Date, Q;aite like old 
times. A morsel of mild American cheese in a plain lettuce salad not 
half bad. Charlie’s recipe. Good chap, Charlie ! 

August 3.— Decided to go to Kiel. . , ^ . 

September 9.— Braces, Is. Q>d, Gussib married the Captain. My 
present of a card-table, made of Japanese fans, pretty. Only 
fault, there were nine other duplicates. That ’s the worst of getting 
wedding-gifts from the Stores. Some other chappie is sure to choose 
the same I 

October 25.— My birthday I I have been sadly remiss in keeping 
this diary hitherto, and will mend the fault for the remainder of the 
quickly passing year. To-day I reach my prime. Well, I have not 
done so badly; my practice is fairly good— at any rate pays the rent 
of my chambers, and keeps me in gowns and wigs. Then my editor- 
ship of The Moon- Gazers Monthly Magazine has been entirely 
satisfactory to the proprietors. If I quarrelled with Bobby’s Rosie 
it is only because she was so extremely rude to poor dear Trixy in 
ihe train. However, in that matter, it ’s naore their loss than ours! 
So I can regard the situation with equanimity I 

November 12.— Had my hair cut. 

December 14.— Gloves Ss. 6c?. Auut M^ia’s day is first and 
j third Fridays. Kidneys cut into thin slices, then covered with 
bread-crumbs, then broiled. 

December 27.— Went to tbe play last night. Did not see very 
much, as my box appeared to be a sort of converted doorway. Per- 
formance (so far as 1 could judge) as per usual. Omnibus for us both, 
Is. Ad, Gave blind crossing sweeper half-a-crown instead of a 
penny. It is a mistake of that character which disgusts one with 
charity. 

December 28.— Had my hair cut. 

December 30. — Soleing boots, 4s. 6c?. 

December 31. — And so this U the last day of the 365 1 I find that 
I have not kept to my original intention in this volume. But I have 
bought a new diary, and will try to do better next year. I 


THE AUGUSTAN AGE AT OLYMPIA. 

The classic ground close to the elongated mile once known as 
“ Punch s Railway” is again popular. Thanks to the efforts of the 
great DRxrRTOLANTJS-cuM-ADDisoNRODiAS, Olympia is very much to 
the fore. On Boxing afternoon and night crowds thronged to see 
the last thing in Derbys and the newest idea of the ^ - 

Chitral campaign. Both events are perfect mar- \ 

vels of realism. The mob that supplies a back- 
ground to the winning of the Bine Riband of the A 

Turf could not be surpassed as a specimen of “ tbe 
convincing.” There are real “’Arries” and 
“’Arribts,” soldiers, sailors, acrobats, and, last 
but not least, police-constables. The horses, too, 
seem to enjoy the sport, and if they are not all 
“winners,” they compare favourably with many a 
successful competitor for a Qaeen’s Plate. But My ||& 
the feature of the equestrian show is unqnestion- 
ably the crowd of spectators. With the assistance 
of many hundreds of auxiliaries, the hill is realised \\\\ 

with its numberless vehicles, its series of booths, 
and, last and least, its poor, forlorn, forsaken, and : ll | 

much-chivied Derby dog. Then Olympia has, as CIjII 

is quite right and correct, races by ladies, bicycles V R; U 

and donkeys. Those who are to be responsible for 
the coming meeting in Athens might secure an 
object-lesson iu West Kensington. If Greece follows in the wake of 
the Addison Road, all should he well at the international gathering 
of athletes. 

And if the Race for the Derby is satisfactory, the Relief of Chitral 
is equally excellent. The soldiers who gallantly occupy the hoards, 
once the home of the largest ballet troupe of the world, are reserve | 
men, and members of that constitutional force, “ the bold Militia.” 
Hiese fine fellows must delight the descendants of the Brook Green 
Volunteer, whose traditional training-ground, it will be remem- 
bered, was in the neighbourhood. For the rest, there is every 
pospect that the present excellent entertainment will draw crowded 
houses twice daily to Olympia far into the glad New Year, and 
I possibly into those years to come in the approaching century. 
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To the President of the Royal 
Academy of Arts,] 

Mt Lobd,— O n this auspi- 
cious Occasion I have the 
honour to cffer my Congratu- 
lations. My Friend, Dr. 

I Samuel Johnson, of whose 
Literary ^ Attainments vou 
have been informed by his Bio- 
grapher, Mr. Boswell, would 
doubtless join me in my 
Felicitations to your Lordship, 
my successor, if he were not at 
present somewhat disturbed in 
mmd by the Contemplation of 
the melancholy fact that his 
Dictionary is npidly becom- 
ing obsolete. He passes many 
hours in lonelv^ Meditation, 
murmuring to himself words 
of some barbarous Jargon, such 
as“bihe,» “slumo,” “jingo,” 
and the like. This circum- 
stance is the more to be 
regretted, since he has com- 
mended several of your 
Addresses, written in Lan- 
guage eyen more classic, more 
stately, and, perhaps, more 
beautiful than his own, and 


CONGEATTTLATIONS’FROM THE ELYSIAM FIELDS. 








Mr. Gomsmuh and Mr. •' M 

have the honour to be. Your ^ 

Lordship’s most obedient, 

humble servant, tt - 

JoSHITA EeTNOLDS. ( > -r . 

Hiohwellbobn Babon, — - — 

At this, at the highests, joyish The first P.B. A (Sir Joshua Reynolds) pays his respects to Lord Leighton, P.R A. 

Day send I my friendlyest Happlnesswiehes. In the sixteenth Tear | le Baron, all my felicitations, and the 
hundred lived I to London, as Henet the Eighth King was, and so I sentiments. 



learned I the english Spe^h 
Now see we a german Kaiser 
who himfelf to paint endea- 
vours. But what endeavours 
he not to do ? Thunder- 
weather, all things I If he 
only like yon to paint conldl 

I have the honour yet again 
to congratulate you. High- 
wellborn Baron. 

Hans Holbein. 

Illustetssimo Signoe 
Baeone,— Not I have much 
studied the her language, but 
me permit to cfPer thousand 
happy auguries to Her, the 
first english painter who has 
become Baron. 

I have the honour to say 
myself, of Your Excellency, 
the humblest and devote dest 
servant, 

Haffaello Sanzio. 

Monseeue le Baeon, — I 
come to make to you my 
felicitations the most warm aT 
the occasion of the Day of the 
year, the day when you have 
received a gift -une Hrennt^ 
—of tbe most charmings, thf- 
title which you merit so well 
Since long time you have 
painted, as me, the nymrhs 
and the shepherds, but Ih^ 
yours are those of tbe oid 
Greece, and the mine ar^ 
those of the court of the 
Great Monarch. But we have 
the same tastes and, if I may 
venture to say it, the same 
talent. 

I beg you to agree, Monsieur 
5 assurance of my distinguished 
Aktoine ‘W'atteau, 


THEN AND NOW.— A Tebpsichobean Conteast. 

[The Countess of Ancastbe deplores the bad manners of the dancing 
people of to-day.] 

Old Style, I New Style. 


Gentleman. May I have the 
exquisite delight of being your 
ladyship’s humble cavalier in the 
coming oonntry dance ? 

Lady, Oh, Sir, yon are vastly 
polite, and I am overwhelmed by 
your request ! 

Gent, Do I then make too bold ? 
Lady, Oh, Sir, I would not have 
you misconstrue my words I 
Gent, May 1 then reckon upon 
yonr treading the measure with 
your devoted servant ? 

Lady, I may not say you nay, 
Sir. iCurtseys, 

Gent Madam, you are too oon- 
de*>cerdi ’g. I will not fail to 
claim your hand. 

{Retires with courteous humility. 


Gentleman, Ah, Lady Flo- 
BENCB, got an entry left, or is 
yonr book full? 

Lady {looking at card). Well — 
here ’s a quadrille runniug loose. 

Gent, Oh, hang quadrilles! 
T ’m not out for walking exercise. 
Not on the square, twiggey vous ? 

Lady {laughing). You funuy 
old cripple I Here ’s a polka I ’m 
not sure about. 

Gent, A polka That’s my 
form 1 We ’ll fire right into the 
brown of ’em, and have a glass of 
the hoy afterwards, eh ? 

Lady, It ’s a bet. 

Gent, Done. So long. 

{Strolls off, humming a music- 
hall air. 


SOMETHING FOB HIM TO DO. 

At this time of excitement, Mr, Punch drinks tbe new Laureate’s 
health, and calls nwn him for a song, impromptu^ appropriate, and 
to be sung immediately. Anything patriotic he may have handy 
will do. The moment is critical, which is more than his enthusiastio 
audience will he, if he only pitches it in the right key. But Lord 
Salisbuet, who has made the piper, has a right to call the tone. By 
the way, according to a note in The Westminster, the new Laureate 
is entitled to receive, all in a lump, the salary due for the three past 
years dxniug whicb time the office has been vacant. So the first thing 
Aifbed, monarch of minor poets, will have to do is, not to sing, bat 


to “ draw.” Hooray 1 for Salisbuet and Salary! duite a Sunday- 
best-and-Top-Hat-ford Day I Tune up! Twang the lyre I What 
rhymes to “Pretoria” if not “Victoria” ? But rather less easy to 
get something neat to rhyme with “Venezuela,” eh? Still, within 
the reach of practical poetry and the petit maiire, 

A CASE IN COUET EEHEAED. 

All Abroad finds itself “quite at home” at the Court Theatre. 
Mr. Willie Edouin very funny, with hU singing and dancing, and 
with his phonographic business. Miss Mat Edouin is a charming 
ingenue, delighting the jury of the Court 
with a very pretty song, “Ymto Sweet Little A, 

Love Rirds,’’^ Rile ira loin, Mr. Suglen 

appears as a witness to “ character ” : i&'f 

capital. Mr. Feed Kate is as eccentric as tp' 

ever, and Mr. David James acting, dancing, ^ 

and singing, follows in the footsteps of his 

father, PspeciaUy in the dancing. Miss 

Gracb Palotta makes a hit with the song '■ 

<f ** The Business GirV^ Altogether the 
amusing evening's entertainment has not 
suffered in its transit across London fn m 
the Criterion— where it gained a favourable 
verdict at the bar of public opinion — to the 
Court, where, it having been already “part 
heard,” it is being tried over again, until .. 
further notice, before new judges and ^ 




juries, who have to pronounce upon several , 
new songs, of which not a few are encored, ^ 
and before whom is brought a mass of new evidence not produced at 
Ihe previous trial. The verdict ought to be Success; and, at all 
events, the members of Miss Cisst Gbaham’s Company at Manager 
i Ceudleigh's theatre “ have the Court with them.” 

Motto, at fbesent, foe South Afbican Difficultt.— “ 

I ‘ Chamberlain^ sedet air a curaP 


TOL. CT. 


c 
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NEW TEAE’S DAT 

(On Parnassus ] — 

Ob, the Apotheosis of Alfred the Little. 

Alfred the Little tunes up on his new Official Harp to an old air of 
Alfred the Great's : — 

You must take and call me Laureate, Poet Laureate, brethren dear. 
For to-morrow I ’ll be the happiest bard of all this glad liTew Year ; 
My glad Muse chimes, not “vapid rhymes,” but the maddest, 
merriest lay. 

For I am Oueen’s Poet to-day, brethren, I am Court Minstrel 
to-day 1 

There |s many a gushing muse, men say, but none can gush like 
mine ; 

There ’s Arnold and there ’a Morris, both can lip the laureate line; 
But none so well as little Alfred in all the land, thev say. 

So I ’m to be Poet Laureate, brethren, all upon Sew Year’s Day I 

I’ll now sleep sound o’ nights, from dreadful dreams no more I’ll 
wake, 

That AtOERNON or Wllltam they will Poet Laureate make. 

But I must gather flowery tropes and flatteries fine and gay. 

For I ’m Alfred the Great’s successor, brethren, dating from New 
Year’s Day I I 

As 1 came down the street called Fleet, whom think ye I should see, 
But Edwin, bland and Japanesque, bard of the Dai'Zy T. ? 

He thought his chance was good, brethren, lord of the Orient lay. 

But I’ve whipped him on New Year’s Day, brethren, done him on i 
New Year’s Day. j 

He looked pale as a ghost, brethren, exceeding weird and white. 

For the singer of “ The Season ” now had dimmed his Asian Light. 
They say I ’m a Party pick, brethren, but I care not what they say. 
For I ’m crowned upon New Year’s Day, brethren, laurelled on New 
Year’s Day I 

They say that limpid Lewis is as mad as mad can be ; 

They say young Eric is making moan— what is that to me ? 


There’s many a better bard than I, or so sour critics say, 

But little Alfred has taken the cake, all upon New Year’s Day. 

Little Alfred has licked them all, as shall right soon be seen. 

The loyallest lyrist of all the lot to his Country and his dueen. 

I ’ve out-sonnetted Willy Watson in my Tory^atriot way, 

So I ’ve passed dear Will up the “ Sacred Hill,” all upon New 
Year’s Day I 

For Willy, with wild and whirling words, had pitched into the 
Powers, 

And invoked the name of the old recluse who at Harwarden groins 
and glowers ; 

For he ’s got a bee in his bonnet about the woes of Ar-me-ni-a ; 

So I look down on him from Parnassian peaks, all upon New Year’s 
Day I 

Yes, I am “ Fortunatus,” brethren, and “England’s Darling”! 
Hum! 

This harp is big, and wide in stretch, and ne^^ds long arms to thrum. 
But if I stand a-tiptoe I shall manage it, I dare pay. 

And I’m Poet Laureate, anyhow, all upon New Year’s Day I 

I wonder now if Alfred the Great— and gruff— with joy would 
thrill 

If he saw me twanging the Laureate lyre on the Parnassian Hill ? 

He once was a leetle mde to me when on him I had said my say, 
like Lytton to him ; but JT’m Laureate now, aU upon New Year’s 
Day I 

So yon must take and call me Laureate, Poet Laureate, brethren 
dear. 

And I’m sure that Edwin, and Lewis, and William will wish me 
a Happy New Yt ar. 

“ My Satire and its Censors ” have not stood in my upward wav ; 
“Ambition ended” I’m Laureate — at last— 'upon New Year’s 
Day!!! 

As IT SHOULD BE, — The Foreign Committee of the American 
House of Representatives having reported in favour of Mr. Bayard, 
he is now, lite his prototype, sans reproche as well as sans peur» 
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elderly gentlemen, appeared, they were all exclusively masoulme in 
JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGo. gender, and there was nothinsr done but to converse by twos and 

^ ^ ^ , threes. When the third portion opened with a long-desiderated 

(By Baboo Httbry Bungsho Jabbekjeb, B.A.) peep of petticoats, I told my neighbour confidently that now at last 

II, we were to see this dancing girl and the abduction : but she replied 

« . ^ 71 ^ T TT - » ’ iai iir thatit was not so, for these females were merely the mother of the 

Someaccountof Mr, JaUerjeeh experiences at the Weumtmter Flay, another of the youths and her attendant ayah. And even 

Being forearmed by editorial beneficence with ticket of admission this precious pair, after weeping and wringing their hands for a 
fo theatrical entertainment by adolescent students at Westminster while, vanished, not to appear again. * _ 

College, I presented myself on the scene of acting in a state of ISTow as the entertainment proceeded, I fell into the dumps with 
liveliest and frolicsome anticipation on a certain Wednesday evening increasing abashment and mortification to see everyone around me, 
in the month of December last, about 7,20 p.m. ay, even the women and the tenderest juveniles I clap the hands and 

At the summit of the stairs I was received by a posse of polite and laugh in their sleeves with merriment at ouirks and gleeks in which 
stalwart striplings in white kids, who, after abstracting large —in spite of all my classical proficiency— I could not discover lemot 
circxilar orifice from my credentials, ordered me to ascend to a lofty pour rire or crack so much as the cream of a jest, but must sit there 
gallery, where, on arriving, I found every chair pre-occupied, and melancholy as a gib cat or smile at the wrong end of the mouth, 

moreover was restricted to a prospect of the hacks of numerous For, indeed, I began to fear that I had been fobbed off with the 

j uvenile heads, while expected to remain the livelong evening on the smattered education of a painted sepulchre, that I should fail so 
tiptoe of expectation and Shank’s mare ! .... dolorously to comprehend what was plain as a turnpike-staff to the 

This for a while I endured submissively from native timidity and veriest British babe and suckling 1 
retirement, until my bosom boiled over at the However, on observing more closely, I dia- 

sense of JRomanus sum,” and, de- covered that most of the grown-up adults 

seen ding to the harrier, I harangued the present had hooks containing the translation 

wicket-keeper with great length and fervid witticisms, which they secretly 

eloquence, informing him that I was graduate m perused, and that the f eminality were also 

of high-class ISTative University after passing ^ provided with pink leaflets on which the dwk 

most tedious and difficult exams with fugitive ^ outline of the plot was perspicuously in- 
colours, and that it was injurious and dele- % ^1^/ jj/Pi scribed. Moreover, on casting my eyes up to 

terious to my “ mens sana in corpore sann ” ijf.imy 'mUBmim the gallery, I perceived that there were over- 

to remain on legs for some hours beholding there armed with long canes, and that 

what I practically found to be invisible. JL small youths did not indulge in plauda- 

But, though he turned an indulgent ear to y i . tions and hilarity except when threatened by 

my quandary, he professed his inability tn these. 

help me ever my '‘"pons asinorum” i^til I And thereupon I took heart, seeing^ that 

ventured to play the ticklish card and inform the proceedings were clearly veiled in an 

him that I was a distinguished representa- obsolete and cryptic language, and it was 

tive^ of Hon’ble Punch, who was paternally simply matter of rite and custom to applaud 

anxious for me to he awarded a seat on the at fixed intervals, so I did at Rome as the 

la-P luxury. Romans did, and was laughter holding both 

Then he unbended,^ and admitted me to the jjWMmIgiMM his sides as often as I beheld the canes in a 

body of the auditorium, where I was con- iflmljiilli/ li loiflmilmMlsj 1 state of agitation* 

ducted to a coign of vantage in near proximity I am not unaware that it is to bring a coal 

to members of the fair sex and galaxy of from Newcastle to pronounce any critical 

beauty, opinion noon the luaibrious Qualities of so 


peep of petticoats, I told my neighbour confidently that now at last 
we were to see this dancing girl and the abduction : but she replied 
that it was not so, for these females were merely the mother of the 


Thus, hy dint of nude gumption, I was in 
the bed of clover and seventh heaven, and 
more so when, on inquiry from a bystander, 
I understood that the performance was taken 
from Mr. Tebbiss’s Adelphi Theatre, which 
I had heard was conspicuous for excellence 
in fierce cemhats, blood-curdling duels, and 
scenes in court. And I narrated to him how 
I too, when a callow and nnfiedged hobhardy- 
hoy, had engaged m theatrical entertain- 
ments, and played such parts in native 
dramas as heroic giant-killers and tiger 
slayers, in which I was an "aufait” and 
'‘^facile princeps” also in select scenes from 
Shaxspeabe’s play of Macleth in English 
and being correctly attired as a Scotch, 

But presently I discovered that the play 
was qmte another sort of Adelphi, being a 



“ A golden-headed umbrella, fresh as a rose,” 


However, on observing more closely, I dis- 
covered that most of the grown-up adults 
present had hooks containing the translation 
of all the witticisms, which they secretly 
perused, and that the feminality were also 
provided with pink leaflets on which the dark 
outline of the plot was perspicuously in- 
scribed. Moreover, on casting my eyes np to 
the gallery, I perceived that there were over- 
seers there armed with long canes, and that 
the small youths did not indulge in plauda- 
tions and hilarity except when threatened hy 
these. 

And thereupon I took hfart, seeing^ that 
the proceedings were clearly veiled in an 
obsolete and cryptic language, and it was 
simply matter of rite and custom to applaud 
at fixed intervals, so I did at Rome as the 
Romans did, and was laughter holding both 
his sides as often as I beheld the canes in a 
state of agitation. 

I am not unaware that it is to bring a coal 
from Newcastle to pronounce any critical 
opinion upon the Inaibrions qualities of so 
antiquated a comedy as this, hut, while I am 
wishful to make every allowance for its 
having been composed in a period of pre- 
historic barbarity, I would still hazard the 
criticism that it does not excite the simpering 
guffaw with the frequency of such modern 
standard works as, exempli gratia. Miss 
Brown, or The Aunt of Charley, to either 
of which I would award the palm for pure 
whimsicality and gawkiness. 

Candour compels me to admit, however, 
that the conclusion of the Adelphi, in which 
a certain magician summoned a black-robed, 
steeple-hatted demon from the nether world, 
who, after commanding a minion to give a 
pickle- hack to sundry grotesque personages, 
did castigate their ulterior portions severely 
with a large switch, was a striking ameliora- 


and fthfEpniSt T lifiafoncii Euouia nnu It mcompreneneiole genuine humour; though I could not hut reflect — “ 0, si sic \ 

out^ x~,-” sad lament that he shoiild have hidden Ha ' 

ac^d Mri^t “‘der the etifime disguise of a servUfte. 

e^y EomaTi and Latin tonvnea aeqnamtanee with tte I w a beggar at describing the hnrly-bnrly and most admired 

teroreter of disorder amidst which I performed the descent of the staircase in a 


sentation of the Roman Acronolia ^ national cowardice, while the seething moh clamoured 

solilcqnising lengthily to himseS^ and elderly man jmd contended for overcoats and hats around very exiguous aper- 

logomaehy with anoSier grevb€ard--ftl+WoY^^”^,f^ + ture, through which bewildered custodians handed out bundleB of 

colloquial Ss and phr^i^^^^^^ umbreUas, in vain hope to appease such impatience. Nor 

i assiduously teanslated f 


reason whv thev ouuwca m learamg xne tne labours of Hercules for the golden fleece I . 

when the lady informed me lerself that i?TO8 minded at first to address a sharp remonstrance 

had carried k a nantch-ghl beloS rthe S and daim f or inde^ty tp some pundit in authority ; but peroeiv- 

caused me to marvel greatly at her erudition ^ s®*** which mg that hy such ffshmg in troubled waters I was the gainer of a 

I locked that, in the next portion of the nerfoTiYift-nA® T g’olden-headed umbrella, fresh as a rose, I decided to accept the 

hame^Sv remained sotfo voce and ' 

. «md though oflier charaetera, in addition to the Mm Punch’s Anvicis lo Ladies nr Zjiap TEAm-Look before. 
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Third Feer, We have come, my dear coUeagtie, to say that we 
shall be most pleased to help in the work. Peers’ GdleryJ Splendid 
notion ! 

Ulus, Faint What are to be the backgrounds P ■ a* - ' 

Fourth Feer. Well, we have consulted together, f’and have 
thought of a novelty. As we attend the sittings, on the average, 
about once in five years, we fancied that perhaps if you placed 
us in the House itself it would be original and striking. 

plus, Famt {after consideration). Yes. And then some of you 
might be in robes; presumably, you know, having put in an 
appearance on some State occasion. 

Fifth Feer, Pirst rate I What a clever fellow you are I 

IUu8, Faint {shotoing them out). Thank you very much. And 

nqwlthiiik I may Twenty-first Peer) Ah, my dear 

friend ! Delighted to see you, as your crealion chimes in with the 
date of my own. H it many years’ difference between, them. Tour 

background, I suppose, should be the manufactory 

Twenty-fr&t Feer {interrupting), Not at all I That kind of thing 
would be distinctly misleading. Of course I don’t like to dictate, but 
as you have been so kind as to ask for a suggestion, I would prepose 
that you should paint me looking at one of my ancestors assisting to 
win the Battle ot Hastings. You must know that, without bothering 
at the Heralds’ College, I have every reason to believe that one Sir 

SaiTTHB DE BbOWNE BE ROBYNTSO^TNE Was 

Illust Faint Q^uite so I I will turn it over in my mind. 

Twenty -first Feer, And (if I might venture upon a hint), if you 
conld make Sir Smythe de Beowise db Robtnsowbe a hit Hke me, I 
shonld be more than delighted. You know a family likeness may he 
traced for generations, and dear old Sir Smythb be Bbowme be 
Robthsonue was 

Illu&t Faint, Yes, yes, I know all about that. 

Twenty-first Feer, I am more than grateful. Not that I care about 

it myself, but my wife You know ladies are different from men. 

Illust Faint {drily). No doubt. [Courteously shows Twi-uty- first 
Peer the door,) And now to get upon safer ground than the Battle 
of Hastings and those who took part in it. 

[Scene closes in upon the lUustrions Painter returning to Ms 
sketch of a classical subject-- an idea from the Greek, 


THE PEEKS IN THE BACKGKOUND. 

{A Dramatic Fragment ^ improlalle cmd all but impossible,) 

BcEFS^Studio of Illustrious Painter. The easel is occupied by a 
sketch of a classical subject— an idea from the Greek, 

Illustrious Fainter {consulting watch). Dear me I The time for 
the first arrival. Not a bad notion of mine to paint the portraits of 
my colleagues for one of the corridors. It may take some lime, but 
when the work is done— well— it will, at any rate, not shiink from 
comparison with the Diploma Gallery. (Knock,) Come in. (Enter 
First Feer,) Ah, my dear Yiscount, glad to see you. | 

First Feer (returning salutation heartily). Thank you, so much. 
And now, as I have a great deal to do in Pall Mall, I am afraid 1 
shall not be able to give you much time for a sitting. 

Ulus, Faint I don’t want you to sit at all. I propose roughing 
in the background to-day. What would you like for yours ? Battle, 
I suppose ? 

First Feer, You are most kind. But if I might suggest, that is 
scarcely my specialiti. Of course,^ I have seen a fair amount of 
service, and all that sort of thing vmlbe represented by my medals. 
But my real line is literature. I wo^d propose that I should he 
taken in my library, putting the finishing touches to the proofs of the 
Soldier's Focket Book, And now, my dear Lord, I must he off, as I 
have to see to all our little affairs — existent and pending— in Africa 
and America. But first of all I have to overhaul the working of the 
Ifiiington Military Tournament. ^ ^ [Exit 

Ulus, Faint, (making an entry in his Note-book), As a bookman I 
well, he is the author of his own fortunes. (Enter Second Peer.) 
Bon jour^ my dear Chancellor. I do not think we ought to have 
much trouble about your background. If you are painted in front 
of the robing-room 

Second Feer (promptly), I shall be disgusted. I am prouder of 
my swordsmani^p than anything else. So make me lunging (not 
lunohiifg) — ^hal ha I excuse the plaisanterie—vi a School of Arms, 
and I sluul be more than satisfied* 

[Exit^ as batch of Feer s — numbers up to enter. 


EOSEBEKT^S EESERYE. 

(See his late two Letters,) 

To you, dear friends, I am much beholden, 

( Why can't you let me alone,^ though f) 

Speech is silver if silence is golden. 

(The latter must be my own, though,) 

I’m bursting, but I must not speak I 
{^Except to say that I must not) 

The Sultan ’s wicked, the Powers are weak 1 
(Do you want me to say so ? I trust not) 

I ’m haunted by the ArmeEiau news, 

I have no trust iu Solly. 

(To SAY so in public, I must refuse, 

I am quite above such folly, ) 

That ius^ulting Sultan makes England his mock ; 

He was always given to that form 1 
(But I greatly fear I should greatly shock 
If I told you so —from a platform ! ) 

I, of course, can write what I cannot say, 

(And you can publish the letter,) 

But I must be silent ! ( YovHl find some way 
To voice your Mute, which were better J) 

I rage, I bum, and the wrath I feel 
My letters no doubt discover I 
I mustn ’t speak to the Man at the Wheel 1 
(But I hope you'll — chuck him over J) 


Mabtellotjs anb Subben Cube I— Mr. Ch-mb-bl-n was unwell. 
He took a dose of “ JRhodesia,” Salutary effect instantaneous I It 
is not improbable, however, that this treatment wiU have to be 
continued. 

Olb Eblenbs. — It is said that in event of war between England 
and Yenezuela, 100,000 Brazilians will join the latter country. Of 
course, for have not Brazil nuts always been associated with Caracas ? 

Authob I Attthob!— M r. Hall Caine has brought back a draft 
Act on Canadian Copyright. An open cheque on Canadian publishers 
would have been more acceptable to BritL&n authors. 

A Lonckybxeb CluESTioN settled.— In view of Lord Salisbuby’s 
appointment as Lord Warden, Walmer will of course become de 
facto Premier Port. The other towns may now sink their differences. 
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“IMaS, STIRLING.” 

(The late Lade G-regoryO 

One more star of Stagedom gone ! 
Peerless, bright Peg Wofmgton^ 
Matchless Martha^ perfect Nurse, 
Speaker witty, gnaint, and terse 1 
High Comedy and httmorons grace 
Spo ke in that most speaking face. 
"VvTio forgets those sparkling 
graces 

Oft displayed in Masks and 
Faces f 

Age-nnwithered, and still dear, 
Passing with the passing year, 
She has left the Comic Stage 
Duller both for youth and age. 

PACE FROM EUROPA’S DIARY. 

Sunday,— 'Od]m of the most 
absolute character. Pulpit sub- 
jects of a purely perfunctory 
nature. Expected immediate ap- 
pearance of tne MjEennimn. 

Monday , — Continnation of the 
peace. The silence of harmony 
unbroken. Monarchsof all sorts 
live in Oharity with all men, and, 
in their dreams, exist only in 
Arcadia. 

Tuesday , — Tranquility main- 
tained. Amhaseadora tleep, and 
Parliaments adjourn for want 
of work. Nothing stirring hut 
stagnation. 

Wedn .—Political barome- 
ter at “Set Fair.” A storm 
anywhere impossible. The lion 
has laid down with the lamb. 
The contents bills cf the papers 
have to fall back upon tnoky 
headlines to sell a copy of tiie 
I etiodicals they represent. Public 
consequently sold as well. 

Thursday, — The world fast 
asleep. Dicky birds the only 
disturbers of the ubiquitous peace. 



A HOME TRUTH. 


Friday,— Not a ripple any- 
where. Blue sky on view in 
every land of the universe. Tri- 
umph of the dove and the oHve 
branch. 

Sadden outbreak I 
Row everywhere I National strug- 
gles the order of the day ! Fire 
and the sword take precedence in 
every civilized ana uucivilizad 
community I Expected immediate 
approach of Pandemonium I 

CRY OF THE INCOME-TAX^D. 

[“It ouftlit to be a fundamental 
principle of the next Budget to reduce 
the income-tax by at least a penny.” 
‘-The on ^^The Surplus,*’^ 

That policy were “ penny-wise ” 
Indeed, but not “ pound- 
foolish.” 

Let^s hope that unto our loud 
cries 

Hicxs-Bbach will not prove 
mulish. 

My cry to him is (like the Pie- 
man^ s) 

“ Please give me a penny 1 ” 
May his be not (like Simple 
Simonas), 

“ I have not got any I ” 

Pax. — There is now prospect of 
peace and quiet in one placi, at 
ell events, and that is immedi- 
ately at Osborne and at the Court 
generally, for Dean Faerau has 
“ replaced the Rev. Rowe Jolley 
as Deputy Clerk of the Closet in 
Waiting.” Sj in that locality 
there is temporarily no more to 
be heard of a Jolley Rowe. 


Irate Stepfather, “I can’t think where you learn such man- Quotation Apapied by Me. 
NERS. You don’t see ME SLTDIKG DOWN THE BaLPSTEES AND Ch-MB-BL-N.— “ erP'/*«- 
turning Somersaults in the hallI” toria^ nihil! 


ROU^DABOUT READINGS. 

The Last Shoot or the Season, 

SuBM^TiNG- to the fate of all things bright and fair, the shooting 
reason of 95 ’96 is drawing to an end, lamented by all who love good 
spcTt and big bags. The combination is a common one in these days, 
when even keepers are beginning to understand that those who thoot 
care less for a slaughter of easy birds than for a chance of exercising 
their skill m pulbng doym tall birds from the region of clouds. It 
may safely be ass^ted that all the big bags of pheasants are made by 
guns placed weU back from the coverts where the birds are likely to 
bd high up in the air by ihe time they are shot at. The shooliog is 
made difficult, greater skill is necessary on the part of the shooter, 
and tke bud shot at has a greater chance naturally of saving its lite. 

These woull seem to be self-evident propositions: but I gather 
trom the ingenious ^d accomplished “Rapier’s” notes in the 
January m^ber of the Badminton Magazine, that there are still 

papers of a certain class” m which one may read “sarcastic 
comnients on the making of b’g hags of pheasants. The writers 
manj buds are kUlcd per minute, and after a^rttle 
^ statistics, wind up with a sneer at the ‘sport’— in 
^ ^ time read such comments, hut not 

very Istsly. However, I must take Rapier’s” word for it that 

tWKT rfnTf s^oiently abandoned to make th^, 

though I do not suppose even the most sarcastic of them would refuse 
nv ^ which had been beaten over a distant line of guns 

VOT a hud shot ei^er by a “ hone-scatterer ” at the 

“walker-up” ^thiu 

A zeepeb7s one object is to make the biggest hag he can. If the 
,to him— di avertant-hx^ will 
gaee his guns as near as possible to the edge of the covert so that 
^ey may smash the birds while they are stiU 
This to a true sportsman, even if he is not a shot of the class of Lord 


DB Gbet or Lord Walsingham, is detestable. He would rather 
shoot at, even if he misses, one high bird flying strong, than blow 
ten easy ones to pieces. Therefore in a properly managed shoot the 
gnus are placed well away, although often the keeper looks gloomy, 
and confides to his intimates that he doepn’t see the use of having 
taken “ a peck o’ trouble if they birds aiut to be shot where, as you 
may say, a gun can shoot ’em.” 

But putting all that aside, what a glorious season this has been in 
nearly every part of the country*. From all sides you hear the same 
story of fine, strong, hepty birds, and plenty of them. I do not 
clwm for pheasant-shooting the virtues of an athletic exercise, hut 
it does require in the highest degree coolness, resource, precision and 
self-control— qualities that are not without their value in other and 
more important pursuits. Nor is his endurance to be despised who 
stands and waits in a cool and nipping wind, or in storm of rain such 
as the variations of onr climate often send down upon o*ar heads. 
Then it is, if you wear a mere cloth cap, that you eu'vy the shooter 
wh^e hat has a brim to guard his neck; for first with a casual 
pickle, and then with a steady, relentless flow, the frosty water makes 
its way from the back of your head, down between your neck and 
down, ever down along the channel of your spine. 
Ugh I the mere remembrance is enough to give you the iimuenza. 

And now the time of the last shoot has come or is coming. Once 
mOTe, and for the la^t time, the array of beaters is summoned, 
f hey all are, those stolid,^ autochthonous British labourers, 
much lu expressiou as iu the signs of age; imper- 
turoa Die, slow, and as impervious to thorn-bushes as they are to the 
voice of the keeper when he bids them keep the line, or come up 
l^ter on tte one side or the other. But watch these same beaters 
^ a rabbit appears in their midst, especially after lunch has 
made their mood merry, and you will see a wonderful change. Not 
otherwise does a mmden, shy with the reserve of her first season, 

eilLer a hfl.ll.mrtTin TTAa<4lAeci1-n J.—.. -i a J .1 Jill 


Buy witn me reserved ner nrst season, 
^ Hee^essly her eyes travel round the room, till, 

I on a sudden, lo they light upon young Algernon, the pride of H« 
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Majesty’s Horse Guards Blue; youujf AraESNON, thau whom none 
ties with more skill the hntteifly tie, none with more splendour 
wears the pointed pump, none drops his final g with a more careless 
certainty. She, looking ni)on him and seeing him advancing, feels 
the happy blush mantle her virgin cheeks, ner eyes sparkle, her 
being becomes animated, and with ready favour she grants him the 
desired pleasure of a dance. So a beater having perceived a soft- 
furred rabbit in the underwood, his eyes flash fire, impetuously he 
moves Lis heavy legs now hithf r now thither, loud exclamations 
burst from his lips, his stick flies hurtling through the air, and 
the whole line rends the skies with joyous shouting. But afar off, 
and unharmed, the timorous rabbit seeks refuge, threading with 
swift feet the tracts that lie behind the beaters. 


TEEPSICHORE TO DATE. 


All hens, of course, are to be spared during the last shoot. And 
it is aggravatinir to notice that the hen, ignorant of the edict that 
saves her life, rises with just as great a fluster as if she was to he 
shot at. Ard towards evening as ihe shadows fall, and distinction 
becomes difScnlt, the poor hen does often get shot and pays the 
penalty of her rashness. But hark! what shout is that? “Wood- 
cock forward, woodcock to the right, woodcock to the left, Mark, 
mark,” Every voice in the covert and out of it seems to take np the 
cry. Are there a hundred woodcocks in the air. An electric shock 
seems to go through every shooter. Bang, hang, there he is : bang, 
bang, mark to the left ; bang, bang, forwards, backwards, sideways, 
everywhere gnns are going off, while the woodcock zig-zags through the 
trees and out into the open till he falls a victim to the youngest of the 
party, whose hat henceforth wears the trophy of the bird's feathers. 


And so good-bye to the great season and to all its memories of 
Biwrt and good fellowship and happy days. The 1st of February 
will see its departure, but I bid it farewell to-day. 


(The *' Sitting Waltz ” is stated to be the latest Amerioan novelty.) 

The Vake d Siege is an interesting development, which has been 
recently introduced for the benefit of engaged ouples, flirts, 
hussars, gentlemen with wooden legs, sufferers from “housemaid’s 
knee,” and other persons who are averse to dancing exercise. 

Ho floor to speak of is required, as it is only used in extreme cases 
for sitting on, when the stairs, window-sills , d deux^ and 
banisters are all occupied. Even then it is considered somewhat 
vulgar, and suggestive of hnnt-the-slipper. It is better, if every 
available seat is taken, to stand the waltz out. 

Yery little preliminary training is necessarv. thoupfh possibly a 
visit to Hampstead Heath on a flue Bank Holiday might supply a 
few useful hints on deportment. 

The movements are quite simple. The partners engage them- 
selves in the ordinary way. The gentleman then conducts the lady 
to a suitable seat. This, of course, should accommodate two, and 
two only, and need not be aggressively public. In fact, if the ball- 
room is all conservatory, so much the better. He next passes Ms 
right arm round Ms partner’s waist, and clasps her right hand with 
Ms left. Her left hand rests fondly on his shoulder, and they are 
now ready to keep time with the music. 

At the first beat the lady puts out her left foot with a dainty and 
coquettish but almost imperceptible glissade^ and the gentleman ever 
so slightly touches it with Ms own. 

Second heat. The lady turns her head towards her partner, the 
gentleman simultaneously gazes yearningly into her left eye. 

Third beat. Balance%^ and set to corners. The couple thus 
chassent in the same direction without leaving their seat, swaying 
gently backwards and forwards in three-quarter time. 

The decorations should consist largely of mistletoe and kissiag 


Companion to “The late Mb. Castello.”— The Early M. 
Chateau. 


comfits (whatever they may he). 

And, lastly, the new waltz is as old as the hills, and was danced 
before ball-rooms or Terpsichore were heard of. 
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HERE WE ARE AGAIN!” 


An elegant show I a splendid spectacle I a graceftil grouping I 
Fun, Fancy, and Frolic I Such is the sninmary of the Annual 
Pantottime provided for us all, young and old, by Master Deu- 
EIOLA.NTTS, semper mrene nunquam viridis, Grand Master of 
Christmas Revels and Popular Pantomime. With him attendant 
sprites Cecil Raleigh and Aetetjr Stitrgess, with stage-manager 
Collins, and J. M. 

Glovee, Master of the 
Music to Detjbiolanus 
Impeeatoe, Just take 
the programme and read 
the names of all the 
Pucks and Pixies obey- 
ing the magician’s word. 

Six artistic elves do the 
scenery, who, together 
with the two principal 
costumiers, might be sung 
in two hexameter lines by 
the new Poet Laureate, 
if inclined that way.* 

But there are nine more 
names to this depart- 
ment, and three are 
responsible for the 
“shoes,” including the 
glass slippers of Cin- 
derella, of which the 
maker is not specially 
named. There is an 
Assistant Stage Manager, 
and, by Claekson! 
there are wigs I I But 
sufdce it some hf tv names 
appear as the officers of 
the Pantomime Army, 
marching and dancing 
(with Johnnie D'Aitb in) 
to victory. ^ Charming 
ballets; quite Original; which you mightn’t expect from a maUre 
^ ballet whose name is “ Coppi.” Beginners in the art of haUet- 
teaching will do well to copy Coppi, Two of the comic songs are 
oapitd; toth sang by B^BEi CAMPBBri; the first, “ You know 
love it toouidn t be true ” (or a catch line like it), being exceptionally 
good. 

The Gbieeiths Brothers in their wrestling match are immense. 
So earnest I so serious ! so irresistibly oomio I Of course, Dan Leno, 

* EarTcSr Bruce SmUJi Gan^y Kautsly SchyBlt^ drC Bilan, 

BressBs hi) Mons. Atlas Had cSstumlBr Mlsth' GUmBlli. 


inimitable as an elderly matronly shrew, facile princeps as Cinder- 
ella's step-mother, and supremely ridiculous. Hkebeet Campbell 
seconds him excellently : upon these two, with the Brothers Grifeiths 
and Mr. Lionel Rignold (ordinarily a hook-nosed Hebrew villian in 
a melodrama, bat now a comic Irish tutor with tiptilted nose, which 
just makes the difference), rests the fun of the pantomime; and 

“ rests ” is not the word, 
for the fun is always kept 
movine. 

Really splendid is Miss 
Alexandra Dagmae, 
who as JDandini, the 
Prince’s valet, tops her 
royal master, Prince Ada 
Blanche, considerably, 
and is much more of a 
Royal Highness, by her 
Rojal Tallness, than is 
the little prince. Surely 
Alexandra ought to 
have been where Ada is, 
and the prince should 
have been the valet, as 
“ Ada and abettor.’ 
However, let ns take the 
caste as it is, and he 
thankful. Petite et petiU 
lante dCesprit is the 
representative of the 
French Ambassador, 
Mias Maeqtjerite Coe- 
NiLLE. Isa Bowman is 
an interesting Cinder- 
ella, [of whom the 
authors have not “made 
half enough.” Poor 
Cinderella is just a bit 
out of it * as, by the way, 
, she was m her kitchen. 

The show begins at?7.30, and is over about 11.30. The music is 
graceful throughout, and Conductor Glover takes wonderful physi- 
® exercise ia directing the orchestra ; arms, hands, head, and all 
that IS msihle^ of him give practical illustration of the theory of 
perpetual motion. As much as he makes in money during his 
engagement, he must lose iu weight. It is all good, and there are 
very few topical aUusions. and not many political ones, thank good- 
ness I as a Pantomime ought not to have anv thing of “ party” about 
it, always excepting “ Christmas party,” of which seasonable mate- 
iiol there is in this a plentiful supply. So success to the Seventeenth 
Annual . Fvoreat Druriolanus Mimus Imperator I 



EYERT ONE’S GOOD HEALTH! 

As the_ festive bmsoh draws to a close, when the plum of the 
puddmg IS heard of no more, when the mincs-pie lingers only in 
the memo^, whra the bear’s head ceases to adorn the buffet in 
castle hall, when the chemist has done his best and the doctor 
Ms departed, when elderly maidens begin to regret lost oppor- 
tunities afforded by now vamshed mistletoe bcugbs, and wbenVby 
the disappearance of the sprigs of holly, the schoolboy is reminded 
of the rapid approaob of the blossoms of the birch tree, then is the 
hour when the .I^idly Baron solemnly bethir.keth him that some 
ohange^ of ^ will be henefimal to his state of health. Opportunely 
he wceiveth a copy of Fortnightly Femew for January, whereii 

it« Curative 

kmdly regard. Of South Africa and its 
gold wotteth he somewhat : it needs no Babsaio to tell him this. Of 
tte ohmate he hath heard, but as to its “curative influence” he 
^ whatever. At a glance, and with half 

fact that consumption” is to be grappled 
mth m South Afiioa and its baneful efieots neutralieed. The 
SoBsoirnrs Eoosn, whose signatnre is to 
mtMestmg article, shows “ how,” * when,” and 
whew togo m search of recuperating the vital forces at Frarpr- 
^00 ’tJ pJorth), and Eimherley, ranging from 

Mr, places, alas, as far aboVe the ordinal 
meana of the orinaty patient as they are above the level of the sea 

tawed ^ tte PS'tiwt who would mth pleasure aaoend these 4500 

obtains the waynand the means, how 
CekotReodes ? Won’t the climate, just now^ 


STOPPED. 

The other day, when I was down in the country, I suffered from 
severe twthache, I decided to come up to town the next morning, 
see a frirad of mine, a famous dentist, and get hack by the 3.30 
express after lunch at my club* He is a capital fellow, as kind as he 
IS clever, and he touches one’s aching jaw with a hand as gentle as a 
womans. So, rather than consult a stranger in the country, I 
revived on a three hours’ journey to town, to see my friend. 

Having some other business .to do, I started early, breakfasting 
very lightiy and hastily at 7.30, and catching the 8.23 train after a 
tt® teen, bracing air. My hnsiness delayed me a 
mUe; my Iriend delayed me more. He is so much occupied. 
When at last he was able to see me and had stopped my tooth, it was 
past two, and I was very hungry. “ Come with me,” I said, when 
ne had taken out of my mouth his hands, his instruments, and other 
impediments to conversation, “and have lunch at the club. I’m 
ravenous.” 

All right,” he said. “I’ve half an hour; I’ll come. Open 
your^uth once more. Wider, pleas 3 . Yes, I’m rather hungry, 
too. Had my breakfast very early, and very little of it. But you 
^stn’t eat anything, you know.” I almost bit his hand off iu my 
shout -Wliat? ’ with mv mouth filled with a napkin, 
dentist’s mirror, &g. “No,” he said, “ you mustn’t bite anything 
you’ll spoil all the stopping. You may 
have a little soup.” ^ When we got to the club I had a little soup. 

I liad indignantly waved 
® toom-mcks handed to me by the waiter, there was only j nst 
^*^9 express, which doesn’t stop anywhere, and 
o-oesn t carry any provisions. 

A must he very uncomfortable, but to have plenty, 
and to starve, so to speak, m the midst of them, is infinitely worse. 
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this question of my joint (or several) appointment should be severely 
taken up by London Press as matter of simple justice to India, This 
is without pre judice to the already appointed Laureate as a swan 
and singing bird of the first water. All I desire is that the Public 
should know of another— and, perchance, even rarer— avis, who is 
nigroque similUma cygno, and could be obtained dog cheap for a 
mere song or a drug in the market-place, if only there is made a 
National Appeal to the Sovereign that he should be promoted to such 
a sinecure cere perennius^ 

As a specimen of the authenticity of my divine fiatulenoe, please 
find inclosed herewith copy of complimentary verses, written by 
myself on hearing of Poet Austin’s selection. Indulgence is kin^y 
requested for very hasty composition, and circumstance of being 
greatly harrowed and impeded at time of writing by an excruciating 
full-sized boil on iback of neck, infuriated by coUar of shirt, ponl- 


ticings, and so forth. 


CONGEATUXATORY Ol)B. 


ALICE IN WONDERLAND. 

*‘Ark you the Oabpbntee?” *‘Yes, Missy,” 

“ Where 's the Walrus, then ? 

JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 

(By Baboo Hurry Bunqsho Jabber jeb, B.A.) 

No. Ill, 

Mr» Jdbherjee gives Ms views concerning the Laureatship, 

Tt is “ selon les regies ” and rerum naturd that the Queen’s Most 
Excellent Majesty, being constitutionally partial to poetry, should 
desire to have constant private supply from respectable tip-top 
genius, to be kept snug on Eoyal premises and ready at momentary 
notice to oblige with song or dirge, according as High Jinks or 
Doloronsness are the Court orders of the day. 

But how far more satisfactory if Eight Hon’ble Marquis Salis- 
bury, instead of arbitrarily decorating some already notorious hard 
with this ^'‘cordon hleu^^ and thus gilding a lily, should throw the 
I office open to competition by public exam, and, after carefully 
weighing such considerations as the appKcant’s res angusta domi. 
the fluency of his imagination, his nationality, and so on— should 
award the itching palm of Pame to the poet who succeeded best in 
tickling his fancy I 

Had some such method been adopted, the whole Indian Empire 
might to-day have been pleased as JPunch by the selection of a 
Hindoo gentleman to do the job- for I should infaUibly have entered 
myself for the running. Unfortunately such unparalleled opportunity 
of throwing soup to Cerberus, and exhibiting colour-blindneBS, has 
been given the slip, though the door is perhaps still open (even at 
past eleven o’clock p.m.) for retracing the false step and web of 
Penelope. 

For I would respectfhllv submit to Her Imperial Majesty that, in 
her duplicate capacity of Queen of England and Empress of India, 
she has urgent necessity for a Court Poet for each department, who 
would he Arcades amlo and two of a trade, and share the duties with 
their proportionate pickings. 

Or, if she would oe unwilling to pay the piper to such a tune, I 
alone would work the oracle in both Indian and Anglo-Saxon 
departments, and waive the annual tub of sherry for equivalent in 
cash down. 

And, if I may make the suggestion, I would strongly advise that 


To RonCbZe Poet'Laureate Alfred Austin, JEsq» 

Hail I you full-blown tulip I 

Oh I when the wheezing zephyr brought glad news 

Of your judicious appointment, no hearts who did peruse, 

Such a long-desiderated slice of good luck were sorry at. 

To a most prolific ^d polaeious Poet-Laureate I 

For no poeta nascitur who is fitter 

To greet Eoyal progeny with melodious twitter. 

Seated on the resplendent cloud of official Elysium, 

Far away, far away from fuliginous busy hum, 

You are now perched with phenomenal velocity 
On vertiginous pinnacle of poetic pomposity I 
Yet deign to cock thy indulgent eye at the petition 
Of one consumed by corresponding ambition. 

And lend the helping hand to Hft, pnlley-hauley. 

To Parnassian Peak this poor perspirinpr Bengali I 
Whose arspoetica (as per sample lyric) 

Is fuEy competent to torn out panegyric. 

What if some time to come, uerhaps not distant, 

Yon were in urgent need of D epnty- Assistant I 
For two Princesses might be confined simultaneously — 

Then, how to homage the pair extemporaneously ? 

Or with Nuptial Ode, lack-a-daisy ! What a fix 
If with Influenza raging like cat on hot bricks ! 

In such a wrong box you will please remember yours truly. 
Who can do the needful satisfactorily and duly, 

Bv an epithalamium (or what not) to inflame your credit] 

With every coronated head that have read it ! j 

And the quid pro quo, magnificent and grand. Sir, 

Would be at the rate of four annas for every stanza. 

Now, thou who scale sidereal paths afar dost. 

Deign from thy brilliant boots to cast the superfluous star-dnst j 
Upon I 

The head of him 

Whose fate depends 

On Thee I 

{Signed) Baboo Hurry Bungsho Jabbebjee. 

The above was forwarded {post-paid} to Hon’ble Austin’s official 
address at Poet’s Corner, Westminster Abbey (opposite the Eoyal 
Aquarium), but— hoity-toity and mirahile dictu ! — no answer has yet 
been vouchsafed to yours truly save the cold shoulder of contemptuous 
inattention ! 

What a pity ! Well-a-day, that we should find such passions of 
envy and jealousy in bosom of a distinguished poet, whose lucubrated 
productions may (for all that is known to the present writer) be no 
great shakes after all, and mere food for powder ! 

The British public is an ardent lover of tbe scintillating jewellery 
of fair ^lay, and so I confidently submit my claims and poetical 
compositions to be arbitrated by the unanimous voice of all who 
nndci stand such articles. 

Let us remember that it is never too late to pull down the fallen idol 
out of the gilded shrine in which it has established itself with the 
egotistical isolation of a dog with the mange I 

“Just like Hymn!” — Sir,— Mr. Stead is sending circulars 
about asking everyone to give him a list of “Hymns that have 
helped him.” Personallv I am not going to be one of the “ Hims 
who will help him (Mr. Stead) J’ and shall not, if asked, mention the 


remembrance of a nnrse and nursery governess, both of whom helped 
me uncommonly well at dinner, spedally about Christmas time. 
They were, however, women eqnally capable of helping themselves. 
Wishing Stead steadier than ever as he grows older, 

I am, yours truly, Avis Senior. 

Concise Precis op tkb Situation in the Transvaal. — The 
result of robbing Pietermaritzburg to pay “ Com Paul.” 


yOL. OA. 
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BRITAjSTiMIA’S SOLILOaUT. 

{On the New Bronze Coinage,) 

Once upon my shield I sat, 

Gripped my “fork” in graceful 
manner; 

l^ow beside that shield I squat, 

Trident held like a stage-banner. 

Then a lighthouse and a ship. 

Flanked me either side “One 
Penny”; 

Now alone my spear I grip, 

And “supporters” have not any ! 

Really, ’tis exceeding funny, — 

But ’tis prove d by efforts recent,— 

Britons, good at making money, 

Cannot make a coin that’s decent. 

Rule Britannia P Rot sophistic ! 

Had I really sway I ’d rule 
No more duffers inartistic 
Withmy coins shouldplay thefool 

KOKOFUZTJI 

[An Ashanti Chief named Koko- 
PUKU is said to have left Coomassir* 
with the submission of KingPBEMBi.] 

He has started on his way, 

Kokopuku ! 

And he ’s bearing peace, they say, . 

Koxopubu ! ^ 

If his tidings really bring • 

The submission of his king, 

Oh, how joyously we ’ll sing L 

Of the fame 
And the name 

Of Kokopuku ! 








SUGGESTED FOE NEW ENGLISH COINAGE 
IBS CERTAIN DESIGNING PERSONS. 


PLEA FOR THE LARK. 

‘ Harz, hark I the lark at Hea- 
ven’s gate sings, 

But will it sing there long ? 

To market Man in thousands 
brings, 

These tiny sons of song. 

Now gourmets eat the moriels 
sweet ; 

They ’re strung upon a string, 
With plumpy crops, at poulterers’ 
i shops, 

\ No more to soar and sing. 

\ A shameful sin I Will none begin 
] To ope the Public eyes? 

1 Let everything that pretty is 
; Against this outrage rise ! 

j Arise I Arise I 

j My Public sweet, arise 1 

/ The kestrel and the sparrow-hawk , 
' GDhe pole-cat and the shrike, 

: Pursue the hiid. But how absurd. 
That Man should do the Bie 1 
0, Shazspeare’s shade ; 0, Shel- 
ley’s sprite. 

Arise and scourge base cits, 
Who ’d rob our sky of minstrelsy, 
To ill their pies and spits I 
Zind Punch forswears the pretty 
dears, 

On toast and eke in pies, 

Let everything that gentle is 
Against this horror rise. 

Arise I Arise ! 

My Public sweet, arise! 
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aXTITE A INEW AND ORIGINAL SUGGESTION AS SUBJECT FOR GOLD 
MEDAL AT R. A. SCHOOLS, 1896 THE FINDING OF MOSES.” 


AT IT AGAIN? 

Swiss authorities complain that Prince 
Stji Gtjoea DargitiJe, of Abyssinia, has been 
kidnapped by Italians from Neufchatel, and 
conveyed on board of a vessel bound for Mas- 
sowah. We understand, under all reserve, 
that the following telegrams have passed 

(1) To President Swiss Pepublic, Berne, 
— Send ships to pursue Italians. Outrage 
indefensible. Have ordered Rhine gunboats 
to Basle in your support. Wilhelm. 

(2) To German JEmperor, Berlin,— Im- 
possible. All our vessels laid up for winter. 
Crews engaged at London restaurants. 

Zemp, President S. R. 

(3) To President ,— crews Can ar- 
range to supply places with my own subjects. 
Make demonstration on Lag-o Maggiore 
while I occupy Teutonic-speaking Lucerne 
and Zurich as security for costs. Mas- 
sowah under my protection. Can sell — cheap 
—stock of obsolete cannon. Wilhelm. 

C4) To Bmperor , — Tour action would 
spoil summer season. Cannot spare Lucerne 
or Zurich. Why not occupy Monte Rosa 
outside our sphere of benevolent neutrality. 
Propose introducing a Bill abolishing Italian 
organs and ices. Zemp, President S. R. 

(5) To President — Amdisgusted. Abolish 

yourself. Wilhelm. 

(6) To Bmperor, — ^Ditto. 

Zemp, President S. R. 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

On Paving Bills. 

I HAVE noticed with deep and gennine regret that in the month of 
December there is always a terrible mortality amongst tradesmen. 
Why this should he so I know not. It is not to be supposed that 
tradesmen are, as a class, weaker or more liahle to deadly iRaess than 
the rest of their fellow-citizens. Many of them I have met in the 
flesh, and they have always struck me as a particularly healthy, 
weU-clad, strong, comfortable, and energetic body of men — not at ^1 
the sort of men whom one wonld expect to be sent to their account 
unhouaeled, disappointed, unannealed, and, above all, no reckoning 
made, by the fogs and chills of December. 

But there is no getting out of it : tradesmen do die with an alarm- 
mg frequency and snddenness as the end of the year approaches. As 
1 there lie before me four communications from Arms with 
whom I have from time to time had dealings which have been, I 
trust, mutu^y profitable. Two of these are trimmed with a delicate 
little mo^Msr border, the other two are without any external aim 
oi woe, but they all tell the same story; *‘Dear says one, 
owiM TO the recent lamented death of Mr, Joshua Tenpbnnt 
disease) we have found ourselves compelled to caR in all 
liabilities due to this firm of which he was a member. We beg with 
compliments to enclose your valued account amounting to £9 lOs. 4d., 
and sball teel honoured by receiving from you a cheque for same at 
your early convenience. Trusting to be favoured with your future 
commands, and assuimg you of our best attention at all times, we beg 
to remain your obedient servants, Tenpennv, Twistek, & Co.” In 
tbe r^M^g three the phraseology and the names, of course, vary, 
but the distressing purport is the same. ^ 

the docmnent I have 
quuted which ataok me as havro* a specially familiar air. I seemed 

memhMs of the some firm had also heea 
search thxoueh my papers plaLcly 

to pay £4 8$, 2d, In December, 1892, Mr. Henht Paekinson Ten- 
internal complications), and the md^- 
S+iij ? t’ ® communicated to me, together with Se 

the firm £5 Os. 3d. Mr. Whuam TiurpENinr, 
influenza proving fatal to him 
m 1893 My ac^t thm stc^, m in the previous 

oirrow at the death of TMi* "BTvn'rv "PAT>TrTwomsr 
me to omit paym^rf wffitt® 
ow<d, and to abstain from further dealings with this death-stricken 


firm during the ensuing year. In December, 1894, there was a break. 
No Tenpennt died ; the Tenpennt plum pudding was not over- 
shadowed by calamity, and the Tenpenny Christmas tree, blazing 
with festal candles, was surrounded by a joyful and united family. 
Another result seems to have been that my account, although, 
doubtless, it was rendered, remained unpaid. Obviously, however, 
this luck was too good to last, and accordingly in December, 1895, as I 
have already said, heart disease struck down Mr. Joshua Tenpenny. 

But this is not all. I was talking the matter over with a friend | 
who also deals with Tenpenist, Twister & Co, He shocked me by i 
the information that the Twisters were just as liable to December 
deaths as the Tenpennys. George, Sydney, Norman, Archibald, 
and Chiles Twister, junior, have all died since December, 1890, 
of a variely of illnesses and accidents, the most tragic incident, per- 
haps, being the fall downstairs which robbed the world of Sidney 
Twister, and the railway collision in Spain which accounted for 
Charles Twister, junior. So close, in any case, is the connection 
between the component elements of this firm that no Tenpenny ever 
applies for a passage in Charon’s ferry unless one of the Twisters 
goes with him to mingle with the lamenting Shades. 

I jMUST confess that, stated as I have stated it here, the business 
begins to wear an ugly and sinister look. I am not at aU satisfied 
that these respectable gentlemen came by their deaths in a natural 
and lawful manner. I am reluctant to say anything which may 
cause offence to a body of men whom I cordially respect, but it 
does seem to me that these regularly recurring deaths, amounting in 
one firm alone to ten since December, 1890, call for a searching 
investigation from the poRce authorities. What if it should he dis- 
covered that there exists, by the custom of the trade, in every branch 
of business a suicide club with a rule compelling a member of a firm 
[ to kiR himself whenever the money owed to the firm exceeds a 
certain amount, and another rule authorising the other members to 
kill him if he fails to commit suicide within a reasonable time ? 

- Mind, 1 do not affirm as a fact that such a club exists. At present I 
have no sufficient evidence, but I must say that natural causes 

[ appear utterly inadequate to explain the dreadful annual mortality i 
■ amongst my unfortunate tradesmen in December. I 

I 

^ exception, there is something dull and prosaic about 

) buls, when you can pay them. Formerly, of course, in one’s under- 

- graduate days for mstance, things were very different. Then the 

- end of every term brought its own special excitement in the shape of 
5 duns, who called in person to demand pay ment of their accounts. 

, One was able to appreciate dimly the f eemigs of the fox when the 
i feathering hounds thread through the covert and push nn - 
a willingly £rom his lair. ^ How arSully he slinks and glides amongst 
r the tiees, across the rides^ until at last he s^s away with uie 
1 yoick of the huntsman rmging in his ears. With equal art could 
i the undergraduate mark the approach of the relentless dun and avoid 
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him. In the end the dnn was usually baffled, and the under- 
graduate went home light of heart and lighter of pocket, leading his 
sitting-room table littered with bills thi& as leaves in Vallombrosa, 


But the day of reckoning, of course, was only deferred. In the 
end a stem but forgiving parent was appealed to, and aU the bills 
were settled. In my time this was called “going a mucker”; 
probably the term is still the same. One man I remember used to 
be pointed out with a certain amount of respectful awe as having 
“gone a mucker” (e.e,, appealed to his father, and had his debts 

S aid) three times in one year. In fact, the payment of one’s just 
ebts, not by means of one’s allowance, but by the interposition of a 
parent, was looked upon and spoken of as the very crown of disasters. 
And now there is no going of muckers for most of us. We are 
turned into clergymen, barristers, doctors, business-men ; two of us 
(with one of whom I, moi qm vous park, have rowed a race in the 
same boat) we bishops ; we have wives, families, houses, and we pay 
our debts with a sober regularity which seems to preclude the exist- 
ence of a past when duns were avoided, and unopened bills were left 
to look after themselves, Tet the days of duns and of debt were the 
happier, in spite of occasional disaster. 


PUNCH TO ME. W. D. HOWELLS. 

Mt dbae Sie,--I have been reading an article from your pen in 
Harper's Weekly of January 4. It will give me genuine pleasure if 
you will count me henceforth as one of your devoted admirers, your 
servant to command in any matter in which it may be possible for 
me to oblige you. How temperately, how wisely, how humorously, 
with how broad and generous a humanity do you write of this diffi- 
culty which threatens to set our two peoples, the British and the 
American, into hostile camps. “I was greatly stirred the other 
day,” you say, “ in reading the President's Message concerning the 
Yenezuela boundary dispute. I did not like his having four relative 
pronouns in one sentence towards the close of his message, and upon 
the whole the literature struck me as turgid and clumsy, but I 
accounted for that by the excitement he must have been in when he 
wrote it, and I felt a responsive thrDl, which I took to be a patriotic 
emotion, as I read it. . . . I pictured England reduced by land and 
sea to the last extremity through the powers of our army and navy 
. , . and the grass growing in the streets before the offices of the 
London newspapers which had noticed my books unfavourably.” 

Well, we too have at times experienced that sort of emotion, and 
like you we figure it aU so dramatically that we do not fancy our- 
selves taking any part personally in the difficult aid perhaps dan- 
gerous work. We delegate it, as you did, to the poor fellows who are 
to fight and bleed, and continue to be poor fellows while we reap the 
honour and glory of it. Like you, we imagine our own exemption 
from aU sorrow and suffering, “ and the devotion of the sort of people 
who have mostly in all ages of the world been butchered for every 
cause, good or bad.” Here, too, are golden words 

“ What I chiefly object to in our patriotic emotion, however, was not that 
it was so selflsh, but that it was so inseuBate, so stupid. It took no account 
of things infinitely more precious than national honour, such as humanity, 
civilisation, and — 

‘ the long result of time ’ — 

which must sufier in a conflict between peoples like the English and the 
Americans. For the sake of having our ships beat their ships, our poor 
fellows slaughter their poor fellows, we were all willing, for one detestable 
instant at least, to have the rising hopes of mankind dashed, and the sense 
of human brotherhood blunted in the hearts of the foremost peoples of the 
world.” 

But is there, as you say, “in the Americau heart a hatred of 
England, which glutted itself in her imagined disaster and disgrace 
when we all read the PnESiDBisrT’s swaggering proclamation, in which 
he would not yield to the enemy so far as even to write good English?” 
Is there to he no forgiveness, are we never to cancel old scores and 
begin our international hook-keeping, if I may so term it, on a clean 
page? I do not think our people hate yours, lour dash, your pluck, 
your humour, your keen common-sense, your breezy and inexhaustible 
energy, your strength and broad capaci^ for government, all these 
quahties command and obtain from us a sincere tribute of admiration. 
If yon hate us, we must submit to that melancholy condition, but never 
submit in snch a fashion as to cease from honest effort to abate and 
in the end to remove all hatred. Blood, as one of your naval captains 
said on a memorable occasion, is thicker than water. So saying, he 
dashed in to the help of our sorely- pressed ships. Let us then caJl a 
truce to petty and malignant carping, and join hands in an alliance 
dependent not upon written treaties, but upon the noble sympathy 
of two great nations engaged in the same work of civilisation and 
progress. You, Sir, speaking for others, I trust, as well as for 
yourself, have set us an example. I grasp your hand, and wish you 
well in all your undertakings. 

Believe me yours in all cordial friendship, 


THE QUEEN’S LEHER TO THE CERMAN EMPEROR. 

[We publish with all reserve the following letter, which has, we under- 
st^d, been despatched from Osborne Castle to Berlin. From internal 
evidence we should judge that it was not written hut suggested by the 
exalted lady by whom it purports to be sig;ned. There is a nautical breezi- 
ness about it that iuclines us to attribute the actual authorship to the Duke 
of T-nx.— En. Fmcli.'] 

Mein LiEBEE Wiley, — Dies ist aber fiber alle Berge. Was be- 
deutet eigentlich deine Depesche an den alten Kexjuee der ffir Dich 
doesn’t care twopence. Smoh eine confounded Impertinenz babe ioh 
nie gesehen. The fact of the matter is that Du ein furehtbarer 

Scbwaggerer bist. Warum 
kannstDu nie ruhig bleiben, 
why can’t you hold your 
blessed row? Musst Du 
deinen Finger in j eder Torte 
haben ? Was it for this that I 
made you an Admiral meiner 
Flotte and allowed you 
to rig yourself out in einer 
wunderscbonen TJniform 
mit einem gekockteu Hut ? 
If you meant mir any of 
your bloominp: cheek zu 
geben why did you make 
your Grandmamma Colonel 
eines Deutsehen Cavallerie 
Regiments? Du auch bist 
Colonel of a British Caval- 
lerie Regiment, desto mehr 
die Sjhade, the more’s the 
pity. Als Du eiu gauz 
kleiner Bube warst babe 
icb Dich oft tfiehtig ge- 

f inkt, and now that you ’re giown up you ought to be spanked too. 

enn Du deine Panzerschiffe nach Delagoa Bay sehickst werde ich 
sie aus dem Wasser blasen, I’ll blow your ironclads out of the water 
ehe Du dich umkehren kannst, before you can turn round. And 
look here, if you’ll come over to this country werde ich Dich anneh- 
men, I ’ll take you on, nnd ich wette drei gegen eins dasz ieh Dich 
in drei Runden ausklopfen werde, Q,ueensherry rules, three minutes 
to a round. Also ioh schnappe meine Finger in your face. Da weist 
nicht wo Du bist, you dunno where you are, and somebody must 
teach you. Is Bismabck quite well? Das ist ein kolossaler Rerl, 
nicht wahr ? So lange I Don’t he foolish any more. 

Deine Dich Hebende Gbanpmamma. 



THE ANGLO-AMEEICAN EAMILT TEEE. 

[** After all, the Euglisb people are our people, and we are theirs.” 

Neio York ^’’Morning Press, January 9.] 

WvEE said, Morning Press ! ’tis the root of the matter 
You’ve got at— your race and our race are the same ; 

Flung wide o’er the earth though our branches may scatter. 

They spring from one stock, from one sapling they came. 

’Twas a thousand long years, ere the trunk was divided. 

Since Saxon in Britain first planted the seed ; ^ 

Slow growing through storms and compact it abided, 

The Oak-tree of Freedom — no wind-shaken reed ! 

Hot as mother to child, hut as brother to brother. 

In age as in stature our nations are twin ; 

Side by side, not in anger confronting each other, 

In face of the world let us show we are kin I 

Yours and ours are King Alebep, and Chatjceb, and Bacon, 

And Shajkspbabe, and Raeeigh:, and Deazb, and Q^ueen Bess ; 

Our heirship in common can ne’er be forsaken — 

The glorious past we conjointly possess. 

Nowadays, too, we share with you athletes and actors, 

And Trilby we share, and affairs of the heart : 

Each day of fresh ties o’er the Pond we ’re contractors— 

There’s no Monkob Doctrine in marriage or art 1 

If Teuton with Russian and Gaul were preparing 
To fiy at our throat, we would face them all three 1 

But attack Brother Jonathan ?— Ho, we ’re forbearing 
To rend thus asunder the Family Tree ! 


Leoae and Medical. — The time of the year is a troublesome one 
for those subject to gout and kindred complaints, but would it be 
correct for a lawyer to desmibe his symptoms as livery of seisin f 


The Eaiseb’s Favotieite Song-,— “ Wiiliam’s sure to be rightP 
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■ * ■ ■ ■ ' " ^ 

^^TOUT EST PERDU, FORS UHONNEUR!'^ 

Bovselceeper (who 7ias hen describing the fire in the covmtrg home^ and the destructim of all the books and family pictures, d'C , iOc.), “ Yis, 
ut Lady, ieveey single Pictoek burnt to ashes 1 But I ye oms thing to tell you that will please you / .imyaged to 
SAVE ALL Last Year's Jam!** 


THE PILOT THAT WEATHERED 
THE STORM. 


Not yet, Sir, the course of your botherment ’s though. What a sell ! Landlord wants rtnt, 
o’er ; [to all! and missis wants tin for food. Spent it all. 

May your talents and Tirtues prove equal Tell missis I’m bound to buy a penny 


(Mr, TuncKs Adaptation rfGannmg’sCelehratedl^^^ we’ll give praise both to you and She doesn’t understand, and hints— with a 


Song to Mr, Chamberlain,) the Boer, [could fall, saucepan— at a judicial separation. Better 

_ , , , , , , , , . , , , With a tear for mad pluck which to folly out of this 1 Off to “ Spotted Dog.” 

Ip hush’d the loud shindy that shattered our , Sat up aU night over Charles O'Malley, 

sleep. Take thanks for great dangers by wisdom Head sphtting. Wanted five glasses to make 

The sky if no longer dark shadows deform, repelled, , , it right. Fined for being late at work. Told 

If the worst of it’s o’er, with the Boer, shall For evils by coolness and readiness braved ; foreman it was all due to Mr. Sieat) s penny 
we keep For the Throne by considerate counsels novels. Foremaa replied it was more likely 

bilent tongue on the pilot that weathered upheld, [saved. Bung's twopenny heer. How unjust! 

the storm? And the People from perils precipitate Brokers in! {Seized all my novels ! Missus 

w. i.a, a 

Against him he joined not in faction’s dull The bright dawnings of peace should fresh 
The man who tS^en they’d extoUed to Will turn to the pUot that weatheted°tMs 


repeiwd, , right. Fined for being late at work. Told 

bor evils by coolness and readiness braved; foreman it was all due to Mr. Sieat) s penny 
For the Throne by considerate counsels novels. Foremaa replied it was more likely 


Mr. Bung's twopenny beer. How unjust ! 
jcipitate Brokers in ! {Seized all my novels ! Missus 


when withdraw, 

The man who till then they’d extolled to 
the skies. 


But clever cool pluck to all Britons is dear, 

An example of wMoh now the nations r»r o ... * o 

behold. Stead is issuing a penny edition of . 

A statesman unbiassed by bounce or by fear, ^ , T’n «« TioiTxr 

Is worth, in a crisis, his weight m pure t penny left of sixpence I had when Daily News. 

gold. ' I went into “Spotted Dog”l Not enough [A propos of an Interview recently reported.) 

_ for glass of ale. Mate advises me to try a *» t Ti Pm^TTa-ama- ha 

Seeiu‘tohnow3oi.eiiingof8.Afrikey.” 

"Wken a semi-piratical flag seemed unfurled. Spend a hob on Why ain’t there a „ 

He the honour and faith of our country main- penn’orth o’ SamWellerf Sam is prime. Week-end Party m a Country House, 
tained, ^ ^ too. Find^ the missis wsmted that boh for Ordinary Man of Forty, I see someone 

And set us all right in the sight of the Sunday’s dinner. Can’t give it her. Wishes writes to tne Times to say that the Kaiser 

to know if I’ve spent it “on the booze”? oughttohetuinedoutof the Army and Navy. 

^Pem^th^of^l^yone* next. Tom’s a 

world in a deuce of a ripper. Penn’orths of Monte CristOf Charley do they want him not to he allowed to ‘ ‘ iop ” 
TP A , , [owe praise, YikAim, Joshua Davidson^ &q, there? 

^on’t like this half-and-half system. 

^ butf ^ “e^e.” Spend one we^’s wages A new “ Labour of Hercules ” (Robin- 

^ pure aecime r on Duhas. No more escapes from prison, son).-To struggle with the Boer-constrietor. 


PENNY STEADEULS. 

Stead is issuing a penny edition of 


Thackeray ain’t in it with the Charleys. 
i-fj Read two chapters of the JPa«V— thought it rot 
rea tnis ^ it gpQ^j^ed Dog ” again. Jolly evening. 

No home. And no employment I Sleep in 
casual ward. .And to think that it’s half- 
pints of Action that have brought me to this I 


To “Daily News.” 

[Apropos of an Interview recently reported.) 

“ J. B. Robinson, he, 

Seems to know something of S. Afrikey.” 
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A PBIENSLY WOBD WITH THE 
WAB-WIZAHD. 

[** It would require but the impetus of war to 
derelop such a ftood of destructiye appliances as 
would astonish the world. I have invented a 
machine by which water charged with 6000 volts 
can be hurled to a great distance, which directed 
on an army would sweep it away like chaff.” — 
Mr, Ed^8m.'\ 

Pheugh I The bow, and the sword, and the 
dagger, 

The himdr^-ton gnn and torpedo, — 

(If one may trust Edison’s swagger. 

And Seienoe’s ultimate credo), — 

Have been merely tentative trines 
On mankind’s red highway of slaughter. 
Machine-guns and murderous riffes, 

Must yield to — dectrified water ! 

Oh, thankee, dear Edison, thankee 
Inventions like yours are “ transcendent,” 
And War, as improved by the Yankee, 

Win be— as mere carnage-resplendent. 
How puny old Jupiter’s bolts 
Compared with your watery deluge, 

Whiohj charged up to five thousand volts, 
“WiU sweep armies away”! Oh! a yell 
Must rise from — ^weU, regions below, [huge 
Eor you ’ve licked the artillery Satanic. 
Whole armies you ’U smash at a blow ! 

No wonder John Bull’s in a panic. 

Your dynamo-chains “like great snakes,” 
Your horrid electrical cables. 

Are terrible scientist fakes — 

Unless they are journalist fables. 

Well, well, we must “ keep on our har” 

As well as we can in our terror. 

But snakes I Edisonian war 
Would be Hades let loose, and no error. 
Aerial infernal machines. 

Dropping dynamite down — ^what a benison ! 
You’ll realise, doubtless, the means 
Conceived by the fancy of Tennyson I 
Then your water-torpedoes ! 0 lor 1 
We admit we are awfully^ frightened 
You ’d annihilate us, were it war. 

Ere one could remark that it lightened! 

At least, so you kindly explain. 

How friendly, dear boy, is your warning ! 
To your country you ’d give your big brain. 
All work save lor slaughtering scorning. 
Well, well, we are glad that we know : 

We believe all your bounce— to the letter. 
And now you have had your big “ blow,” 
Punch hopes, my dear boy, you feel better I 


JAGKY AT THE MANSION HOUSE. 

{.An Inter c^ed Letter,') 

My DBAS Bobby,— I promised when we said 
“ good-bye” to one another at Old Wrackeoi^s 
that I would write to you if anything particu- 
larly nice turned up, W ell, I have been busy 
ever since. I have been to four theatres, a 
circus (Crystal Palace), six children’s “ at 
homes,” and one ’teen Cinderella. I said I 
would tell you how many ices I am taking, but 
1 gave up counting when I got to nine hundred 
and ninety-seven. At the Mansion House the 
other night 1 had sixteen. And that reminds 
me the juvenile’s fancy dress ball was simply 
first-rate. The Lobd May on is no end of a 
good fellow. And the dance was A 1. And 
the supper ! Well, it satisfied me, and you 
know I am a bit of an epicure. 

And the dresses ? Well, some of them were 
first-rate. There were two young ladies with 
Christmas-trees on their heads, who were abso- 
lutely charming. Then Chaucee with a 
wreath, and Toreador with a sword, were 
quite the early English poet, and the latest 
style of bull-fighter. There were all sorts of 
costumes, uniforms. Indians, Charley^ 
Aunts^ and j ockey s. But, as I heard a grown- 
up say, the best realisation^of the ball was 



Bill Sykes { reading ), “There are now ten men or the Bechuanaland Border Police 

IN THE WHOLE BeOHUANALAND PROTECTORATE, FOUR OP WHOM ARB DOING CUSTOMS DUTY,” 


the Lord Mayor himself. Sir Walter 
Wilkin is no end of a good sort. He ’s not 
only a Lord Mayor but has worn a barrister’s 
wig and commanded a brigade of artillery ! 
From this you will imagine that he is a big 
gun himself. So he is, but also something 
better. He’s a jolly good fellow. And so 
say all of us. And by aU I mean everybody. 
And now I must stop as I have got to be off 
to the pantomime. 

Yours thoroughly enjoying himself, 

Jacky. 

CHORUS AT A MATINEE. 

Oh I BLa'ce you seen ItoMnson Crusoe f 
Lyceum ? If not, try and do so, 

For Lauri and Storey 
Are both in their glory ! 

Sweet Alice, Miss Brookes, is young Crusoe, 


“ WuLF, WuLF I ” — At Christmas time 
every effort is made to keep the wolf from the 
door. The rich help the poor, and the power- 
ful the weak. As practical men, the directors 
of the Crystal Palace have gone a step farther, 
and instead of closing the gates of the Syden- 
ham show, have opened its portals to the wel- 
come outsider. M, Wulf is a host iu himself, 
especi^y when represented by bis circus. 


THE LAUREATE’S FIRST RIDE. 
[The New Poet Laureate's verses appeared in the 
“ Times*’ Sontwrday, January 11 .) 

Song, is it song ? Well —blow it ! 

But I’ll sing it, boys, all the same 
Because 1 ’m the Laureate Poet, 

That ’s the worst of having a name I 
I must be inspired to order, 

“ Gro, teU ’em, to save their breath ; ” 

I can rhyme to order” with “ border,” 

And jingle to “ breath ” with “ death,” 

“ Let lawyers and statesmen addle 
Their pates over points of law ; ” 

Of Pegasus I ’m in the saddle. 

But why does he cough “ Hee-haw ” P 
Eight stanzas ! Inspired ! Mad ones ! 

Sound well if sung to a hand I 
There 1 dash it'! some good, some had ones, 
To finish with “ crushings” and “ Rand.” 

A. A. 


“ Business carried on as usual DusiKa 
THE alterations.” — * * Loid Hawke’ s Eleven 
playmg the Johannesburg team according to 
previous ariangement,” 


A Schoolboy’s Q,uery.— Are three police- 
men’s feet equal to one Scotland Yard. 





NURSERY RHYMES IN “ BOOK ” EORIM 





AN ASTRONOMER. 

Mrs, S, “B7 the WAT, I hear JrpiTBR — ^THB EyEunra Star — is worth seeing JHsr 
NOW. Can either op you Girls tell mb where to look for it 1 

Bertha, “Yes, I can, It’s exactly two yaees and a half to the right of the 
Great Bear!** 

Mrs. S, “Two yards and a half! What on earth do you mean?” 

Bertha, “Well, I’ve measured it carefully with my Umbrella I'* 


[Dedicated^ without especial permission^ to the 
Baron da Booh^ Worms,) 

Air — “ Jack SpratP 
Walter Scott 

j Wrote no “ rot ; 

, Dickens was ne’er obscene, 

1 For authors great 

As these we wait. 

To sweep onr Hill Top clean, 

Air-“ m-diddle^diddleP 

Hi-Kipple-Kipple ! 

Your rhymes no more ripple ; 

Your prose, too, is getting abstruse. 

If you ’ve got more of Mowgli^ 
Drown him in the HoogH, 

And banith the rest to the deuce, 

Air — “ J?aa, Jaa, hlack sheep,^^ 

“ Mar-Mar-Relli, have y;ou any rule ?” 
“Yes, Sir, surely. ‘ Critic means Q.fooV 
I have a grievance, Satan has as well ; 
Although I think — and you’ll agree — bis 
Sorrows are a selV^ 

km—*‘^BLumpty BumptyJ 

Grantie Allte sat on the hill. 

Grantie Allie had a great spill. 

All gentle readers, both women Mid men, 
Hope he will never go there again. 

Air— “ Three Blind Mice,^^ 

Three good books. See how thev sell ! 
Platform, Press, Play, by T. H. 8, E., 
Tall Talk by Smalley, and Blackwoods 
“Shirlea,” 

They ’ve none of yonr modem morbiditea 
These three good books. 

Air— “ Mary, Mary, quite contrary P 

OuiDA, OuiDA, Corell’s leader, 

How does yonr MS. grow? 

Latin, Greek, quotations sleek. 

And epithets “ all in a row.” 

Air— “ Little Jack Horner, 

Little too Hardy, do not he tardy 
In mending yonr too-blue cake. 

For, by scissors and paste, 

’Tis not good to tbe taste, 

But a most injudicious “ half-bake ” I 


BEELIN WOOL GATHEEING. 

{A Page from Somelody's JHary,) 

^uwdfity.— After preaching my customary sermon to the members 
of the Court, and putting an equerry under arrest for falling asleep 
More the end of it, took np my favourite book, The Life o/ 
Barnum, and sought for inspiration. Drew blank this time. How- 
; ever, dashed ofi letters to the Pope and the Archbishop of Canter- 
bury, giving the first a few hints upon ritual, and the last a new 
pattern for lawn sleeves, 

.^onday,— Spent the morning pleasantly in frying on nniforms 
and being photographed in the whole thirty of them. Bead in the 
papers that someone had found out a new s&r. Wired my personal 
congratulations to the observant savant, and desired bim to call his 
astronomm^ discovery after me. Gave a lecture to my “veterau 
claw. Fair attendance of elderly ecclesiastios, warriors, and diplo- 
mauajs. My subject -treated simply and literally— “ How to empty 
eggs by Bucfaon,” greatly a.ppreciated. Sent a professor to gaol for 
daiing to give a testimonial to a pill manufacturer— such recom- 
mendations should be endorsed with my signature. I cannot allow 
tampering with my prerogative. 

2W«dfly.-;Noticingthat the Little Pedlington football team has 
proved victonous in a contest mth the Shoreditch Outsiders, I sent 
mesB^es of hea^ congratulation to the one and sincere condolence to 
the other. Delivered another lecture to the “ veteran class,” a body 
which, on mis occasion, had to be ooUeoted together at the point of 
the bayonet. My subject, ‘‘Myself as Univeraal Instructor,” was fuh 
of rntweat. Spent the rest of the day in solving the problem “ how 
to attain the ma ximu Tn of interference in the TtiniTimiTw of time,” 


Roughed out a scheme for an International Exhibi- 
tion, Should be sixteen times as big as Chicago. Central idea a 
colossal statue of myself. Should be twice a s high as the Tour Eiff 1 1. 
Another feature— a gigantic wheel four times the size of that at 
EarP 8 Court. In the hundred oars should he bands of music playing a 
n ew N ational A nthem about me, composed by my seH. Sent a message 
of congratulation to Drury Lane. However, next year must beat 
the record myself. Nothing I should like better than producing a 
pantomime. 

Rather neglected my fieet and army lately. Ordered 
off all the available vessels to tbe coast and organised an invasion. 
Prepared for a row anywhere. Filled in half-a-dozen telegrams of 
congratulation, and dispatched them iu all directions. Spent the 
remainder of the day in consultation with my tador. Have schemed 
out a sort of combination uniform, composed of two-thirds field- 
marshal to one- third admiral of the fieet, 

Friday,’— Oreeit fun ! I have been taken seriously I Friendly 
power says that I have insulted it 1 Must have international posters 
of myself. Portrait, of course. One thousand double crowns. Try 
one thousand — ought to do as a commencement. Must have more 
stations than the soap people. Ought to bill from the Arctic to the 
Antartic. Sent message ci congratulation to the proprietors of the 
Self-appreciative Savon. 

Saturday,— ’Yery much disturbed by a dream. Fancied in my 
sleep that I was at Eton. Just begun my customary game, when a 
fellow bigger than myself told me I “wanted the bumptiousness 
taken out of me,** and gave me a good sound kicking! 

I New Year Titles.— T urk Family Butcher. 



January 18 , 1896 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


35 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 

The Yachtsman to his Lass. 

The breeze is blowing* full and fair, 

The billows dance with glee, 

And sparkle ’neath the noonday glare 
Like jewels of the sea. 

The schooner’s bow begins to dip, 

Her snowy wings are free ; 

The dinghy’s waiting by the “ slip ” 
For.you, my lass, and me. 

How nautical your pretty dress, 

Your hat with sailor brim, 

The buttons lettered “ R. T. S.” 

Upon your jacket trim ; 

Tour silken knot with burgee ring, 

Tour shirt of navy blue. 

Tour dainty telescope in sling— 

All typical of you. 

We ’re off I and westward be our way 
O’er Solent’s ffowing tide. 

We’ll race the sun till close of day, 

As swiftly on we glide 

By Yarmouth’s pier and Totland’s strand, 
By Alum’s glowing bay. 

By where, mist-clad, the Needles stand. 
White sentinels mid grey. 

Hurrah I hurrah ! the eager wind 
Makes all the canvas ffll. 

The lighthouse we have left behind— 

On I on! to Portland Bill. 

Tour Viking blood must feel the spell, 
With ecstasy must flow 

Speak louder I What ? Oh, very well. 
You’d better go below I 

EftUAiLY Tbue.— I t is stated by a teetotal 
scientist that any man drinking plain hot 
water for a year or two will never again need 
whiskey. Hr. Punch confidently asserts that 
anyone drinking plain hot whiskey for the 
same period will never again require water. 

OuRRT {hy One who only asks for infor- 
mation Was the President of tne Orange 
Free State born in Belfast ? 



TALENT V. GENIUS. 

Bob {the man of genivs), ** Ooon heavens I they ’be advebtisinu the Tenth Edition 

OF THAT CONFOUNDED BOOK OF YOUES WHICH TVE NEVER BEAD, AND NIVBB MEAN TO I 

What bubbish it must be, to be so pofular as all that 1 ” 

John (the mm of talerU), “Ah, well— one must live , you know I Look hebb, oid 

MAN, 1 don't want TO BRAO, BUT IF YOU ’LL MAKE IT WOBTH MY WHILE, I *LL PBOMISE 
TO WRITE IN LESS THAN A WEEK A ThBEE- VOLUME HoVEL THAT SHALL PALL AS STILL- 
BORN FROM THE Press as if you ’d written evert word of it yourself, and spent 
A COUPLE of years IN THE PROCESS ! ” 


MARY ANNER OH MARBLE ’ALLS AMD AMERICAN NOTIONS. 

fin America it is customary to make forecourts and house-steps of iriarble, 
and clean them with long-handled swabs without the necessity of kneeling.] 

“ I DREAMT I dwelt in marble ’alls I ” One thinks of that old ditty 
A-hearing of them Yankee steps. If people knowed they ’d pity 
The sorrows of a servant-girl a-kneeling and a-slopping, 

As might he done in cnmfort-like by marble fiags and mopping. 
Same as I’ve seed them sailors do ; wich my yonng man’s a yotman. 
As caneht mv ’art — ’e is that smart I — and cut out Jem the potman. 


You ’ad to clean those cold stone-steps and fiags slap down the 
garden, 

“ Fiddle I ” sez Miss Beiindbe. “ It ’ll brace yer up. and ’arden.” 

’Arden ? 0 lor’ I If shivery, sore, numb feelings ’aiden anyone, 

I ought to be as ’ard as nails, A step-gal, now, a penny one. 

Or tuppenny touch, one o’ them towzly, trollopy tramps as tout 
about 

For morning jobs, and then run loose, are ’ard, that there’s no doubt 
about. 

But decent gals as love fal-lals, mere fiesh and blood ones, perishes 


Last Heaster-time as ever was. Jack, ’e sees me hearthstoning 
Our forecourt fiags, with frozen knees, a-shivering and a-groaning, 
And sez, sez ’e “ Belay there Mart ! Pooty nice sight this is 1 
Your friz, my gal I I ’ll ’ave a word with that old oat, your missis I 
This ain’t no work in winter-time for pore young gals. 0 blow it I 
I ’U give your red-nosed dragon beans ! ” Sez f, “ Kow Jack, dear, 
stow it 1 

She’s bossing through the blinds at yer this blessed moment, 
drat’erl 

You ’d only make it wus for me e^-joring on the matter. 

She’s that partikler with ’er steps, you ’d think they led to ’eaven, 
As it ’s much more like t’other place. She routs me up at seven. 
And if these stones ain’t white as snow by breakfast-time ! ’Ere 
Jackt 

Let out a large-sized swear, and bunked, a-biting at ’is ’baccy 
As though it was the nubbly nose of that there mss Belindeb. 

As ’e could twig a-piping on ’im through the parlour winder. 

Heigho ! ’Taint no use ’owling, hut Jack’s right ; this ’ere step- 
cleaning 

Ain’t woman’s work by enny means. You’d understand my 
meaning 

If in a nipping cold east wind, some morning in December, 

With chilblains on yer ’ands and ’eels, and aches in every member, 
Red elbers, and a redder nose^ and a ’ousemaid’s knee a-coming, 

And Miss Belinder at the blinds a-soowling and a-dmmming, 


Therefore them marble steps and mops the Yankee ’ired ’elps uses, 
Makes my mouth water, Johnny Bull is stubborn, and refuses, 
Most times, to learn of f uriiners ; hut in their fioors and pavings 
Them Yankees seem to beat us. 0, the comforts and the savings, 

In colds, and cramps, and ’ousemaid’s knees, if scrubbings and cold 

Conld ■f^dil ’ere, as over there, without our ’ard knee-floppings I 
And if inwentors ’ere will take this lesson from the Yankee, 
UsEnglish servants gals will shLOut one loud tremenjous “Thankeel I!” 

The Long and the Short of it. 

Scene— .4 Board, Sehooh 

FupU^ Oh, prithee, teacher, tell to me, 

Are we at war with Ashantee ? 

’ Teacher, On that my information ’s scanty : 

But, p’raps, my lad, you mean Ashanti ? 

Curious Coincidbncb. — A reviewer contends in the Pall Mall 
Gazette that all books ought to be out. On the other hand, many, 
not absolutely thin-skinni, authors declare that reviewers ought to 
be treated in the sa me way, 

The Line which is often Drawn.— The Equator. 
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“UlTOEE WHICH KING" (STBEET, ST. JAMES’S). 

Hope told a fluttering tale when he wrote his stirringly, highly- Georse BAKcmoira (who has qmtted the Ctouit (of law) to appear at St. 
charged Sir-Joha-Gilbertesquiaa romance. The Prisoner of Zenda, James's), shonld be the imj^oster s uncle, but so blmd. as not to recog- 
Anyone fond of the lighter kind of music united to an extravagant nise his ^phew. All this is pure extravagant lun* ™ 

plot, while reading Anthony Hope's romance, must have seen what a should fall in love with the imposter, and he with | 

ciiance there would have been in it f jt an opeia after the style of her, is all part of ^ the humour of it. But that this should ever be j 
Xa 6rra»i^e DzicAesse de (rero^siem, book by IAeilhac and Halevy, taken seriously— impossible I ^ i* ii.- -i- r j. 

and music by the late King of opera-bonffe composers, Ji^CQUES When in the last Act is seen me miser^le victim ot this light- 
Oefekbach. It needed an Opeenbach; for anyone else, English, hearted practical joke, the King, dying in the vanlt oi the castle, the 
French, or German, touching this subject would have found himself audience having thoroughly entered into the humour of the thing, 
woefully hampered and bothered hy Otfenbacbian memories. are on tiptoe of expectation for him to say sonaething at which they 

Here are all his characters to can laugh; ^t suddenly they hnd 


woefully hampered and bothered hy Otfenbacbian memories. 

Here are all his characters to 
hand: here is his Grand Duke, , , i , 

his courtiers, his General Bourn l]|| 
conspiring to support the Young r | | 

Pretender ; here is the pretty / j [ 
princess ready for a sweet song 
\ and a love duet; here are evi- 
‘ dently burlesque imitations of X'A, 

YTagnerian Ortrude and Telra- 

mond^ immediately recognisable /■% >1 

in Antoinette de Mauhan and the 

Black Michael^ fitted with grand 

situations for ultra comic duets, 

to be taken most seriously : while ^ 

in opportunities for solos, trios, 

grand choruses, ballets, and spec- /rj/.f 

taoular efiects, never could libret- / , j /;/, ' ' / 

tist’ 8 book be richer. There is for h j;\,^ 

the librettist and composer a per- ^ ' ■ j.-:,.-" 

feet wealth of material ; but for ' ' 

the playwright, choosing to take ' Mr ' 

himself and this story seriously, 

all that is food for the comic opera 

librettist, is, to him, poison. So ^ , 

much for the romance and the 

opera-bonfie, theXm^ ofToormi- Trio of Cmspi 

ritania^ as it might have been: and j)ji 

now for the play by Edwajld Eose, »* ] 

the Blooming Eose, as presented pe 

at the St. James’s Theatre. 


i;,;/ iJl 


Trio of Conspirators^ UA hy Gen&i'al SapUBoim I 
Dansons ! Chantons ! 

“ Petits pas ! Petits pas 

Petits, petits, petits pas ! -^Grande JDuehe^se. 


that “this joke is no joke,” that 
what is fun fo^ the boys is death 
to the frog, and they discover that 
A this tragic situation, rendered 

fly still more tragic hy Mr. AiJX- 

I) ander’s forcible acting, is not by 
p any means in keeping with the 

; farcical antecedents, 

j Then when action commences, 

; when the repentant Antoinette 

\ sympathises with the miserable 

1 ^ monarch, when she has beenres- 
cued from the objeotionableatten- , 
tions of one ruffian only to fall 1 
into tbe arms of another, when 
there has been a fight to rescne 
}' if her, and when the castle has been 
/ V ' taken by storm (that is, by troops 
•j' i only “heard without”), and 

7"^ everything somehow or another 

i ought to^ end happily, then the 

■ author disappoints us, the lovers 

separate never to meet again, and 
down comes the cartain on the 
poor deserted Princess Flavia, 
the living victim of a prepos- 
terous practical joke I And the 
J. audience, after paying just 

tribute to the excellence of the 


It is in a Prologue and four Acts. It commences at a quarter to acting, go away wishing that things had turned out rather 
eight, and is over bj, or soon after, eleven. The Prologue is a little differently. 

drama in itself ; it is admirablv played hy Mr, George Axexander Now. how ought this practical joke to have ended ? Thus i—Tbe 
as “ the Bed JElphegef^* of 1733 -which sounds like a peculiar wine top&r King should have been allowed, like JBarnardine, the drunken 
of a good vintage year; bv Mr. Waring as “ the Black Elphegef^* convict, to have been spoken of as having drank himself to death; 
which sounds a hit like the Original Bones of Christy Minstrelsy, he should not have been seen at all. The walls should have been 
with a song “ The Waring of the EZacA,” parody upon “ The battered down, the successful troops admitted, and Princess Flavia , 
Wearing of the Green '' by Mr. Charles Glenney, as theJBTeat’y should have been proclaimed i^ueen, giving her hand to Budolf ! 
Bmhand. who, in company with Miss Marel Hacbnet (a fresh Eassendyll as Prince Consort, Cheers, triumphant music, tahleau^ 
jourg actress, in spite of her name), Mr Fbatherstone, Mr. Boyce, curtain, and everyone happy. 

and Mr, SrERNRoxn, stints hi«« short half-hour on the stage, and then Of course it is not likely that this suggestion as to excision of 
is heard no more. In this Prologue, had Prince Rudolph^ or the Prologue and re-writing the finish will be acted upon ; but had it 
husband, been killed, we should have had a complete little one Act been thus, then whatever the present success of this piece may be, 
domestic tragedy, a lever du rideau of exceptional merit, well worth interesting and amusing as it now is, its popularity would have been 
seeing on account of the acting. Bat those who come in at 8,30 may undisputed, and its run trebled. As it is, it may well be seen and 
comfort themselves by the assurance t^t the Prologue they have enjoyed for the aotiug of all concerned in it ; but to ask either actors 
imssed is not essential to the plot, its ifioidents being recounted in or audience to take seriously the characters aiding and abetting so 
about three lines during the progress of the First Act of the play. “ comic-opera ” a plot, is to demand an impossibility. And thus it 
AM tos ffist Act is excellent. The device by which a “ double ” is is that anything like real sentiment, acted or spoken, is so mneh 
mbstitutcd for Mr. Ales anpeb, who, as the moustachioless, tippling wasted force. This play is one thing, and Mr. Hope's original romance 
Img, topples over on the right-hand side of the stage when, almost quite another. In effect, Mr. Eose is “ Hope-ing against Hone.” 
at the same instant, he himsdf, as BassendvlL the moustachioed 

English tourist, enters on the left, is one oi the best deceptions — 

sinoe Duloscq and Lesurques, the two single gentlemen rolled into His Own Poetical Explanation of It. 

one actor, startled the town. The change is effected with such neat- Wirv nui. UnirwioTi ^ ^ j. x j.u^ 

ness and precision as to defy detection. The oldest stagers will he tsTow Year ^ appear for a week after the first of the 

puEzled, and the youngest will scarcely believe their eyes. r«oT,Tr 

In fact, the three first Acts are all as good as they can be ; hut the ® 

question must arise, what sort of piece are we looking at ? Is it not B??! f ® tipsee, 

the dramatic representation of an extravagant practical ioke. which iBorgtven, ojt e opes not to he forgotten next year* 


Infact, thethreefirstActsare aUasgoodastheyeinbe; hntthe 
question must arise, what sort of piece are we looking at ? Is it not B??! f ® 

the dramatic representation of an extravagant practical joke, which \,Borg%ven^ out e opes not to he forgotten next year* 

the originators are taking with a light heart, and in which the author 

has been Puzzled as to how^it is to be taken, serionsly or not ? If “ mLEER-LoNDON.”— Where are our diaries for this New Year ? , 

“ madequate, ^d the striking teagedy Where? “ Echo answers, ‘W axkerM” The question am6w- 

If miBtresB of 'the lando. 'WAiKEElias just publidied his diams, of all shapes aud sizes, I 

^ Hebbikt WABiiro,.that doRUe- to suit aU pockets aad aU tastes, for taste mist he inoMed when a 
the tone to^pioM : in whioh ease poptdar hook is likely to be in everybody’s mouth. Neat, not hnlky, 
OolmdSapt with patent pencils that need no onttog, and some of themwitti 
“Tl® ^ improve mth age, so that all that 

Jfdl t>e necessary up to end of present oaatnry (whenever that may 
SiS. in front” be, for already there is a diffletS^ as to when the next «n^ S to 

au^ous humour commence) for the Bossesaor of one of these handv nooket-books to 


I Great Powers, all taken in, and kissing the hand of the ■ year. 
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With^some oily leaves tickling: yer nose tkrougli the trap if you take a sly peep 
With sevente^ bimdles, a oait, and a rockin’-’orse, swellin’ like six with good- 

G-ive me the gents for good fares and a tip or so. Lydies— lord love ’em I — 
(/mi sweet, sour, young or old, [though silver was gold. 

mostly “according to Cocrer” with cabbies. They ’andle their ]purse as 
liifi was silver. Their neat-kidded fingers, though tiny and trim, ’ave 

^JHIl ^ ten oil ’em reckons ’er bundles kerrect, or is moved to give 

Ljdles no^bizness-like? Bless yer, the beauties just beat Mister Man at that 

'wJ ^ small fist twisted round a port-money, a pair o’ red lips, as look made for a 
1 shMp^upon “ That ’s^our right fare. Cabman I ” Scissors ! Nutcrackers 

grumbling’s *^out as much good against females as fists against granite, 

^ ml th^* hquor so ! Don’t mind a ^ed now 

i nm the tofis must buy tuppenny duffers, or be by their ’baccynists 

j mn |||Mi|Wj K#y But se^nteen whiskies took on seriatum will tell on the toughest ; and fihen 

'i I^ort to oid Tom, as you get at this season 1— it puts sober coves in a^it of 

I ' ^ tuppences, that would suit Cabbies, 

I Bondon, you see ’s a ’aid place to keep sober in, special at Christmas, ’owever one 

I That form of convivialness known as “ treating,” to cabbies and others is just a 

Bots^will drinks all the evening, and yet if you’re broke for a 

|||]| III® :j Ri^ljj . Ruii^thm|, juman friendsMp ! It often sticks close to mere self as its shadder, 

^ tand^^ ^^d notion of ’elping a stoney-broke chum is to — 

lij'.';, Just feels disposed for a booze-mate, that ’s all, for a lot of big laps don’t like ' 
ISS^i®|lf II I ' ii !; lapping alone, [a ’eart like a stone. 

InNllil ^ many a swaggenome treater-all-round who, away from the bar, ’as 

* 'I r ' I"" '■ i \ ''jl i'|: ‘ So gents, remember when dealing with Cabby, andBobby,andothers at ’oliday time. 

' ' < W Free standing of drinks isn’t always a kindness, is frequent most selfish, and 

THE MOnFftTY OF OFIMIIIQ sometimes a crime 

■ Wish you ’ud known Toppt Tustdal 1 Ah, Topft, old pal, it is many long j^ears 

j Country Vicar {much impressed hy his new (ocquaintmce), since you died,^ [at my side ? 

I “ Pbat tell mb, Mr, Wispe, of all the great Poets, But wouldn’t I relish a crack with you now, or a rattle up west, lad, with you 
j ^ciBNT AND Modern, which do you revere and ad- Smart as they made ’em, and ’earty and gamesome, a swell— for those days before 
[ MIRE THE MOST?’* ^ ^ FoRDi^-sound through, 

thai has appeared this week ). Except in the throttle f Once flush that with liquor too much, and poor Toffy 
■ ^^ssLF. was in for a screw. 

AAnni#. ftn a- ...... ....... 5'oRgkt it, ’ 6 did, with ’is pooty wife aiding, and me,— Well, J didn’t 

CABBY, OR, REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. shirk ’elping, you bet. 

(By ** Hansom Jack,^') ’Appy days! ’Appy days! We was young, ’earty, ’opeful; and 

No. XIIL-CFBrSTMAS HoxTBiTS ON THE RoAd-Laeie8 AND ^ 1 1 of ’em yob, _ 

Gentlemen— Tips and Nips— Toffy Tindal's Taie— Moral Especial that Christmas when Toffy’s young missus ’ad brought ’im 


THE MODESTY OF GENIUS. 

Couniry Vicar (much impressed hy his new acquaintance). 


FOE MtJNIFICENOE. 


a present, — ’e called it a doll. 

‘»ynrTT^ANro^> 1 . 1 ^ J Ti Aloug of its yollow-topped fluffiness. Toff was as proud as two 

wcovved . up like Ptmcbes, and so was ’is Poll. 

At Anr a in mnT.nin« «< w + > 1 VA would ’ave it the night afore Christmas we drove, Toff and 

At omr bit of a toe, ChnstmM Day in the morning. “ Wot ’s ’olidays me did, a oonple o’ fares 


, , 1 ^- - J , , - — o- me Qici, a couple o lares 

A liV. mo . oM .fooVio’ -t 1 J a 1 Ttr 1 > -4. Roing ont Buham 'way. Lor ! ’ow we chatted and Unghed as 

^ to M toU o“to^^ * ® ^ ^^ot ’8 It -qijite fciendly-we rlced onr two maxes. 

’OKdays? Gammon I They don’t, mean tint. TiTiffin’ ’ncpt. rarVi. f n g°j^ lop'd, and turned ofi at a corner. I ’eaid’im a shouting 

the toppers and larks to the toys.” , . , , , , . 

v.* t. B„*'. rivpua ,ria . ««k lik. . "ioSSiSV a>%aV"i?Su‘piS.'** "™' 

ereak and a face like grey chalk And Toff— well, that old gent met “ treated ” ’im-Christmassy I 
Who spends Ihe great day with penwipers and pincushions, grinding Ah I and tiie drink got ^r Toff in its gripe. ^ 

_ away at a few hob a gross, _ _ ^ , , .. . 


And Toff— well, that old gent just “treated” ’im— Christmassy I 
Ah I and the drink got poor Toff in its gripe. 


And wolfing ’er sossige and mashed without stopping ? To drop it, I^amped ’ome. ran wild, and run over a kiddy I It broke ’im, the 
to ’er, would be no mighty loss. pam and disgrace of <Aa< di^ ; , , . , „ , 

WaW.1,.1«.. ttI,,-!. .+.k.!„e+ ‘"I' “4 . >• “<>!. it stmok towe to Toff’s 


Xeye^dOTB, wbrie you ’re young, straight, and ’ealthy, the crush of »eait, and ’e suni and ’e ^k, ’ 

. 41 . ’Elpless, and ’opeless, and recUt 

Tho^h you’re n^ed to yoM box, makes the world a hit warmer. That came of too liber^ Christmass 
Ineie 's that in the Bcume and buzzy-wuz sound *” - - • - - > 


’eart, and ’e sunk and ’e sunk, [suicide. Gentlemen all, 

’Elpless, and ’opeless, and reckless, and ended a drink- sodden 
That came of too liberal Christmassy “ treating.” And now, p’r’aps, 


Of a number of people a fiooking together, for ’olidays, shoppin’, a f keep up the usui • 

fog, or a fire, j > jr'-t' i JNevertheless, notwithstanding, for aU that, at any rate, anyhow, 

An 1 _ 1 J . 1 ^ i tt m , jm, ^ I*! o4"m D O nivi} 4- -fAnTr 


As makes you less lonesome, though you may be out of it. Cam’t 
quite say why. P’r’aps some gent wfil inquire. 


Christmas ainH folly, 

Despite bilious BiUy ; and most people love it, and will do, whilst 
jolly keeps rhyming with holly. 


So Zlike Ckistmas-time, spite of .'old Billy, who calls it all hunga- Laughter’s contagious, and tips do come ’andy, and Cabby’s as fond 
roo-bosh ; poor old crock ! as ’is fares ot good cheer ; 

Lor , the r^ cab-loads one as at this season 1 Full from the fioor to But “ nips ’’—well, I says give their walue in cash, gents, and Cabby 
the cab-roof, plnm-cbock, ^iU i^igh you a ’Appy New Year! 
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"THE GAEDEN THAT I LOYE.” 

{New Version,) 

The other morningr I was diggingr np my ttdips, and 
trying to think of a rhyme to Clematis Jackmannii-- 
what an nnpoetio name I — ^when Yebonica hronght me a 
large letter. Glancing at ttie envelope, I perceived 
that it came from the Lord Chamberlain’s o£5.ce. As 
I was anxious to finish my gardening, I exclaimed 
“ Liter a scripta manet^'* and continued digging, 

“ Yon had better open it,” said YESOiacA, 

I did so. They wanted another Ode. How tiresome ! 
I was forced to leave my tulips, and, merely looking at 
my Gaillardia grandiflora^ Selenium Numilum^ JEryn^ 
gium amethystinum^ and Centaurea macrocephela^ to 
go indoors and write. It was a perfect afternoon, at 
the end of May, and I should have preferred to stay in 
the garden that 1 love, and think of some unofioial verses 
to my first Gloire de Bifon rose. Alas I “ Autre temps ^ 
autres versJ^ It is all Official Odes now. I only wish 
** ihe Poet” was not a fiction, and then I could turn him 
on to the Lord Chamberlain’s work. As I sauntered 
sadly to the house, I met Lamia. 

“ Can you come for a walk ? ” she asked. 

“ JBheu ! ” I answered, speaking to her in Latin, 
as 1 usually do, which sometimes appears odd, since she 
does not understand a word, ** Bheu^non ego! Nunc 
semper scribo. Non est omne heerus et skittleV^ 

“ Another ode, I suppose. You don’t seem very cheerful 
since you became Laureate.” 

“ An no I ” I murmured. “ I can say with Dante, 

‘ Lasdate ogni speranza^ voi^ cNentrate ! * I get no 
time for gardening now.” 

“ Never mind the Ode. Come and take a walk in the 
orchard, and do try to speak English.” 

It was a great temptation— I mean the walk. The 
weather was perfect ; my fiowers were delightful ; my 
companion was more so. 

“Ah, Lamia,” I exclaimed ; “ I use so much English 
in the official odes, that talking Latin is a relief. I fear 
I have no time. ‘ Tempt not a desperate man.’ Would 
you wish me to defy the Lord Chamberlain ? ” 

I regret to say that she spoke disrespectfully of the 
Lord Chamberlain. At times she is frivolous. She said 
“Bother him I” 

“ Forgive me,” I ventured to remark, “ if I deprecate 
such language in reference to my official superior. He 
only does his duty. I wish it was not so irksome to me to 
do mine. Once 1 could enjoy otium cum dignitate^ and 
now it is all dignitas with no otium whatever. I begin 
to hate poetry.” 

“Yes, but this ode can wait,” she said; “you must 
come for a walk now,” 

“ Dear Lamia,” I exclaimed, “ odi et amo ” 

“ I can guess what that means,” she interrupted ; “ odes 
and something.” 

“ Not exactly,” I said, “ I will teach you the verb amo. 
It is a very pretty one. Let us begin now, as we walk 
in the orchard.” 

At that moment Ybbonica brought me a tdegram, 
from the Lord Chamberlain, as usual. It said “ Please 
send immediatelyr poem ordered this morning.” There 
was no help for it. Lamia walked alone. She herself 
once said “ Love is a literary invention.” On this occa- 
sion, at least, literary invention was not love. 



GOOD OLD DUTCH! 

(A Song d la Chevalier, hg a Cockney Cosmo- 
politan, whose patriotism is, perhaps, nme the 
more vulgar for putting Queen Tictoria^s 
wisdom into the Vernacular,) 

[“ The peace of South Africa and the har- 
monious co-operation of the British and Dutch 
races, which is necessary for its future develop- 
ment and prosperity.”— Mfijesty' s Message to 
Fresident Kruger,) 

Air— “ Jfy OldLutchF 
President, old pal, 

’Ere ’s to yer ! Some may doubt yer, 

Boss of that Trans- va-al, 

Bat r likes some things about yer 
It 's many years since fust we met. 

We’ve rapppd and scrapped a bit— you bet ! 
But lor I “ We may be ’appy yet,” 

Pipes my old gal. 


CAorw5.— W e ’ve knowed each other now for 
many a year, 

And each ’eld ’tother axed too much, 

But as we’re bound to live in the same land, 
Let ’s shake ’ands on it, Good Old Dutch I 

That Trans-va-a? 

Ain’t no Great Sahairer. 

Let ’s share, as pal with 
Go fair, and I’ll try fairer. 

We ain’t quite hangels— I talks tart, 

At jawin’ you’re a mite too smart ; 

Still, “ Scrappers may be spoons— at ’eart ! 
Sings my old gal. 

CAorwa,— We’ve got to live as neighbours, 
yus for years ; 

Ain’t we showed fists a mite too much ? 

Let Boers and Britishers go ’and in ’and, 
Spite that real (crowned) “ Ontlander,” 

I Good Old Dutch I 


WOMAN. 

“ Faie woman was made to bewitch,” — 

A pleasure, a pain, a disturber, a nurse, 
A slave or a tyrant, a blessmg or curse ; 
Fair woman was made to be— which ? 


Altebaiion or Signatxtee.— An inquiring 
mind wrote to the Daily News last Saturday 
asking when Plow Monday was ? Is it always 
fixed for a certain date, which might fall on 
a Tuesday, or is it invariably the first Mon- 
day after Twelfth Day, and so forth, as 
almanacks, like lawyers, differ among them- 
selves on this point. The writer signed him- 
self ‘ * Alebed Sutton.” But in this instance 
it would have been more appropriate had he 
signed himself either “ Only ’Ale Sutton,” 
or “ Aiejred Bather Un-SuiroN.” 
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MEEK MIKE AND HIS AfiCH AKaEL. 

NoirCE~.p«nnjf the rm of the EeTeiend Ewbt Hatohob Jobbs’s 
ecckeiattieal drama, " Oraers” will be admitted if proved as 

jBeadks-tn- 


having been regularly and canonically conferred^ 
waiting to ^'ect any brawlers 

The cnmbeisome Michael and his Lost Angela aii^gfsts an 



Memorial 'wiadow ia the Reverend Michael’s church. 

jweverent muddle-headedness, as though Enet Hauihob. Tnwvs 




and I remember some such case being reported. I suppose the 
‘ Bishop ' would have had a word to say to that.'' In brief, JParson 
Michael^ having compelled this modem Jaihe Shore in the person of 
Bose Gibbard (very prettily played by Miss Sarah Brooke) to do 
I, himself falls a victim to the wiles of a gay lady, 

» a wnmon H-wi-n® CUSSedUeSS, SUd 


public penance, JLMiMJi»VJA AtAMO Ml T A VVAJLAA W WAS. 

Audrie Leeden^ a married woman, living in 
presumably posing as a widow; a most 

rendered by Miss MabionTeert, Infa^ , „ 

excellent; that of Mr. W. Mackintosh as the tit-for-tatting fa1 
of the doubly victimised girl being especially good. 

The gay unattached l^y pursues the innocent curate, — the mon- 
daine she-woK determined to prey upon the innocent clerical lamb, — 
to a desert island, most difficnlt of access and only visited occa- 
sionally by excursion steamers, where the reverend gentleman, in 
order to devote himself more entirely to his parochial work at 
home, has built himself a house containing two cosy bachelor rooms, 
one of which is the breadth, height, and half the depth of the 
Lyceum stage; and in this snuggery of Little Michael-all-Alone 
suddenly appears Mrs» Audrie Lesden^ There is no boat to take 
her away : the steamers have gore. They are alone together on the 
island. They are in the sitnation of Helen Holleston and the 
Reverend Robert Pen fold in Ebarb and BouciCAirLT’s novel. Foul 
Play : in the situation, not for weeks or months, bnt “for one night 
only,'^ There are two separate rooms ; and even if there were not, 
the Reverend Michael could have said to himself, “ Outside, Sir, 
outside,” and virtuously, in accordance with saintly precedents, 
could have walked about till daylight did appear, and then, with 
bis excellent antecedents and an irreproachable reputation in his 
favour, he had only to return, tell his simple story, fetch the lady 
back, and be believed by all his parishioners. Isn’t that clear? 
A.nd it is at this point that I recalled the personality of Mr, Pbnlet 
as the Reverend Robert Spalding (who like the Reverend Michael 
didn’t like London ”), and wished that he could have been seen by 
a delighted pnbUo in the awkward predicament of Mr, Jones’s 
Curate, when (to quote the title of an old farce with a motive 
simuar to that of the situation in this play) Locked in with a Lady, 
Of course, when the Reverend Mike finds that the lady is a 
married woman, and that her husband is on the spot, he foresees 
that he may be^ landed in the Divorce Court. This is undoubtedly 
Awkwwd ; but it forms no part of the motive of the play. Then 
he decides upon making a public confession of bis guilt, iu his own 
parish church, beiOTe ^ a congregation assemhled to witness the 
ceremony of the dedication.” This ceremony is the occasion of 
t luost ornate ritual known in the highest of 
rira^stic churches, Mr. DoiiiiNa’s not excepted ; bnt this simple- 
painded curate out-Dollies DoxLiNa, and “goes one better” by 
inducing a Bishop, presumably his own Bishop, to be present in full 
canomoals, mitred and moustachioed, and sc^fxuly prepared for what 
tiie Reverend^ Michael^ in a cope, is^going to do, that^his Right 
iteverence evinces no sort of surprise when the Reverend}Michael 
iteps forward, 
makes public 
confession of 
his sin, throws 
his cope 
(why “ cope,” 
which is only 
permitted in 
state cere- 
monies to the 
higher clergy, 
and on certain 
occasions in a 
college cha- 
pel?), and 
stalks out of 
church, leav- 
ing the Right 
Reverend 
Super, atten- 
dant clergy, 
andMr.SxEAU- 
man’s tuneful 
choir to con- 
tinue the ser- 
vice as if 
nothing ont- 
of-the- way 
had occurred I 
Then the 

Reverend roo+ a. 4 Tips for the Piece. 

mAaeZ visits ^ Reverend Forbes Feversham-Robertson going 
his uncle, the ^ Angel.” 

oxm&i Audrie Lesden,-mAm, 

what resemhk. that at Her highly oonseientioM 
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exoeptji'onally religious’ lover 
allows this Froxt^Frou to die in 
his arms without ‘Hhe heneit of 
clergy,” although his uncle, the 
priest, is within call, and gi^ite 
ready for the ofdce. **Take me 
and do with me what you will, so 
long as I may ultimately rejoin 
her wherever she has gone,’^ are, 
in effect, his last words, which 
imply the^ condition on which 
alone he will become a convert to 
the ancient faith of his fathers— 
and of his uncle. But why not 
join the company of the faithful 
in Wellington Street, and become 
an “Irvingite” ? 

That Mr. Foubes Bobehtson is 
as good as he can be, and far better 
than the part, goes without say- 
ing ; but how he arrived at pro- 
ducing this play will, it is proba- 
ble, remain a mystery until he 
favoxirs the world with his remi- 
niscences. The Otboee Jones. 


TO KATE. 

If you think me shallow, Kate, 
I myseK must vindicate. 

All to you I ’ll allocate ; 

We will form a syndicate. 

Do not then prevaricate, 

If to wed you ’re ready, Kate ; 
You I wish to marry, Kate, 
And my life to dedicate. 


Which accounts eos it!— A 
“disappointed contributor” said 
that nis editor was “ subject to 
fits of rejection.” 



The Highest Ruling Power 
IN U. S. America. — “Precedent 
Munroe.” 


THE LAST DAY OF THE MISTLETOE, 

Adolphus and Doily conpide to each other their opinion as 
TO “The Age op Love.*' 


RAmiN’, ROARIN’ WILLIE 

{NewVersion» Commwnieated from 
the Shades hy thM true British 
Pcctriotf if fervent Scots poet, 
RobUe Bums , ) 

0, rattlin’, roarin’ Willie, 

Do pray keep on your bale ! 

Au’ no wi’ matters meddle 
Which are your Grandma’s care. 
Ye ’re fain to play first fiddle, 
Wherever you may be ; 

Bat rattlin’, roarin’ Willie, 

That ’s simply fiddlededee ! 

0 Willie, lay down your fiddle, 

0 drop your fiddle sae fine ! 

Or else reserve that fiddle 

Por watches by the Rhine I 
Unless you drop that fiddle 
The warl’ may deem ye mad, 
For mony a rantin’ day, Willie, 
Your fiddle and you hae had ! 

As I cam down the Solent, 

1 cannily keekit ben — 

Rattlin’, roarin’ Willie, 

Was sitting at our board ’en. 
Sitting at Bull’s board ’en 
Amang princely companie ; 

0 rattlin’, roarin’ Willie 
Your welcome was fair an’ free! 
0 rattlin’, roarin’ Willie, 

Is yonr return as fair ? 

0 drop that noisy fiddle, 

An’ buy some other ware I 
But put by that first fiddle 
In Uncle’s companie. 

And rattlin’, roarin’ Whlie, 
Right welcome still ye ’ll be I 


Alas I 

She was a cruel, heartless lass, 
As ever mau could find ; 

Yet I suppose that she could pass 
To all as w'oman hind* 


A REVIEW OE LITERARY FORCES, 

At the commencement of the year the Baron, having oidered out 
his Literary Forces and reviewed his noble shelves, issues this General 
Order:— “1 am struck with atoiration for the development of what I 
may term the utUity business in the publishing, not only of novels, but 
of aU kinds of valuable literature. 1 have passed in review a splendid 
force of the ‘ Charles Kingsley’s Own,’ organised and commanded 
by General Macmillan : while under General Ward, Colonel Lock, 
and other distinguished officers appears a regiment, not the less 
valuable because showy, of ‘ Henry Kingsley’s Light Horse.’ The 
* True Blues, or Charlotte Yonge Forces,’ make a tine display in the 
service of the Macmillan Company, The ‘ William Black Watch’ 
march past with a breezy step to the tune of ‘ Far Lochaher,^ and 
wearing their Three Feather One White One, They are mar- 
si ailed in order by Lieut.-Col. Simpson Low, who personally leads 
that fine body of Horse Marint s, the * Clark Russell Rovers.’ But of 
aU the regiments of volumes mt st serviceable for campaigning com- 
mend me,” quoth the Baron, “to the Picked ‘Pocket Yolume 
Regiments.’ They form a small, compact army in themselves, excel- 
lently officered, ready for outpost, skirmishing, sharpshooting, and 
any handy duties which heavier-weighted volumes could not perform. 
At tie head, in deep red, with gold ornamentation on their backs, and 
light blue silken bookmarkers for colours, bearing proudly the motto 
‘ Non SaneJDroictf comes the ‘Temple ShakspeareRegiment’ ; perfect 
type ; excellent notes ; ready to travel any where ; always handy by 
road, river, or rail, never in the way, brought into the field of prac- 
tical itinerary study hy Colonel Dent of Aldine Honse, with invalu- 
able texted weapons from the Cantabrigian armouries of Messrs. 
Macmillan and Aldis Weight. Let the attention of all who love 
their Sh akspeare handy, and who are contented to travel about with 
one play at a time, turn their attention to this most useful series. 

“ Then march along, in a long line, the ‘ Dark Blue Guards,’ or 
‘ Literary Household Brigade,’ started hy Cassell & Co., a gallant 
corps that admits volunteers from all regions of literature into its 
ranks, so that their range of marksmanryis world-wide, co-extensive 
with British Rnle, and therefore might well hear the title of ‘ The 
Windsor Cassell Series.’ These also are argumenia ad pocketa, and 


within an eighth of an inch as pocke table as the Slakspearian Regi- 
ment aforesaid. And what names are to be found on these regi- 
mental lists? Macaulay, Dickens, Silvio Peilico, La Motte 
Fougue, Plutarch, Boccaccio, Washington Irving, Marco Polo 
(with, of course, direc ions how to play it), Steele, and Addison, 
Then Franklin, Swift, with Bunyan (enough to make Savift 
limp), Xenophon, and Bacon (a real literary dish, as a treat), after 
which ask for More (Sir Thomas), and see that you get it. ‘ There ’s 
a picture for you ! ’ And the price sixpence each in cloth ; three- 
penc3 in paper; which, with the usual discouut for cash, means 
thirty volumes for half a sovereign ; and of such a whole sovereign 
reigning over Utopia might be proud. All these are at the command 
of General Public, on the March of InteReet to join forces with 
General Knowledge. They defile pest, salute, and are saluted in 
turn most heartily by “F. M. the Baron.” 


Archeological Mem. — Great discoveries are coming to light as 
regards the Chapel of the Rolls. Ho doubt the Buttresses will soou 
be found. Its architectural construction would have been imperfect 
without these, which would have constituted it The Rolls and 
Butteresses Chapel. Here a full dole of rolls aud hatter was given 
to every unbreakfasted applicant. In Waggons Ancient History, 
advertised as “ Jest out,” it is recorded how there was “ one Chap ill 
of the Hot Rolls and Butteresses ; and how after a ‘ full dole ’ he 
became ‘ dole-f ol.’ ” 

Chance of a Hovelty not to be lost.— From a recent number 
of the Manchester Guardian we extract this advertisement — 

A re You Giving a Party ?— Gentleman, accomplished mnsician, with un- 
exceptionable references, accepts invitations to professionally attend 
Evening Parties or Entertainments, to accompany soup, play dance music or 
solos, sing refined humorous songs a la Grossmith, i&c. — ^Address, &e. 

“ Au accomplished musician ” to “ accompany soup ” I There’s a 
treat I What ’s the tone ? What ’s the instrument r 


TiriE for the Colonial Secretary when raised to the 
Peerage,— “Lord Joe-Hannesburg.” 
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LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP. 

Fair {and immensely successful) Ncycelist, ** And now tblat yoxt *ti 8 BoraHT my new Novel, Mr. Bradall, and we ’ve sioned 
THE Agreement, may 1 ask ie it 's true that you don’t allow your Wife and Daughters to read my Books ? I was told 

BO LAST NIGHT.” 

Fminent Publisher, **A— A— A— -MY DEAR young Lad y—a— your admirably expressed but extremely advanced views on 

THK~A— THE SSX QUESTION, DON’T YOU KNOW— A— RENDER IT SOMEWHAT INEXPEDIENT FOR MB TO — A— TO— A My DAUGHTERS, 

THOUGH MARRIED, ABB STILL YOUNG. My WiFE IS NO LONGER SO— A— BUT ALTOGETHER, AS THE FATHER OF A FAMILY, YOU KNOW 
—A— I THINK THAT 

Fair Novelut, "You ’re quite right. I understand, and am very sorry and ashamed 1 But I can assure you there’s 
NOT A Line in the Book you ’vb just bought that mightn’t be bead by a Girl of Fiftsen!'’ 

[Searing this, Fhninent Publisher pulls such a long f ass thcd we ’ve been obliged to turn his head the other way. 


A JOURNALISTIC JUBILEE. 

[On the 2Ut inst. the Saily Sews completed its 
fiftieth year, celehrating the occasion of this 
anniversary by the issue of an extremely interest- 
ing Jubilee Kumber.] 

! ‘\LpEBAL Progress throughout the world I 
Fine theme for a fifty years’ retrospect, 
verily! ' 

Dickens the Daily Sews flag first unfurled, 
To-day, under Kobinson, floating right 
merrily. 

Long may it wave ! Bright spirits and brave, 
Since genial "Boz,” have fought under 
that hanner. 

Green hang the laurels o’er many a irrave 
Of friends who have fallen. In time- 
honoured manner 

To all such loved memories silently drink, 

But brim a brisk cup, with a cheer, to the 
li^iiig:!. [brink. 

Punch fills his own beaker to bubble-crowned 
His toast of "Long Life to the Daily 
News / ” giving. 

He, too. had his Jubilee,— not long ago, — 
And knows the mixed feelings, triumphant 
and tender. 

Of those who look hack, with a choke and a 

O’er ^ tiiat a fifty years* service can render 
To If reedom and Prwress, by wisdom or wit ; 
if or liberal souls blend good sense with gay 
laughter ; 


And follies by eloquence missed are hard hit, 
Sometimes, by the shaft of keen mirth that 
flies after. 

To wield blade and bauble is given to some, 

As proven by pens known to both of our 
pages. 

Political nous has no need to look glum,' 

And motley may sometimes be stooped to 
by sages. 

From Dickens to Lucy, my dear Daily News, 
Your columns of this furnish witness 
perennial, [Muse 

Punch drinks to yonr J ubilee now I May hia 
Have as pleasant a theme when you touch 
the Centennial I 

Queet,— A livery-stahle keeper advertises: 
'^^During the summer months the Coachmen 
wear^ Soots and Preeches, for which one 
shilling extra is chargedP Highly respect- 
able, as is also the charge. But axe not these 
more necessary in winter P H they wear boots 
and breeches in summer only, what do they 
do without them in winter f 

AN ECHO. 

Sis Ideal {as she dismisses him), "No! Go!” 
£[e {as he reaches the door), " Ho Go I ” 

Sthi. 10 BE Ajbzed. — About Dr, Jim's 
march we know something, hut not all. We 
can trace his general line of country, bnt 
how about the Ehodes? 


THE LAW AND THE LAUNDRY. 

["I should not be ashamed of being called a 
laundress’s son, if it were true, as I have known 
very many laundresses in my time .” — lord Fsh&r.j 

Yes, bound together by one rope 
The two professions march ; 

Some Judges know the use of " soap,” 

And more the use of " starch.” 

And when a Counsel, not too cute. 

Gets facts into a tangle, 

Their Lordships know, beyond dispute, 

That muddler how to "mangle.” 

The useful laundress much ’twould grieve 
If shirts were in arrears ; 

While suits entire our Judges leave 
To he " hung np ” for years. 

Then is there not a host of " stufis 
Would, were it no disgrace. 

Prefer the " getting up” of ouJSs 
To getting up a case ? • 

But— this remark the Bench can quath 
Should it he judged as slaud’ry, — 

If there ’s one thing that " will not wash,” , 
’Tis pride based on the laundry. j 

Lapsus Calami.— The Poet-Laureate dis- 
avows the statement, erroneously attributed 
to him, that he is about to relinquish the pen 
for the sword on being gazetted to the Q,ueen^s 
B ays. 
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THE NEW PHOTOGRAPHY. 

[ProfesBor Kontqbw, of ’Wtebnrg, has dia- 
coTered hoTT to photograph through a persoa^a 
body, giring a picture only of the boneo.] 

0, Eojtt&eit, then the news is true, 

And not a trick of idle lumour, 

That bids us each beware of yon, 

And of your grim and graveyard humour. 

We do not want, like Dr. Stoi, 

To take our flesh off and to pose in 

Our bones, or show each little rift 
And joint for you to poke your nose in. 

We only crave to contemplate 
Each other's usual full-dress photo ; 

Your worse than “ altogether ” state 
Of portraiture we bar in toto ! 

The fondest swain wonld scarcely prize 
A picture of his lady’s framework ; 

To gaze on this with yearning eyes 
Would probably be voted tame work I 

No, keep them for your epitaph. 

These tombstone- souvenirs unpleasant ; 

Or go away and photograph 
Mahatmas, spooks, and Mrs. B-s-nt I 


CONDENSED CONEIDENCE. 

{A Letter for Ladies^) 

My deae Etheiinda,— W e have been quite gay this week. Aunt 
Jemima gave a Cinderella on Tuesday, and all our friends assembled 
in great force. There were some novel and becoming dresses. I 
especially noticed a sweet harmony in yellow and green chiffon, the 
skirt being caught up with hunches of real Mandarin oranges. The 
wearer was a young Countess, whose portrait was rejected at the 
Academy the year before last. A pretty, sallow girl, with a nose 
rather too prononce, was gowned in hiick-dust Ugogne, the ceinture 
of Marie There se blue, with a short hated basque of gamboge. She 
wore Spanish chestnuts in the prickly pod arranged as a bouquet, and 
the ensemble was quite too perfect. Very striking, too, was a 
costume of toad-brown velvet, the broad eveque empire corsage 
terminating with a sharp grand monarque point, fastening on the 
right side with a cluster of marigolds, dahlias, and forget-me-nots. 

On Wednesday EaMYNTfiiTDE and I went to Lady CAULiPEa’s bdl, 
A Eussian Princess created quite a sensation by appearing in a black 
satin cosaque, embroidered in gold, and ornamented with malachite 
chains. 1 confess that the arrangement seemed to me somewhat 
outre, and not to he compared to the Duchess of Bbightoe’s creation 
of peat-coloured Patagonian tulle cut d la belle Margot, with revers 
en cascade of Honiton lace and endless wreaths of bottle-green 
carnations. On Thursday TJnole Noll took us to the New Gallery, 
where I came across two ver3r original toques, one being formed of 
the skin of a Tweed salmon with the scales perfectly preserved, the 
entourage being artificial flies ; the other constructed of marmoset fur 
with the head in front en lion, the eyes being emeralds, while the 
tail of the monkey was brought over the left shoulder a 
and terminated with a wee crystal watch. Uncle Non made us feel 
very xinoomfortable by repeatedly asking where the show of Spanish 
liquorice could he found. 

On Friday we had to get some presents for Anoelesta’s birthday, 
and at Cuipttesb and Duval’s 1 found such a delightful hlotting- 
nook, made of Thibet beeoh—a rich red wood, very like mihogany. 
The charm of the thing is that, directly the hook is opened, out 
junms a grand lama (the inkstand) with a penholder in his mouth, 
ready for use, Ebmyntbtjde bought a silver-guilt tortoise, which, 
on pressing a spring, puts out its head, and becomes a toast-rack. 


The Cry of a Hungry Biped. 

[“ On New Tear’s Day a number of ladies and 
gentlemen went to Acton, where the horses and 
donkeys at the Home of Rest where regaled with 
a dinner of carrots, bread, apples, and sugar.”] 

For four-legg’d beasts there ’s lots of stuff, 
But not for this barbarian. 

Oh I would that I were ass enough, 

To be a Yegetarian, 


L NOW “ Inquirer ” wishes to know if the war- 

song of the troops under the command of Dr. 
Jameson is Jimmy on the ‘ shoot f £oysP* ? 


Charley asked me to get him a gift as well (the poor fellow is 
working night and day on a starvation salary at the Colonial Office) ; 
80 we went to Rolltcx and Kasper’s, where, after giving a great 
deal of trouble to the very gentlemanlike yoxmg men who serve, we 
selected a very useful article— an umbrella, with a handle holding a 
knife, fork, spoon, and toothpick, all in silver. One of the young 
men who waited on us is so like the Duke of Pimlico, but perhaps 
more distingui. Naughty E. says, “ Noblesse oblige \ 
Last night we had a box at the Adelphi, and thonght that 
Mr. Teeriss, inhis kilt, was very like his daughter Ellaline, whose 
photo^aph 1 sent you as a Cnristmas card. We could not help 
clapping our hands at the patriotic speeches, just to show how we 
hated the Boers, though, to be sure, the j^ay is all about Egypt. 
Mats, ma mie la patrie toujours la patrie. Here is a good recipe for 
luncheon. Take half a dozen eggs, a pot of caviare, and the insides 
of six Spanish onions. Let them simmer together for four hours. 


Mats, ma mie la patrie toujours la patrie^ Here is a good recipe for 
luncheon. Take half a dozen eggs, a pot of caviare, and the insides 
of six Spanish onions. Let them simmer together for four hours. 
Then add an ounce of cinnamon, two pickled walnuts, and three 
nutmegs. Meantime stew a bladebone of beef with a pound of Peri- 
goid traffics and a bottle of champagne. Mingle the contents of 
the two casseroles together, boil, and serve with slices of French 
bread en branches You will find this an economical and appreciated 
plat. 

We all hope that this dreadful disagreement with the Emperor 
will not prevent our going to Hombnrg this year. Mais Dieu 
dispose ! Ever, dear, Tour loving Cousin, Eadj. 


A Birthday Card. 

To William II., German Emperor, King of Prussia; horn, January 27, 1859. 

All hail to thee, great Eaiser King I 
Away with melancholy I 
Time mes with telegraphic wing, 

And sometimes, too, does Folly. 

Inoppohttjne Publication".— Sir, — see an- advertisement of 
“FwwA and WagnaWs Standard Dictionary of the English Lan-^ 
guagef* Surely, Sir, never at any time, hut least of all just now, 
shomd there he found in our vocabulary any such word as ‘’Funk ” r 

Yonrs, Jingo be Jingo. 
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ON THE RIVIERA. 

She. *'I WONDER WHAT MARES THE MEDITERRANEAN lOOK SO BLUE?” 

ffe, “You ’d look Blue if eou ttati to wash the Shores of Italy I ” 


A LAY OY THE UNION JACK. 

{JBy a Patriotic Cockney.) 


And the sight of the hag that has swept the 
seas, 

Nor ever has known disgrace, 


Though I fed lese at home ou the DoTuding 


wave 

Than 1 do on the hrm dry land, ] 

I can spm you a yam of a right good oraf t 
That is true-Britifih owned ana manned. 

The winds may blow, and the storms may 
heat. 

And the hurricanes rage and roar, 

Ur.+ T 1 A .fi 


With the pride of his EngBsh race. 

At that gallant sight in my landsman’s heart 
I rejoice— and rejoice still more 
That I ’m only aboard of a road-oar ’bus. 
With the Union Jack at the fore I 


DICKENS UP TO DATE; 

Or, Fiction repeats itself. 

It was four in the afternoon, and Mrs. 
WiTiTTEELY xeclincd, according to custom, on 
the drawing-room sofa, while Kate read aloud 
the first paift of a romantic noyel in the newest 
fashionable quarterly, entitled The Savoy, 
which Alphonse the doubtful had procured 
from the library that very morning, . , , 
Kate read on : — 

“ Before a toilet that shone like the Altar of 
Notre Dame des Vietoires, Helen was seated 
in a little dressing-gown of hlack and helio- 
trope. The coiffeur Cosmi was caring for her 
scented chevelure, and with tiny silver tongs, 
warm from the caresses of the flame, made 
delicious intelligent curls, that fell as lightly 
as a hreath about her forehead and over her 
eyebrows, and clustered like tendrils round 
her neck. Her three favourite girls, Pappe- 
larde, Blanchemains and Loreyne, wailed 
immediately upon her with perfume and 
powder in delicate flagons ana frail casso- 
lettes, and held in porcelain jars the ravishing 
^ paints prepared by Chdtelinefor those cheeks 
^ and lips that had grown a little pale mth 
9 anguish of exile. . . , Millamant held a slight 

^ tray of slippers, Minette some tender gloves, 
La Popeliniere— mistress of the robes — was 
^ ready with a frock of yellow and yellow. La 
% Zambinella bore the jewels, Florizel some 
S flowers, Amadour a box of various pins, and 
^ Vadius a box of sweets . . . . 

^ “ * Cosmef said Helen, ‘ you have been 

^ quite sweet and quite brilliant, you have sur- 
passed yourself to-night.^ 

^ “ ‘ Madame flatters mef replied the antique 

L old thing, with a girlish giggle under his black 
% satin mask. • • • 

^ ‘ ‘ Helen slippedaway the dressing- gown^ross 

before the miiyor in a flutter of frilled things, 
and called Millamant to bring her the slippers. 

“ The tray was freighted with the most ex-- 
quisite and shapely pantoufles, sufficient to 
make Cluny a place of naught. There were 
7 shoes of grey and black and brown suMe, of 
white silk and rose satin, and velvet and 
sarcenet ; there were some of seagreen sewn 
loith cherry blossoms, some of red with willow 
branches, and some of grey with bright- 
winged birds. There were heels of silver, of 
ivory, and of gilt ; there were buttons so 
beautiful that the buttonholes might have no 
pleasure till they closed upon them; there 
were soles of delicate leathers scented with 
marichale, and linings of soft stuffs scented 
with the juice of July flowers. But Helen, 
finding none of them to her mind, called for a 
discarded pair of blood-red maroquin, dia- 

pered loith pearls. These looked very dis- 

,, tinguished over her white silk stockings, 
the ** Meantime, La Bopelinihre stepped for- 
ward with the frock, 

“ ‘ I shan't wear one to-nightf said Helen. 
Then she slipped on her gloves,'^ 

Bart “Oh, charming I” interrupted Kate’s 
patroness, who was sometimes taken literary. 
* ' Poetic, really. Read that description again, 
Miss Nickleby.’’ 

Kate complied, 

“ Sweet, indeed 1 ” said Mrs. Wititterly, 


But “the ship I love on^h^ ^Jurse will • LEmpbmto.— I t is a lopeful sign withasigii. “ So voluptuous, is it not? So 

Ixold tn these tunes of European trouble to know soft?” 

With the UnioTi .Tar»lr tl^ht onr old and esteemed friend Napoleon “ Yes, I think it is,” replied Kate, gently ; 


.hold 

With the Union Jack at the fore. 

Fair weather or foul, she ploughs along. 
Leaving fax astern the strand, 
A^many a towering sister bark 
We TOMB on the starboard hand. 

And, Westward ho 1 as we bear away, 

I can count stout ships galore, 

our w^e, and ahead, that fly 
The Union Jack at the fore. 


Boltonparto has been “appointed to 

vacant Taxing Mastership.” He ^1 he any- “Close the book. Miss Nickleby,” said 
tbmg but a “vacant” taxing master. For Mrs, Witittebly, “I can hear nothing 
this motive he quits the firm of Bolton and more to-day. I should be sorry to distorb 
Mote ; so the castle of business in which he the impression of that sweet description, 
was one of the towers of strength is stiU pro- Close the book.” 
tested by the Mote. May the new Taxing Kate complied, not unwillingly. 

Master not overtax his strength! And so Nicholas Nickleby, Chap. XXTIII. 

Mote %t be! _ {mutatis mutandis). 


the “ very soft.” 
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EOUNDABOUT READINGS. 

Strained Belations in the Kennel. 

I AH begiimmgr to ezpeiienoe some of the unoomfoxtahle resnltB of 
educating my dogs up to the Spectator standard, and, in order that 
others may take warning ere it is too late, 1 propose to set down 
a brief history of what has happened during the past week amongst 
the highly>intelligent dogs who have kindly agre^ to share with me 
my humble dwelling, and to leave for my use one or two of the most 
uncomfortable chairs to be found in it. I need scarcely say that the 
sofas and armchairs have long ago been xecognised as the ezolusive 
property of the dogs. 

Of course, everybody knows that if dogs are only allowed to live 
long enough in the soeieiy of human beings, they eventually reach 
such a high pitch of intelligence that they begin to feel the want of 
speech. The scope of their feelings, their desires, and their thoughts 
becomes enlarged, and they yearn for some more accurate medium of 
expression than is adSorded by barkiog, tail- wagging, or coratching 
at a door, eloquent as these may somet^es be made. (Has anybody, 
by the way, ever owned a dog who did not constantly post himself on 
the wrong side of a door ? A considerable part of my life is spent in 
getting up and opening doors for dogs. matter how carefully 1 1 
may inveigle the dogs into a room, the result is always the same. 
In the space of Bve minutes after I have sat down and composed 
myself every dog wiU, by some magic means, have vanished, and a 
furious scratching or a melancholy whining will announce that they 
all wish to come back again, So when 1 have left the house with 
apparently the whole pack, a few seconds afterwards the vision of 
two or three excited dog-faces at the garden-window, and a series of 
agonised ululations wiU prove to me that some of them must have 
run back at the last moment— probably to fetch whatever is the canine 
equivalent of a handkerchief or a matchbox. This, however, as 1 
have said, is by the way.) 

' Boas, then, understanding more or less what is said to them, and 
recognising in speech the best method of expression, begin, after a 
time, to want to be able to speak. Fortunately I have managed, to 
some extent, as I explained some weeks ago, to gratify this wish by 
means of the Canine Cogitatowaph, or thought-register, adapted to 
dogs of all breeds and sizes. A curious Indirect result of this con- 1 
trivance has been, however, that my [dogs, as the sequel will] 


show, are able not only to communicate their thoughts to me, 
but also to understand much more plainly all that I say, and to 
converse with one another with far greater force and variety than 
before. They are, in fact, becoming too human, and 1 am afraid 
I shall have to part with them. When I acquired them I looked for 
the companionship of real dogs, not of human beings disguised with 
four legs, tails, and fur coats. 

I MUST explain again that my pack numbers five. There is 
Nellie^ the deerhound, whose virtues I need not farther describe, as 
she plays no part in the story I am about to tell. Then there are 
Don and Boy, the two St. Bernards, aged about twenty months. I 
Don is an enormous animal, not yet fully developed, but weighing 
already eleven stone, and measuring very close on thirty-three 
inches at the shoulder. He is the kindest and best-tempered dog in 
the whole world, one huge lump of affectionate good nature. His 
brother Boy is a smaller, but perhaps a handsomer dog. His head 
is broader, his nose shorter, his body more compact, and his limbs, 
on the whole, better knit together.' He is a dog of immense strength, 
and of a wild, teasing, rompmg disposition, rather shy with strangers, 
but very affectionate with bis intimates. I think the soul of some 
high-spirited, clever, mischievous undergraduate has found its incar- 
nation in Boy, There are deep wrinkles on his forehead and over 
his eyes that give his face a peculiar whimsical and pathetic expres- 
sion. He has a great admiration and liking for the butcher, but, 
oddly enough, pursues the butcher's cart up the lane with a relent- 
less animosity which is apt to terrify quiet people who meet him on 
one of these razzias. Both these dogs adore children ; and it is a 
comical sight to see them standing one on each side of a youngster of 
five, and all but lifting him into the air as they lick his face with 
theii great tongues. One other point about them deserves mention. 
They overfiow with sjrmpathy. You have only to sit down and 
pretend to cry or to be in pain to have them rushing across the room 
with howls, upsetting chairs or tables as they come, until they can 
smother you under an avalanche of clumsy caresses. 

Hen, the retriever, is a quiet dog, devoted to his professiou and 
very intelligent, a dog with de^, eloquent eyes, and a matrons, wavy 
hlaok coat. Bufus, the spaniel, is a brown dog, and supplies un- 
consciously the comio element in the kennel. He has the most 
absurd way of gazing at you with his bulging, amber eyes, wMe he 
wags his stump of a tail at the*rate of about a million to the minute. 
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He is very affecstionate and very jealous ; a pat or a kind word to 
one of the other dogs is enough to arouse Hufus from, the deepest 
slumber in order that he may at once claim ms share of atontaon. 
He is also rather masterful, and being comparatively a little dog 
he is apt to resent ihe rough, good-humoured gambols of the St. 
Bernards. He is deeply convinced that he is superior to the whole 
of the rest of them put together. 

How I noticed during the^ last few days that Rufus has been 
employing his leisure in burying odd biscuits and stray bones in 
various parts of the garden. For instance, when I ^ave him a 
biscuit file other day, instead of eagerly scrunching it as is his 
custom, he kept it in his mouth, and looked at me with a con- 




was unable to see me. Having waited a short time he trotted off 
to a convenient flower-bed, and began to scrape a hole. In this 
he carefully deposited his biscuit and then set to work to rub 
the earth back with his broad and foolish brown nose. Having 
carefully smoothed the place all over he came back to me looking 
as if nothing had happened, though his tell-tale nose had upon 
it a pyramid of earth quite an inch higfh. It may be thought 
that buried these scraps of food in order to have a stcre 
for future emergencies. Hot at all. I discovered tha*’, to use 
his own expression, he had been “ pegging out claims ” in the 
garden, and hy this time he imagines himself to have proprietary 
rights over the whole place. 

We have, of course, all been very much excited by the forei|rn 
iutelligenoe of the past few weeks, and the other morning, while 
Rufus was apparently sleeping, someone read out aloudthe G-erman 
Emperor’s extraordinary telegram to President Kruger. Rufus 
took no notice at the time, hut, as the result shows, he had evidently 
heard, had been flred with admiration, and had resolved on the first 
opportunity to imitate. After lunch on the same day, Ren had 
retired to smoke a quiet hone in a comer of the garden that he 
particularly affects. Roi/, who is. I am sorry to say, rather a greedy 
dog, observed the hone from a distance, and the waters of desire 
began to trickle from his mouth. He decided to make an attempt 
to ]§ossess himself of it. Ren, however, who had temporarily de- 
posited his hone, was fullv aware of what was passing in JBoy’a mind , 
and accordingly when Roy advanced, looking as if he had urgent 
businssstotallyuuconnectedwlthahoneinthat comer of the garden, 
Ren sprang up, and seized the invader hy the ear. So resolute was 
the retriever’s demeanour that Roy, oppressed with a sense of 
I knavery, iuooutinently turned and fled. Here was Rufuses oppor- 
















BELLICOSE PREPARATIONS. 

The proposed Giraffe Corps on Active Service. 


he had said; IreaditoiS inuaediatelyontheCogitatograph: “Icon- “the course my rase I shall have to 

gratnlate yin with all my heart on laying repulsed dartardly ^ P^^n^se of illustetion, I sh^ find 

Sion of Itoh-roy, freebooter, without the interyention of any feenSy 7^® «« assooiated.with me mvaluable. 

powers. (Signed) Mufw, JR. % Z” Bm hadmade a suitable repl^ Cambridge were distinguished members 

fte that he would defend the independence of his helovef bone X T:,X:An„u. „„ n. — ™-ii 


powers, ^bignedj 

the effect that he wvujLu. U.CXQU.U. liuo xuu.cuciiu.vuw UA UOiUYCO. cone i /ri T J n >1 -ii x* 

to his last gasp. Judge, Quite so. Of course you will use your discretion. 

' ® Second Leader, And as the matter has been mentioned, my Lord, 

The consequences of this ridiculous action on Rufus's part are ^ is only right to say that, as during the conrse of this case 

very distressing. Roy and Don, who had of course heard the I. shall have to show how a game of Hap was played, I cannot 
message delivered, are both furious, Don says that he is far from disps^is© with the services of my friends. I may mention that Mr, 
widiing to defend every action that Roy may take, hut after all. Briefless (whose face may possibly be better known to your 
blood is thicker than water, and he is not going to endure the pre- Liordship than his voice) is a very clever amateur actor. Daring the 
posterous airs of a bandy-legged upstart like Rufus, Ren is not i^st twenty or thirty year she has been giving readings of RLamUtvoA 
too pleased. He says he can defend himself without the intervention absolutely distinct from those made familiar to the public hy 

of anybody, and has no intention of being patronised hy Rufus, In Henry Irving and the late Mr. Charles Mathews. 
fact, that unfortunate spaniel is at the present moment the most Judge, I have not the least doubt of Mr. Briefless’s ability, 

unpopular dog I have ever known, and all on acoonnt of a moment’s ^ wou'^d point out that, as a rule, a Queen’s Counsel is satisfied 
rashness inspired hy hearing the Emperor’s telegram read aloud. 1 "^th the assistance of (at most) two members of the Junior Bar. 
have had to give Rufus a room to himself, and to keep him carefully Leader, Just so, my Lord. But no donbt it will he fresh in 

out of the way of the St. Bernards. I scarcely like to think what I^^rdship’s memory that recently Mr. Ayort showed how a 

the end of it all may he, smcide or murder might be_committed_in a cab with the assistance . 

■ - ■ — of his learned friend Mr, Biron.* How I would not for a moment | 


OBJECT LESSONS FOE THE BAE. 


suggest that the great dearth of business in these courts has 

... aT- • J W 1. . .«.• . ...... . . 


T T 15 I cs v • -rrr yy anything to do With the matter, but it is uudoubtedly opcn to obscr- 

bCBi^ ja ^ C/owr^ of Law, Judge on JJewoA, Sihcitors %n JFell, vatiou that certainlv any thinar that can he done to nut business 


Silks m the pew reserved for them, 
members of the Junior Rar, 


Rack seats crowded with 


vatiou that certainly anything that can he done to put husiness 

The Judge (interrupting). Yes, yes; I understand. But I am 
afraid that the matter may end in disappointinent. But that is a 


First JUader p-ising and addressing the Court), I appear, my point that the Taxing Master must decide. 
Lor^ with my ftiends, Messrs. Blacrstone, Coes, Bacon, Holt. Roth Leaders, As your Lordship pleases. 

awiil T.-rrrrpTTDiflrrtwr .pnv # .Ct.*x_ J \ * * r cv .1 * . ^ ,1 « 


and Lyttlexon, for the plaintiff . (Sits down,) ’ ’ 

Second Leader (fdhwing suit). And I, my Lord, with my friends, 
Messrs. Briefless, Dtoup, Roe, Doe, and Justinian Cockbubn, for 
the defendant ’ 


The Judge (courteously), I do not wish to interfere at so early a nif; of • i t 

stage. But I would suggest to-leamed counsel wearing silk, that Institute. Is this to 

there seems to me rather an excessive use of stuff in this matter. -Ke-Moter date r 


L excessive use of stuff in this matter. 

[Laughtet, 


IScene closes in upon the prospect of a coming contest “re costs,'^ 
* Rally Chronicle, January 15, 1896, 

In rs “ Motor.”— There is to be a grand exhibition of Motor 
iwiages at the Imperial Institute. Is this to be in May, or at a 


The Chartered South African Co.— “A Chartered Libertine.” 
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THE PATEIOT’S VADE 
MECm 

{Compiled on Senthnental Plus 
Commerdchl Principles ) 


Question, You consider war 
a curse ? 

Answer, Certainly; and one 
that should be avoided at 
almost any cost. 

Q. But you would not sacri- 
fice the honour of your country 
to secure peace ? 

A, No; but then “honour” 
is an elastic term, having more 
than one signification, 

Q, Yon would reverence the 
Army and Navy ? 

A, Unquestionably, The 
more especially in referring to 
them in a speech delivered at 
the fag end of a charity dinner. 

Q You would increase both 
Services ? 

A. To any limit, at the in- 
stigation of the writer of a 
soul-stirring leading article. J 

Q. You would cheer a song 
with a refrain ending with 
“England,” or “Fatherland.” 
or “Yiotoria” ? 

A, To the echo. And my 
applause would be the louder 
if bestowed from the audi- 
torium of a comic opera house 
or a theatre of varieties, 

Q, But would not war spell 
“disaster”? 

A, Yes, in shape'of famine. 

Q, And yet you have nothing 
but enthusiasm for bellicose 
ballads ? 



A YOUNG REPUBLICAN. 


Little Lord Charles, “Oh, /'m going to be an Omnibus Conductor, 

WHEN I GROW TIP.” 

Fair Americm, “But tour Brother *s going to be A Dukb, isn't he?” 
L, L, G, “ Ah, tes ; but that ’s about all he ’s fit for, you know I ” 


A, To be sure. But then it 
must be remembered that songs 
are harmless until their words 
cease to he syllables and be- 
come deeds. 

Q. Then, in spite of spirited 
leading articles and Jingo 
minstrelsy, you would act 
with moderation ? 

A, Yes, as represented by 
the Government. 

Q, And you would prefer 
rumours of war to war itself ? 

A, Naturally; for theformer 
have all the advantages of 
martial glory without the 
drawbacks. 

Q, But, supposing that it 
turned out after careful con- 
sideration — after taking into 
acoount the possibility of 
seizing foreign colonies and 
securing the remainder of the 
world’s carrying trade ~ it 
seemed likely that war might 
be profitable, would you then 


A, No ; for then hostilities 
would have come within the 
bounds of business. Once prove 
that a good general row will 
yield dear old England a safe 
four per cent , and Britannia 
will draw her sword, and let her 
lion not only growl, but bite. 


Anticipatory op Febru- 
ary 14. — ^In view of the meet- 
ing of Parliament Sir William 
Haecourt is preparing to send 
Mr. J. Chamberlain a Trans- 
vaalentine. 


THE BOOK OF THE WEEK. THE SAVELOY. 

I.— Mysteries op the Human Heart, 

Is the world coming round to my point of view after all, and is the 
great heart of the nation beginning to recog aise that what iuterests 
me must he the most important factor in life ? Here is a charming 
magazine, written by contributors who have the full courage of the^ 
woman's creed, and very refreshing it is to turn from the morbid 
philosophy of the Besantine school of literature to the sweet fresh air 
of the new world to which jMi. Weirdsley and his colleagues take 
us. There is not an article in the volume that one can put down 
without feeling the better and the purer for it. 

II.— An Idyll op the Seaside, 

I have neither fear nor shame in printing the following extract 
from a breezy article by the editor, 

Margate, 1895. By Simple Symons, 

I went to Margate this year by the excursion-train with the intention of 
remairiing only for the eight hours of vulgarity without fun that we trijipers 
are promised, and I remained from Saturday till Monday ! What is it in 
this so little watering-place that appeals to the poet, and that turns us all, 
at our moments, into helpless and drivellmg idiots ? . . . 

Ah ! but the beach on a sunny morning ! What a feast of colour, of move- 
ment, of so various ouiioaities ! Here is the smart brandy-ball man with his 
paper cap, here the quaint seller of old-world pebbles.^ On certain mornings 
negro minstrels perform on the sands. You cannot imagine anything more ! 
delicious. These, it should be said, are not real negroes ; they are simply ordi- ■ 
nary white men, with their faces painted black. How amusing it all was, how I 
interesting they were, how they invited to the wandering of vague emotion ! 

I had my own little romance on the beach— the most absurd of httle I 
romances. Still! 

There was an old bathing-woman, known as Martha Gunn. She 
avoided me in so marked a manner that I saw she was in love with me. 
Once, when I smiled at her, she waved at me,^ as in mock defiance, a little, 
teeny bathing-dress. Sometimes she would sit on the steps of a bathing 
machine, knitting. I thought once of kissing my hand to her. But, after 
all, was it worth wMe ? Yet it would have pleased her, my dear old friend, 
whom I never knew, but who, I knew, loved me. More than all others, 
Martha Gunn seemed to sum up Margate for me. . . . 

This plaintive philosophy will come home to many as a revelation 
and a hope. 

III.— Uneasy lies the Head that wears a Crown, 

The article from which I sul join an extract, and which if deeply 
interesting in the present political crisis, will, I venture to think, add 


much to the making or the marring of the joys and sorrows of those 
who Hve in what the Decadents and the Ibsenites choose to call “ the 
end of the century.” 

A Fine Child, By Max Merehoom, 

I first saw him last suinmer, in the Isle of "Wight, clapping his chubby 
little hands, and crowing with dehght as he sailed his toy-ship. A fine child 
he is, fond of his rocking-horse, fonder stiH of playing with soldiers. For 
the rest, I find but one slight stain on his infant life. He is a trifle 
quarrelsome, and, when other children fight, he will run and kiss the victor, 
or hit the vanquished with his clenched fist. Once he looked his little brother 
up in a cupboard for doing something that displeased him. He prefers smer^ 
kraut even to MeUin’s food, and dearly loves a musical box that plays “Die 
Wacht amIthemP He cannot bear to leave his toy-'boats at nom©.^ He 
cries when he goes out, and says to his nurse “ Kleine Billie wants Sohiffo.” 
He is perhaps a trifle spoilt. He should be, while there is yet time, placed 
judiciously in the comer, or deprived, it may be, of pudding. Bin wmig 
Geduld / He may yet grow up to he a great and good man. 

lY.— T he Moral Tone. 

And now we come to Mr, Weibdsley’s work. Tinder Ludgate 
Sill is a novel rather of character than of adventure. It is chiefly 
remarkable for its terse, vigorous style, its absolute truthfulness to 
nature, and — more important than all the rest— its high moral tone. 
The character of the excellent Mrs, Marsuple is superbly developed, 
while Claud and Clair are creations— they seem to live. This book 
should be on every schoolroom table ; every mother^ should present it 
to her daughter, for it is bound to have an ennobling and purifying 
infiuence. Here is a powerful description of the refreshment-bar of 
Messrs. Spiers and Pond 

.... The refreshment-table was freighted with the most exquisite and 
shapely delicacies, sufficient to make Buzzards’ a place of naught. On quaint 
pedestals of every sort stood bottles of cherry-brandy, of gingerbeer, of lime- 
j uice cordial. Marmalade and j am were in frail porcelain p ots. There were j am- 
tarts that seemed to stain the table, bath-buns baked to the utmost, and flecked 
with tiny dead flies, macaroons of all sorts, and sandwiches cut like artificial 
flowers. There were seed-cakes sown with caraway-seeds, gingerbread twisted 
into cunning forms, and sausage-rolls so beautiful that the teeth ndght have 
no pleasure until they closed upon them. . . . Some of the barmaids had put 
on delightful little fringes dyed in reds, and yellows, and some wore great 
white aprons after the manner of the New Magdalen. They w^e mlfinced 
by the approach of the Bovril, that was served by waiters dressed in black. 

Have I not said enough about the “ Saveloy ” to show that no 
family should be without it ? J* F* 


TOL. ON. 


F 
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THE STORY OF FIDGETY WILHELM. 

[From ** StruwwelpeUr^' Up to Bate.) 

“ Let me see if Wilhelm can 
Be a little gentleman ; 

Let me see if he is able 
To tit still for once at table 
Thns papa bade Will bebave, 

Whilst mamma looked very grave. 

But fidgety Will 
H e icont sit still ; 

He wriggles and jiggles, with nose in air, 
And fiasteis and blusters, and tilts his chair, 
Jnst like any bucking horse. 

“ Wilhelm! We are getting cross 

See the tiresome restless child 
Growing still more rude and wild, 

Till his chair tilts over quite I 
Wilhelm yells with all ms might, 
Grabbing at the cloth, but then 
That makes matters worse again. 

Cloth dragged off, with Wilhelm fall 
Soup- tureen, knives, forks, and all. 

Poor mamma does fret and frown 
When she sees them tumbling down ; 
Poor papa makes a wry face ; 

Fidgety Will ’s in dke disgiacel 

New Name eor ihe late Commanlee- 
in-Chief in Cuba.— Marshal Decampos. 

Of CouESE.—The second number of the 
Minute is announced. 


THE THESPIAN TRAIN. 

(Extract from a Biary,) 

Monday,— kiteiX good night’s rest, started 
for Newcastle. Gave two entertainments en 
route in saloon carriage. Crowded both turns. 
Matinee successful. Two afternoon per- 
formances to different passengers returning 
to London. Arrived in town in time for the 
evening’s entertainment. Started again by 
special for Orkney Islands at 11.30 p.m. 

Tuesday, — Rehearsing new piece en route. 
Supper at 2 a.m. Arranged business of Second 
Act in stdoon at 4 a.m. Breakfast. Gave 
entertainment in the waiting-room. Capital 
business. Largest receipts on record. 
Performance to passengers travelling by same 
train. Tea. Dressed in cab. Got back to 
town in capital time for evening performance. 
Started at 11.30 p.m. for Edinbnrgh. 

Wednesday,— Qxi^ixmATSf “before dawn” 
rehearsal of new piece. Introduced novel 
feature for passengers by same train — 
“ Dramatic Breakfast.” Played in refresh- 
ment-carriage during the meal. Enormous 
success. Three curtains. Travelling stage 
“fi-i up” just what was wanted. Edin- 
burgh matinee a triumph. Started for 
return journey by special. Rehearsed new 
piece. Picked up double saloon-carriage con- 
taining audience en route^ and gave special 
performance in it. Returned to town in 
excellent time for usual London programme. 
Left at 11.30 for Torquay. 


Uncertain with my words 
during midnight rehearsal. By doctor’s ad- 
1 vice, took ten minutes for lunch. Torquay a 
success. Returned immediately afterwards. 
Extended the “ drop-carriage scheme.” Gave 
three separate performances in three double- 
saloon carriages. After London show, started 
at 11. 30 p.m. for Dublin. 

Friday, — Bad passage. on steamer 

to rather a poor house. Thoroughly Irish, wel- 
come. Doctor says I am “knocking myself 
up.” Ordered me to sleep. Had a draught, 
and played in my slumbers. Suppose London 
show was all right. Left for Bath at 11. 30. 

Saturday, — Gave early performance at 
Bath because we had to be back for the London 
matinee at 2.34. Rested en route by doctor’s 
orders. After second performance in town 
theatre at 8.30, gave special entertainment at 
the Harmonium Club. Su^er. No sleep. 

Sunday,— kiteir leaving Harmonium Club, 
caught 8 o’clock train for Dover. Arrange- 
ments of the L. C. and D. Railway, as usual, 
capital. Managed to give short performance 
on board the boat in mid-Channel. Arrived 
at Calais. Twenty minutes’ play during feed- 
ing interval. Lunched in train. No sleep. 
Arrived in Paris. Dressed in cab. Played 
before a French audience. Enthusiastic 
reception. Back again. Gave second per- 
formance at Amiens. Early breakfast. Dead 
beat. Just in time. Oh, dear I , . . . Heavy j 
gale in Channel 1 .... Oh! where is the 
doctor? * * ^ * 

Han well Resting. 





EOUNDABOUT EEADING8. 
The Alaems of Mothbbs. 


minutes later the necessary purchases were concluded, two dozen 
macaroons being added at the last moment, and the heavily loaded 
foraging column staggered homeward in triumph with its booty. 


Bubino the past ten days or so, the mothers of Great Britain have subject of mothers. I once had the privilege of 

teen bidding goodbye to then belovm son^ To O^ord and Cam- at home with a very massive and powerful heavy-weight 

bridge, to Trinity College, Babhn, to Eton, Harrow, Eugby, Fettes, oarsman, whose strength and stamina in the University boat-race 
Loretto, and countless other schools wi^ great reputations and "been universsdly admired. In accepting his mother’s invitation, 

I nwsM M AM U^AvtAK I^AvmA'A iH « A nn n A« "in ■ . .1 1 T 1 1 J 1 


good adTioe from bott l^enta. To the father it pertains to urge his ^ ^ jeHcate frame reamres plenty of wholesome food, and it 

son to grater m^tol activity, to warn him as to the crushing efieots ^ f w I am sure, to continue to go to hed early so as 

m after life of failure in examinations, to inculcate pmotuahty, ^ ^ ^ gj ’ gg pogjihle every night. I will do my best 

ohedienpe, and(m the case of mdergraduatw) a discreet manage- j stayvrith you to persuade him to take very great care of 

himself.” When I arrived I was welcomed as though! had been a 
self with tos bodily welfwe. She provides him wito a hamper, she ^ It, tTau-rv ’b mother: “You are the only one of Habm's 

implores him not to catch cold, she is eloquent on the snbieot of ^ said that dear lady to me, “ who sees that Hasbt is over- 

sooks and fl^el und^ear, she hegs him to avoid the terrible ^ this dreadful rowing. He looks strong, I know, hut in 

reality he is delicate and terW liable to colds. Have you ever 
to Efe^ and limb entafled by f^tball. _ Tout grm^t^r, she gggjj jjj gj jjjg g^g gj sneezing ? They are most severe, and 

^® “^4 healthy at the gggj^ g, shake him to pieces. Of course, he is wilful, and refuses to 

age of eighty. The logical inferenra is of course obvwus : ahstmn ]jg(^gjj g, jgg mother, but now that I have your influence to support 
footb^, and you will hve to be a vigorous and bedtby octo- j^g pgjgapg gg ygn i)g a little more reasonable.” In fact, I dis- 
genaiiaa. But sons, like all other males, a ie hopelessly dlogioal. eoyerod that this picked specimen of health, strength, and_ endurance 

■n-i-ni T +vi_T, T j 1 14 -ii. V i. i. it was considered by his dear mother to be a frafl and delicate plar t 

Hi:M,I tlu^I maymdulge myself witoashortby-ae-wayon requiring constant care and attention. I never had so much 
the suhj wt of hampws. Y^rday my advioe was rougM hy a small difficulty in making my peace with anyone as I had with Haebt 
frirad who ^s about to reton to, the house of toiL He was pro- ^gg^ g/ discovered Wt I had done in a moment of ill-timed levity. 
ceediDg witb bia even more diminutive brother in the direction of the 

village grocer, in order to bny something for the terminal hamper, _ i i a. j. n. x i. Va 4.««,rAnv*vi» 

but he wished to know how hest to employ tha money intrusted to ^ letter from a mother to her son who was travelling 

him by his mother for that pxupose. ‘‘ What do you think of Continent : 

orange ? ” he ai^ed. I suggested that oranges were a cold fruit at Mr dabuno Bot, — I am thankful to hear you have arrived safe 
this lime of year, “ But you can take ’em to bed, you know, and and sound with dear WixiT. Ever since you left frightful disasters 
warm them up a bit first. Besides,” he continued, “ you can have been before my mind. First of all there was a short telegram i 
make pigs out ef orange peel, and put them on the French master’s in the papers announcing a train wrecked (the very day you were 
desk; and you can make spifiSlng sets of false teeth.” This settled travelling) between Abbeville and somewhere else. Of coraw, I 
tbe matter ; a dozen oranges were decided cm. “ Any jam P ” I pictured you and Willt buried beneath horrible splinters, with the 
asked. “ Eather. GCwo pots o f ap ricot, three pots of stiawgogs, and engine mowly setting fare to you both, and no means of esca^, 
three pots of goosegogs.^’ “What about potted sbrimps?” 1 in- except by axes that might hack off your arms and legs before the 
OLtured. Oh my, of course we ’U have jotted shrimps, won’t we, doctors, arrived. As no further accounts of the disaster followed 1 
i)icK t ” Bicb’s eyes glistened ; enthusiasm hurst from every began to be easy, although I had already imparted such fearful and 
feature. “ Chuck her up for potted dirimps,” he remarked, in a sinister forebodings to my cook that she was evidently q.uite 
tone of deep conviction. “Acake?”^ I hinted. “ Oh, we’ve got a certain you were in that train, and must have been deeply dis- 
eake ready at home, a regTar whopper, full of currants.” A few appointed by your card yesterday morning announcing your safe 
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GOLF IS BEING PLAYED VERY MUCH IN EGYPT. 


arrival at Madrid. StiU, she has been cheered up by the evening 
papers last night about a smash to a Brussels train. Well, ihank 
heaven, you were not in ihat one. At first I thought you might 
have been, hut on reflection I found that Madrid ana Brussels were 
not necessarily direct stations on each other’s lines. Do, do take 
care of yourself, and wrap up well if you go out at night. Nothing 
is so deceptive, I am told, as a warm day in Spain. And above 
all things, see that you have dry sheets in the hotels. Many a young 
life has been cut ofi by damp sheets.” 

The fact of the matter is that the dear creatures revel in 
aimeties and in carefully-planned alarms. If the nature of things 
fails to provide them with a reasonable cause for apprehension, they 
never fail to invent one for themselves. And yet, who would 
charge that “pleasing, anxious being,” a mother, for a being made 
of sterner stufi Froin our earliest days onward, in our schoolboy 
troubles, in the difS-culties that beset the undergraduate, in the cares 
and disappointments that lie about the path of the man, it is to our 
mothers that we turn by instinct in the sure confidence of being 
comforted and encouraged. And who, in the time of our little 
successes, ydll bear our ba^er with so bold a hand, and declare our 
triumph with so clear a voice as a mother ? Friends may f^ away 
from us, sorrow and pain may set their mark upon our faces, all the 
world may speak ill of us, but the love of a mother sliines unchanged 
and unchangeable upon her wayward sons. 

I BEAD the other day an account of the capture of a poacher by the 
police. In a struggle with the keepers he had given and taken some 
hard knocks, and had eventually escaped. After an active search 
of three days, the police tracked him down, and caught him in a 
shed adjoining his mother’s cottage. She was giving him a cup of 
milk when the guardians of the law broke in upon them. “ Let him 
have the milk,” she said; “he’s had none too much to eat or 
[ drink these last days.” What did it matter to her that he was a 
poacher, and had knocked a keeper down. To her he was still a son ; 
she still thought of him as the little fellow whose courage and bold 
ways had been her pride and her fear years ago, I have no particu- 
! lar sympathy with those who batter keepers, but I hope this 
pwrtioular poacher was allowed to drink his milk before they marched 
him away from his poor old mother’s sight to the lock-up. 

And so let me end with Hood’s beautiful lines 


IN MEMORIAM. 

Prince Henry Maurice of Battenlerg died at sea^ r/ the effects of 
African fever ^ incurred in tTie Ashanti Campaign, on 
Janumry 20, 1896. 

“ Unto each man his fate.” ’Twas his to fall 
In a campaign else bloodless ; yet may all 
True victory’s laurels deck this Prince’s pall. 

A brave man facing duty with stout heart 
Knows not, nor heeds, whence flies the fatal dart ; 

To await it calmly is the hero’s part. 

In patriot battle’s keen blood-stirring close 
A man might chose to die, but history knows 
Her noblest oft have fallen to unseen foes. 

They serve who wait, England’s great singer ssith. 

He who on duty’s road encounters death, 

, With proud content may j ield his latest breath. 

All England grieves with her whom England’s crown 
Shields not from sorrow ; nor its love, deep down 
In myriad bosoms, from fate’s adverse frown. 

And her, the all-faithful daughter, loving wife,-— 

The People’s heart, perplext with sounds of strife, 

And rumours wild wherewith the realm is rife. 

Yet turns to her in this her hour of grief ; 

Praying for her Heaven’s balm, of boons the chief, 

The solace of home-love and high belief. 


Gaze upon her living eyes, 

And mirror back her love for thee, — 
Hereafter thou may’st shudder sighs 
To meet them when they cannot see. 
Gaze upon her living eyes ! 


Pray for her at eve and morn, 

That Heavenmay long the stroke defer, 
For thou may’st live the hour forlorn 
When thou ^t ask to die with her. 
Pray for her at eve and mom ! 


An Imperial Question. 

[The German Emperor has stopped the fitting out at Cowes oi the yacht 
White Heather, which he had hired for a trip to the Mediterranean.] 

0 Kaiseb, what we are most eager to know 
Is why you give up the White Heather f 
It is not we are sure that you ’d willingly show 
On your nautical cap the white feather. 


“COME HITHEE, HUBERT!” 

That artful necromancer, Hubert Hebkomeb, R.A., who holds us 
enchanted by his skill, causing ns to wonder at his daring, admire 
his pluck, and his infinite capacity for taking pains, is now throwing 
an entirely new and, indeed, an electric light on the ancient Black 
(and White) art. He begins with a ‘ ‘ positive process.” Some persons 
never in a lifetime get be^rond this. These ^‘positivists” employ a 
process so positive, and believe in themselves, as royalists believe in 
a monarch who can “ do no wrong.” But this is not the case with our 
gentle professor Hubert : professor and eke a practiser. He goes from 
the “positive” process to the “comparative,”— comparing oilier results 
with those whieh he has already obtained, — and from the “compara- 
tive” he arrives at the “ superlative,” which he tells us in his lecture 
is superlatively satisfactory, and is destined 1o supersede the more 
laborious road, as the railway has superseded the coach. “In no 
method of black and white work that is known to me,” says our 
Hubert, “is rapidity of workmanship so safe and so satisfactory.” 
By this new metiiod the artist, who is to he Ms own reproducer, will, 
iu a jiffy (so to speak, and not guoting^ the words of the Master), 
readily reach the masses with autograpMo touch, so that anyone with 
a tatte for real art, but lacking the means to gratify it, may acquire 
a genuine article, whose originator '^dessinit engravedit dedit et 
sineditf^ for some ridiculously small sum within the capacity of the i 
shallowest uooket. “ Oliver asks for more.” We would hear further 
of tMs, anon. j 


A Gampish Remark.— From the Yenve Monni^ et ses Fils 
A Chance in his Absence.— Who does not remember the excellent inquiry it appears, from the evidence, that the Veuve Monnier was 
me-like portrait of “Dr, Jim,” painted by Professor Hubert an invention of the ingenious person who started the company. 
Herkombr, R.A., exhibited at Burlington House? It was “a Evidently, as “there never was no seoh person,” the English 
speaking likeness.” Could it oblige us, now, with some information? translation of “ Veuve Monnier ” is “ Mrs. Harris.” 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


[Februaky 1, 1896. 



DRAWING-ROOM INANITIES. 

*I WaNDEBi YOU 'be not afraid OF OOING TO NiCE AFTER THOSE TERRIBLE 

Earthquakes 1 

THE^ToWin^* those things ARE ALWAYS CONFINED TO THE POORER QUARTERS OF 


THE TWO SENATOES. 

(ifr. Funch of Fleet Street to Mf. Wdlcctt of 
Washieifftcm.) 

[“When I hear . . . that the people of the Bril ish 
lelps, m defence of TThat they deem their rights, 
are marshalling armies and assembling navies 
ready and undaunted to face the world in arms, 
unyielding and unafraid, I thank God I am of that 
race. Blood is thicker than "water, and nntil a 
just quarrel divides ua— which heaven forbid— may 
these two great nations of the hame speech, 
hneage, and traditions, stand as brothers shoulder 
to shoulder in the interetts of humanity hv a 
union-compelling peace.”-;S«^a^or• WaUott in the 
^w^tcan Senate, speaking upon Senator JDavWa 
resolution^ 

Sat! Senator Walcott on Senator Eatis 

Oomes sweeter than sagar a-top of molassesl 
ihe song of the mocking-bird, bobolink, 
mavis, ’ 

Tbe bellioose squawk of the eagle surpasses. 


Sweet I Sweet 1 
You ’re bad to beat. 

Senator Walcott, whom warmly we greet 1 1 ! 

ScBator Datis-— wow GSdipus ! — swaggers 
And blows windbags out to their fullest 
inflation. ' 

But Senator WAr.coiT knows pistols axd 
daggers [nation. 

Won t scare, no, not much, a high*’ spirited 
Bosh I " Bosh ! 

Windbags won t wash, [squash. 
Umess a man’s soft eui your own punkin- 

Senator Walcott is almost too flattering, 
Pmnts Johnny Bull in a posture heroic. 
Well, we re not sweet on thrasonical 
chattering, 

Bat kindred’s praises would soften a stoic. 
Joy! Joy! 

Walcott, dear boy, 

Tnbutas like yours touch our hearts, and 
don’t cloy, * 


‘ ‘ Thicker than water ? ” Tou.bet ! So much 
thicker 

That Cleveland plus Davis plus Spread- 
eagle Jingo, 

The chuckling tail-twister, the asinine 
kicker, 

Don’t count—when compared with your 
gen-u-ine stiniro I 

Drink I Drink ! 

’Tother eye wink, 

And— ’tangled affairs will soon 'come out of 
kink! 

“Thank God you’re one of our race?,” 0, 
Punch blushes I 

And yet, like your “ bars,” Leo loves 
virgin honey. 

And swiftly John’s face fervent friendliness 
flushes 

When Jonathan prcft’ers the comhl Is 
that funny ? 

Shake 1 Shake I 

That doesn’t mean quake. 

But tip us your fiat for old kinship’s dear 
sake ! 

“Shoulder to shoulder?” Why, Senator 
WALCOTr, 

That ’s j uat as we ought to be, much like two 
hroihers 

Who learned at one knee, and slept in the 
same small cot. 

And “ so mote it be,”^and shall he, despite 
pothers. 

So! So! 

Now, let ’em “ blow ” I 

Row, boys, row together, iu spite of Monroe I 

Senator Davis— wow Qt iipus — “ guesses,” 

No doubt, like most Yanks, but he ain’t 
guessed our riddle I 

Bat, Senator Walcott, the Britisher blesses, 

The man who hits “ oommon-seuBe ” bang 
in tbe middle. 

Drinks I Drinks ! 

You ’ve floored the Sphinx I 

And Punch tells you straight what each 
Britisher thinks I 


BALLADE OE HAPPINESS. 

We ’ ve sailed the ocean’s trackless main, 
Fall many a passing pleasant day. 

Now baok in England once again 
We come, and come, alas! to stay. 

Back in the old familiar fray 
We fight to live. Yet dear to me 
The thought that naught can take away 
The happy days we spent at sea ? 

With games we ever dared to strain 
Oar nerves and thews in ceaseless play. 
We bet upon the run to gain 
A livelihood—it didn’t pay I 
To one another’s great dismay 
W e bluffed at p jkc r — * ‘ Raise you three ’ ’ — 
Can any pen aright portray 
The happy days we spent at sea ? 

Oar conduct; was — ^well, hardly pane. 

With none at hand to say us Nay. 

We danced, we sang, we ragged. In vain 
They strove to stop our “ making hay.’' 
In future when our fancies stray, 

And we are lost in reverie, 

Shall we not often softly say, 

“ The happy days we spent at sea” ? 

L'JEnvou 

Friend, if jrou’re feeling far from gay, 
Come, drink this sentiment with me, 

“ May we repeat without delay 
The happy days we spent at sea.” 

Another Injustice to Ireland.— Galway 
has been banded over to Belgium. 
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THE NOVICE AT NIAGARA. 

Ajy exercise elating 
The gentle art of skatingj 
When gracefully gyrating 
You circle round the place. 
To pretty partner prating 
Of news not worth narrating, 
It is most aggravating 
To fall upon your face. 

But Ihen the joy of whirling, 
Of twisting and of twirling, 
Let Scotchmen sing of curling, 
Of golf, and games like these, 
I fly about like winking, 

“ So swanlike,” I am thinking, 
When, on a sudden sinking, 

I ’m down upon my knees. 

As pale as alabaster. 

The art I vow to master, 

And, reckless of disaster, 

Once more I will essay 
To cut a simple “ hgger,” 
Which here is quite de ‘ rigger 
I try and people snigger 
Who watch me limp away. 


What ’s a JSTame ?— Refer- 
ring to the issue of a “ compressed ’ ’ 
version of Rider Haggard’s /S'Ae, 
at a penny, someone suggests as 
a title for the series of which this 
is the first venture, “ The Liebig 
Library,” But old Orumpt (who 
hates Penny Dreadfuls, Shilling 
Shockers, Three - and - sixpenny 
Thrillers, and all shapes of what 
he calls “ romantic rubbish ”) 
says he thinks the two syllables 
in “Liebig” should, for this 
purpose, be transposed 1 Perhaps 
“Pemmioan Pennyworths” would 
be better. 



TURKEY’ AND THE POWER. 

J/n “What I You exclude ifjr, will tou?” 

“Oh no, my dear Mr. Punch 1 1 didn’t mean it! 
Comb back again, aed I won’t allow any more Atrocities 1 ” 

[“‘Punch’ excluded” erom Turxey.—** The English are justifiably 
indignant, Chromele, January 20.] 


SVENGALIVANTING. 

Wonderful I But ten minutes 
ago he was Gentleman Joe^ the 
red-faced, fiaxen-haired Hansom 
Cabby ; and now he is the pasty- 
faced, hook-nosed, black-hearded, 
and black-haired Svcngali, None 
can complain of not getting 
full change for their money, so 
complete is the transformation. 
Gecho^ Taffy ^ The Laird^ Little 
Billee^ have their chances ; while 
Trilby herself, with the Baird 
feet, is as near the original as 
anyone totally different from her 
can be when arrayed in a similar 
costume. But all these are details 
of no importaiice. The central 
Tree-ilby ngtue is Svenaalu The 
travestie is introduced d propos 
de hottes^ a phrase most applicable 
in the case of Trilby's tootsies,” 
and depends simply and solely on 
Mr. Arthur Roberts’s burlesque 
impersonation of Du Maurier’s 
memorable mesmeriser, Svengalu 
There is not a Beerbohmian trick 
that Mr. Arthur Roberts has 
not caught and reproduced to pre- 
posterously absurd perfection. It 
is a very masterpiece of burles^Lue 
imitation, the art of which is im- 
pressed on the audience by his 
suddenly dropping it all, and 
while retaining the make-np of 
Soengah, re-asserting his own 
Arthurian individuanty. Then, 
the equally sudden resumption of 
the Svengali manner is admirable. 
Finally, within five minutes all 
8 vengali-’ 2 L study in black and 
white— has disappeared, and he 
is once again the rubicund, 
fi.axen-haired Hansom Cabman, 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Last week I was extolling the pocket able 
library, by which I mean, especiaU^^, the 
“ small-pocket ’’library, as thereinmentioned. 
If I omitted to particularise, as included in 
my laudation, the red-hacked, prettily hound, 
and clearly typed series of standard works 
in prose and poetry published by George 
Routiedgb and Sons, it is just because these 
volumes, like the poor, are always with me ; 
and secondly, because, on their first appear- 
ance in public, I had already given them 
their meed of praise. The volumes I have 
enumerated are genuinely “ pocket volumes,” 
volumes that can be, without any incon- 
venience, carried in an ordinary- sized coat 
pocket. The Cassell’s Pocket Library, edited 
by Max Pemberton ^ may suit Cassell’s 
pocket (which, primarily, it was intended to 
do), but will not suit mine, nor, as I expect, 
any coat pocket which already has to carry 
a cigar-case and a note-book. The print is 
exee.lent, but in the case of The Paying 
Guest, by George Gissing, the print is better 
than the matter printed ; for the story, begin- 
ning well, and having a dramatis personas 
arlistically individualised, soon becomes un- 
interesting, and then there’s an end of it, 

No. 1 of “ Pierrot’s Library ” (John Lane) 
is a story called Pierrot^ by H, de Yere 
Stacpoolb, a weird yet pathetic romance. 
An idea such as inspired this story might 
have occurred to the mystic fancy of a medi- 
tating dreamer seated on a deserted terrace 
amid the mins of an old French chateau, as 
he gazed, listlessly at first, then with a 
curious interest, on two children, who, having 
dropped their toys, were standing in half- 


frightened, half-amused puzzlement, silently 
regarding the broken statue of a faun. Then 
they wander away into the woods, and so 
vanish. Whereupon John-a-dreams con- 
ceives the story of the place. There are only a 
few characters in it, but one of them, 
Joniaux, an old Napoleonic corporal who lost 
his arm at Waterloo, may remind some of 
us, in a sketchy way, of a certain English 
veteran named Corporal Trim, The French 
used str an ge oaths in Flanders. So, probably, 
id their men at Waterloo. It is a fasci- 
nating romance for a spare couple of hours. 

The Baron. 


The Doctor’s Treatment, 
Dubious Londoner, 

How will they treat this “ Dr. Jim,” 
Who doesn’t return “ a winner ” ? 

Hearty Citizen, 

There’s only oneway of “treating” him. 
Dubious Londoner, 

And that is ? 

Hearty Citizen, 

Give him a dinner I 
\,They shake hands, and exeunt. 


Note by an Early Christian admitted 
BEFORE 7.30.— If it he tme that Mr. Wilson 
Barrett is doing Mg business with his 
Early-Christian-Martyr play, entitled The 
Sign of the Cross, then lor him the legen- 
dary motto, “Jje hoc signo vincesP \dll 
soon bear an entirely new and highly satis- 
factory meaning. 


FROM A TRANSVAALIAN EDITION OF 
SHAKSPEARE. 

President Kruger soliloquises : — 

“ all the unsettled humours of the 

laud, — 

Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries, 

Have sold their fortunes at their native 
homes, [backs 

Bearing their birthrights proudly on their 
To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 

In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits, 
Than now the English bottoms have waft o’er. 
Did never fioat upon the swelling tide, 

To do offence and scath in Christendom. 

4c * # * 

How much nnlook’d-for is this expedition! ” 
King John, Act IL, So. 1. 

Then he addresses the Chartered Company, 
substituting ‘ ‘ 'neighbours" for ‘ ‘ cousin's," 
and the plural for the singular, in the 
following lines : — 

* ‘ I have had feeling of my neighbours’ wrongs. 
And labour’d all I could to do them right (‘r) : 
But in this kind to come, in braving arms, 

Be their own carvers, and cut out their way, 
To find out right with wron^,— it may not he ; 
And you that do abet them in this kind, 
Cherish rebellion.” 

King Richard the Second, Act II., So, 3. 


“May Magistrates sit with Closed 
Doors?” — Yes, certainly; and with closed 
windows, too, should there happen to be any 
danger of a draught. Surely by now the 
question has been sufficiently ventilated. 
Shut up. 
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^ “ON SAFER GROUND.” 

MrstDo^. “I OKDBBBD HIM AK ICSB-COLD BaiH EVJSKT MOBUlUf ’> 

S^Vo^ ‘'JnKT, ™ HE HiD lN™zir 

TATION^COEIK^THAII”" PoteBMOMIA, AKB I MADE Mr WHOLE BKPH- 


AN INTEEYIEW. 

Jorn?” was the question 
mt to Miss Mabib Haltoh by the inevitable 
Jr'dnsian laUmewer, or, as they sometimes 
pell it InterwieT^r,’’ which, if pronoimced 
to English ears polite, sound 
uiterpoUted himself 
WiselydidMiFs 
hnowingr the language,” reply, ‘ 
iajolte, seuUment ;e Im trouve un defaut . , 
Lequd f asks the Interviewer, 

Ihen wtute Marie secs her chance 

therefore, as Lowrli. said, 

Good Americans, when they die, gotoParis,” 


What a number of good Americans there must 

Of course^ Miss Halton turns ont to he 
American and partly Erench : not half 
ana nalt, as fractional portions must he left 
VBomt for her to fill up in the course of her 
iiitnre tours, jast as Mr. Gladstone suddenly 
discovers to he is a ‘Welshman, a Torkshire^ 
a Scotchman, an Italian, or of any other 
nationally aocordmY to the place and oiroum- 
?t the occasion. It appears, acourd- 
iDg to the Interviewer, that Miss Hamoh 
^ayed at toe ^ety in toe “ Schap Girl, de 
Bam et Ivan Caryl." ''Enough! Emn! 

<^rl" aee^ 

to have made a hit in * gay Parse ! ” 


JEEK, BOYS, JEER ! 

A Song for the Enemies of England. 
Air — “ Cheery BoySy Cheer 

Jeer, hoys, jeerl John Bull is doomed to 
sorrow. 

Courage ! Events i eem shattering his sway. 
Jackals may share the lion^s skin to-morrow, 
Eor some of them try twisting the Lion’s 
tall to-day. 

So farewell, England I Little did we love thee. 
Crocodile tears alone your doom deplore. 
Eagles now eiiaeal, and cocks crow above thee. 
So farewell, England— farewell for ever- 
more I 

Jeer, boys, jeer, that poor, played out old 
country I 

Jeer, boys, jeer ! She has foes on ever 7 hand. 
Jeer, boys jeei*! Ohl won’t there be fine 
pickings ? 

J eer, boys, jeer ! We ’ll cut up the Happy 
Land I 

Jeer, hoys, jeer I Columbia’s Boss is “ blow- 
ing,” 

Boers bang her badly, France flouts her 
East and West, 

Wild William’s Press thick mud at her is 
throwing, 

Some bad home-birds take to fouling their 
own nest. 

Long has hate lurked with little to reward it, 
Now ’tis rare fun to smile on England’s 
pain I 

Ireland rejoices when England’s need is sorest. 
Bad old Britannia no more shall rule the 
main 1 ^ 

Jeer, boys, jeer! the proud old “Mother 
Country ” I 

Jeer, hoys, ’jeer I in one bi^ hostile band ! 
Jeer, boys, jeerl Ohl it will be love’s own 
labour — 

By no means lost — to cut up that fat old 
land, 

An “Evening from: Home.”— Look mat 
the Palace Theatre of Varieties, where, to 
the artistic^y effective series of “Living 
Pictures,” is added au excellent renroduc- 
tion oi Mr* Bunches cartoon Ready, 
Britannia, “ a fine figure of a woman,” as 
Mr, Weller y Senior y observed, evokes enthu- 
^-iastio plaudits. “The show” atthePfldaee 
Theatre ought to attract those who scruple 
about going to a theatre, because, in tableaux 
vivantSy only such persons can possibly be 
employed as^ are able to give practical evi- 
dence of their “steadiness.” Anyone at all 
“ shaky” would he ineligible as a motionless 
statue. 

AN EXTRA BIG D. 

{By Watson the UTiparliame.itary.) 

[See the Purple EaU and the Eaily Chronicle of 
January 25.] 

Caliph, I fear I wasn’t up to date— 

I beg your pardon for that chean swear- word. 
It merged me with the fish-retailing herd, ’ 
Who crowd the approach to boozy Billing s- 

Wregarioua spirit- drinkers, and who state 
Their choice opinions, like that well-known 
bird 

The garden goose, whose voice is also heard 
m pit or gallery with its hif s of hate. 

T or in a town where coster- folk abound 
Big d s are legion, people dash their souls 
Until the streets with expletives are 
cranimed. 

Thee with my purp'^est sonnet-aureoles 
(My language makes the air blue) have I 
crowned 

Sulphureously beyond all Saltans 
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SPOETIVE SONGS. 

The'Modekn Musketbeb’s Sebenade. 

THE grey old grange is wrapped in light, 
All dark the yew-tree glade. 

Where in the loneliness of night 
I make my amhnscade 
Bard hy the tower, whence the chime 
Proclaims the honr of rest, 

And brings the beauty sleep of time 
To you within your nest. 

Beneath the terrace each parterre 
Is silvered in the dew, 

But not a blossom can compare 
In loveliness with you. 

The nightingale with trUl and shake 
Bids all my heart rejoice — ; 

Her melody could never make 
The music of your voice. 

I stand on guard to meet the foe 
Who causes you to weep. 

As in the days of long ago 
A knight his watch would keep. 

Mv matchlock ^s ready for the fray. 

My aim is quick and true ; 

I ’ll stop the bold marauder’s way. 

His cruelty he ’ll rue ! 

The air is getting over-damp, 

The screech-owl’s cry is shrill ; 

I would that I might dare to stamp, 

My feet are very chill. 

What ’s that ? Bang ! Bang ! Eevenge is 
sweet I 

Two bunnies I both are dead I 
They ’ll never more your roses eat. 

Nor keep me from my bed. 

Forgive the fright I 
G-ocd night ! Good night I 
My lady love, good night I 


SONG OF THE OTER-RATEB ONE. 

Oh, did you never hear from a (hem I) “ Gas 
and Water Co.,” 

Who for their rates do (confound them!) 
apply ? 

They send their collector to call ev’ry 
quarter I co- 

-er-ci-on who does not hate and defy ? 

You cannot treat 
The charge derisively, 

He won’t repeat 
His call. Decisively 

Says that the water and gas both “ will be 
Cut off if unpaid for I ” The Briton so free 
Must submit I Draw a cheque on the L. and 

0. B. 



THE MISSING MAN. 

[** In late years we have had too many men honoured with a memorial in 
‘Westminster Abbey. I really only know one man now alive who ought, 
when he dies, to be ‘ abbeyed.'”— YrwjfA, January 23, 1896,] 

What one man would Truth within Westminster’s walls bury ? 

It seems pretty certain, ’twouldn’t be * * *. 

And we think it is not^ from what everyone knows, very 
Likely this paragraph points to Lord * * *. 

’Tis true there ’s one man, for whom Tories’ and Rads’ tone 
Alike shows respect. It might mean Mr. * * *, 

But the fact is, the name of the man for the Abbey 
Isn’t mentioned through modesty. Well? Yes it’s * * *, 


OfiioiN OE A Title.— It was a condition attached to the earldom 
of De la Waee, that the heir to the title should marry as early 
(and in as lordly a style) as possible, so that, gay and butteriyish as 
he might be, he should not elope. Hence the second title “ Can’t 
elupe.” “ Elope,” in ancient English, having been spelt that way. 


Queey,— Mr. Rhodes is on his way back “ to meet his detractors,” 
Is “ detractors” a misprint for “ directors” ? 


THE PUGILIST TO HIS ANTAGONIST. 
{Suggested hy a cowrie of verses in the P, AT, G-,, January 17.) 

Hit again and strike me. Bill,— hit me on the nose ; 
Think not of a rib to break, think but of the art ; 

Let me see quite clear again, do not let us close : 

Come, let me get near to you, then the pair they ’ll part. 
Bung’d up is one peeper, seeing not the light of day, 

And from out the other one a murring moisture drips ; 
We have but to fill the time until we share the pay. 
Come again and hit me, do, hit me on the lips. 


WoHK MUCH APPRECIATED AT WhITSTADLB AND CoLCHESTER.- 
The Return of the Native— popular favour. 


Most Appropriate Arbanoement (rts advertised ), — “Season of 
Matinees^ Daly’s The atre, Daily.” 

Subject fob a Grand Historical PAiNTnro.— Mother Columbia 
and her ugly ducklings^ 


Sweet Stuff nr Silk for Southampton Electors. — Mr, 
Candy, Cl.C. 
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BEYOND PRAISE. 

Bosdm. “ But you haven’t oot a 'Wobd on Peaisb non any- 

ONE, I SHOTTID LIKE TO KNOW WHO YOU WOULD CONSIDER A 
FINISHED ■Writer?” 

Criticus, "A dead one, my Boy — a dead one 1” 


LORB LEIGHTON, 

The Fmident of the JSof/al Academy^ died January lio, ISOti, ui his GO^/i year. 
Mis last words love to the Academy I 

A LIFE of hiffli Art-love and lofty aims, 

Crowned both with fortune’s laurel and with fame’s, 
Passes, for love too soon. 

Yet honour-crowded moments make true life, 

Not empty length of years, ignoble strife, 

Or Mammon’s sordid boon. 

Lately ennobled, and now lost ! ’Tis sad I 
Yet the far dream of the ambitious lad, 

In the accomplished man, — 

Artist and scholar, orator retined, 

Chivalrous courtier, graced in mould and mind, 

True Crichton of Art’s clan, — 

Was well fulfilled. To classio beauty vowed, 

He stooped not to the market. Art is inroad 
Of him whose latest breath 
Spake love for her, at dying pain’s sharp cost. 

Love she returns, knowing what she hath lost 
By Frederic LEicnTON’s death, 

“LE SPORT” IN THE BASSES PYRRjN'EES. 

Detebmined on having day with hounds. Went to manege. 
Hired animal that had once been a borse.^ It lielonged, I should 
say, to era of first Napoleon, when it might have done duty as 
charger during Peninsular War. Proprietor described it as “a 
seasoned horse,” It struck me as “a many-seasoned horse.” 
Climbed up. Seated myself on b ck of this splendid ruin. Pro- 
ceeded to the meet. Arrived, Felt ^ 

myself elevated and statuesque. 

Find we are to hunt strong dead 

herring instead of crafty, lively ^ 

fox Have to wait some time, as 
Whipper-in assures me that heau- 
coup de monde are expected, 

Beaucoup de monde don’t come. 

At length we move off. Hounds ^ ^ 

are laid on (sounds like the gas or 
the water, this, but sporting, never- 

theless) in a small paddock, where M ^ fe' 




CHANNEL CHIT CHAT. 

(2%ai should he Overheard at Guildhall,) 

[“What an opportunity for the City Companies to present an ironclad or 
two fast cruisers to the Navy ! ^^—Tall Mall Gazette.) 

The Cinderella^ with Admiral Master Sir AugtUSTus Harris’s 
is worthy of the best traditions of the Loriners. 

The Mercers are keeping np their reputation as Merchant Adven- 
toers with the assistance of that excellent torpedo-boat catcher 
Thomas of Aeorn,^ under the command of the Lord Mayor. * 

T^ Briers insist (in a spirit of drollery) that their fast schooner, 
•ri Cotton^ IS thimblc-rigged. Nordoubt Mr, Alderman Green 
will make an excellent navigating lieutenant. 

It showed much public spirit on the part of the Fishmongers to 
laim^ those JURboats, the Sole, Flaice, Salmon, Skate, Mackerel 
Turbot, officered from their own members of the livery. 

• Tj®^oWsmithsh^ecertaiiily produced a magnificent battle-ship 
m the shape of the City Sovereign, Mr. Alderman Davis will make 
the best ol captains. 

despatch-biat most appropriately 
me Sel, It -will be ready for sea wben Mr. Alderman Paudbl 
Phillips comes on board. 

The Merdia^ «« tlie armed cniiser they are busy 

bmldniY, the Coat of Mail. ^ ^ 

The Hrtetdasbers have done good service by pdaoing their harhonr- 
defence ship, the Chad Protector, at Portsmouth. 

****** 

^d yet this sort of thing was done two hnndted and thirty years 


expedient in 1665, is no less 
common sense. 

^eet Will preserve the City commerce. Trade follows the 
flag, BO the protection.of the fiag is simply a matter of business Bv 

merely enwxges its powers of insurance. 
So three cheers for the Corporation’s Armada ! 


pared to receive cavalry. N oticing , X - 

however, that he is armed with a ^ 

two-pronged fork, we do not wait to exchange felicitations. Mote , — 
The Basques, although a happy and conteuted, are not a sporting race. 

We speed across paddock, scrambling over formidable stone wall, 
nearly eighteen inches high, into a lane. Up this we gallop at head- 
long pace. Farther progress blocked bv good pay sans, who, in their 
earnest desire to stop hunting, have dragged, £rom a cottage hard 
b;y, a bedstead, two chairs, and a table : these, supplemented by 
wke rope and donkey- cart, form barricade across lane. We swerve 
aside and ride on recklessly; like Lijizow'’s wild jager, “a hunting 
we go” (without music), across a country of ravine, common, and 
cabbage-stalks, until my own career is rutblessl;^ cut short through 
the heirloom I am bestriding falling over a fence into a melon-frame. 

M, le proprietaire emerges from cottage. He says things Seems 
quite excited, and' doesn’t appear to care for le sport. He works 
himself up into such a state of loquacity that he executes a sort of 
savage dance, during which he heedlessly approaches the south- 
western comer of my cheval de chasse. Animal gives casual glance 
round, and I note an expression in his starboard eye which bodes ill to 
^mehody. I essay to warn M, le proprietaire in my very best French. 
He ignores my best French, and employs the worst possible French, 
directed towards me. In his wrath he inadvertently draws quite 
near the dangerous corner of prehistoric steed. For once the expected 
happens. Expected by me, unexpected by him. The Expected Un- 
expected takes the form of a double-barrelled-extra-high-presfixire 
dri'^ from both heels of prehistoric quadruped accurately directed 
at the nearest available spot on the body of M, le proprietaire, A 
cram I Not of bones but glass. Mister the proprietor has gone 
backwards into one of his own melon- frames. Here he sits in the 
shape of a “ y,” his head out one side and his legs upwards on the 
other, as helpless as a Panoh-doU doubled up in his box. Finding 
myself, fortunately, still in the saddle, I urge the prehistoric to 
greater efforts : in a few minutes, at all events long before Mister 
the promietqr has extricated himself from his “ glass with care,” we 
are on the high road. , , . Safely returned to stable. Say, patro- 
ni6ingly\^ Pas mal ce chevaV^ (which has a touch of poetry in it), 
ammsoreetly silent as to the incident of Mister the proprietor and 
the melon-frame. The next day I quit the locality, omitting to 
leave my address. Like the wily Reynard, I am Gone away ! ” 
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ADELPHI ADOLLIFIED. 



Tooe Dolly to see One of the Best, 
theatre I always choose one of the best. 


Court-martial trying tlie Dolliuquent. 

When I do take her to the I services given gratnitonsly. That Mr. Abingdon, as the \5icked 
But this at the Adelphi is 1 puppet of the show, is first-rate goes without saying, 


One of the Best par excellence^ or rather par Masters 
Setnoue Hicks and Geokgey Edwabdes. “Bravo 
HcksI” which, as I learn from iheatrioal tradition, 
was the form of approbation bestowed on a certain 
melodramatic actor: “which,” a« Mrs, Gamp might 
say, “ coupled with the nam^ of Hedwabdes, I drinks 
with love and tenderness.” Messieurs Gatti are fortu- 
nate in having obtained so telling a show for their 
puppets just at this moment, and have shown them- 
selves genuine diplomatists iu securing an “ armed 
piece.” As a militar^T drama, it is of uniform excel- 
lence throughout : artistically constructed ; on old lines, 
and there are none better. It has a court-martial scene 
that recalls the famous naval one in Blach-eyed Susan 
fwhich, by the way, was itself taken from a military 
French piece), followed by a most painfully realistic 
and intensely effective scene of an officer’s degradation 
never before, as I believe, seen on the English stage. 

The play, with its marches, drills, counter-marches, . , 

drummers, venerals, colonels, and so forth, has been Toy Soldier ; or, the Present \yiU be mem- 
produced,^ ^ sajs the playbill, under the stage direc^ Sentry. orable. 



As for his companion in crime, the puppet entitled 
M, Jules de Ghruchy (“Jules” was safe when the ool- 
laWators, in gcdfathering a French puppet, had to 
decide “ what the deuce they should call him ? ”) is 
again “one of the best” Frenchmen, after Mons. 
Marius, ever seen on the English stage. His is a very 
perfect performance ; and the part, small but impor- 
tant, stands out in bold relief. 

All the toy soldiers are also “ of the best,” nay, “ of 
the very best.” The country is safe so long as Lieut.- 
GeneralCHABLES Fulton, Sir Archibald Sass, K.C.B., 
A.D.C. (was he an “ A.D.C.” at Cambridge? if so, the 
Amateur Dramatic Club has to be congratulated on its 
training), and President Caster, of the oonit-martial, 
with the other distinguished (hut nameless) officers, are 
in command. 

Another “ of the best” is the doll styled Jason Jupp, 
the gay and grumpy old villager, a “ hit of character ” 
for whloh the make-up and acting of Mr. Athol Fobde 



tion of Mr. Fred G, La- 
iHAMj” who has shown such 
proficiency in soldiering, 
that, should war break out, 
the Government will not 
hesitate to appoint him 
General Commander -in - 
Chief “ under the personal 
supervision of the author s^'^ 
who will represent the War 
Office, So much for the 
show and the showmen, and 
now for the puppets; the 
Adelphi Dolls. 

My Dolly was delighted 
with Mr. Tebbiss, quite 
“Ho. 1 Adelphi Teriiss.” 
A type of th< 


Two to one on him.” 
manly, blnff soldier or sailor, who would scorn'to commit 
any action that was not the purest, the noblest, and the 
best ! In this piece he has somethiDg to do, a lot to 
think, plenty to express facially, and not so very much 
to say. Facta non verha is puppet Terbiss’s motto as 
Dudley Keppel, 

Then, as to the villaia puppet, Philip _ Ellsworth^ 
“owner of Market Witton Saw Mills,” — which busineis 
being “ up” one day and “down” the next, may be termed 
“the See-saw Mills,”— certainly, if Mr. Tebriss is “ one 
of the best,” then is Mr. Abingdon “one of the worst.” 
At his best wben at his worst. Once a viUain, always a 
villain. Why is it that, once accepted by the public as 
the representative bad man of the deepest dye, neither 
Mr. Abingdon, nor anyone else with the professional 
curse upon him, can ever again hope to appear with 
success as the virtuous and self-saciificing lover, or the 
benevolent friend ? As salaried villain he is worth, pro- 
fessionally, untold gold ; as a virtuous person, peasant or 
gentleman, a manager would lisk much who accepted his 



As the wicked heroine, 

Miss Hbneietta Watson 
acts this Countess Zicha- 
like part in a manner that 
foreshadows the career of 
a Patrick Campbell, Miss 
Edith Ostlebe has only 
to look prettily interesting, 
and to act sympathetically, 
which she does as “ one of 
the best.” “ Did you never 
hear of Kate Kearney ? ” 

She plays the Irish Land- 
lady, ^so as “one of the 
best.” 

Finally, Mr. Harry 
Hichoils as Private Jupp, Dudley Blow, 

with his sweet- 

heart Miss Tane Feathebston as Kitty Spencer^ are 
between them the life and soul of the piece. As the 
Cockney soldier of “The Sed Highlanders,” Habet 
Hicholls is “ kilt entirely ” but quite unconquered. He 
takes tbe Scotch cake. Earely, except wben he was in 
an office as a lawyer’s clerk (in a Drury Lane melodrama) 
always wanting to go out to lunch, have I seen him more 
thoroughly amusing than as Private Jupp. His humour 
is so quiet : he is Private— and confidential. He has 
only to glance slily at the audience to set them in a roar. 
A genuine comedian in the truest and best sense. 
Yes, there are very few ports in the wide range of light 
and low comedy, and hurleeque, that he could not play 
to perfection. With a good dramatic s<-ory and Habet 
NicaoLLS for the relief, dramatists and manager may 
rest contented. _______ 



Diidley and Dolly. 


Cave UbsumI — Accordini 
St. Petersburg the bloa1 
down into Bear’s Greece. 


to latest intelligence from 
■ :ey is likely to be boiled 


VOL. cx, 






Mej^histopheUsi^* dbla BvsSSe*^). Briv waw ( i? ^ 
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To CHABH TOD TWTff MIN* AHTS .... » * 
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the compact. 
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NELSON EAST OE TEMPLE BAR. 

{A Page from the Diary of a Futwre Lord Mayor,) 

Yesterday’s rumour justified. War es proclaimed. Put 
off all business of a eivilau character to a more couTeuient opportunity. 
Pasted placard on the Mansion House, giying news to the public, and 
desired the immediate presence of the City Marshal. That worthy 
official answered my inquiries with “ready, aye ready.” Accom- 
panied by the Sheriffs, took command (at Doyer), of the City Fleet. 
S.) much occupied that I haye scarcely time to make this entry, 

Tuesday ,--^ ery well satisfied with the Squadron. My battle-ship. 
The Snapping Turtle^ with my pennant nying, heads the ffotilla. 
My gallant secretary acts as nayigating-lieutenant. The City 
Marshal controls the marines. The Sheriffs are responsible for 
their respectiye commands. They are signalling to one another from 
the decks of their respectiye ironclads, The Gog and The Magog, 
The Aldermen who haye passed the chair are the captains of the 
first diyision ; those who haye not are the chief officers of the 
second. The Recorder (assisted by the Common Serjeant) is most 
useful in his despatch boat, The C, C. C., in acting as a police 
patrol. Not that nis services are really required, as the patriotism of 
the Liyerymen preyenta an attempt at desertion. Spent the entire 
day in getting things ship-shape. From what I see I belieye I shall 
be able to give a good account of the enemy— when I meet him. 
No more time for writing. 

Wednesday. — Held a council of war in The Snapping Turtle, 
Present the Sheriffs, the Aldermen, the Recorder, the Common 
Serjeant, the City Chamberlain, the City Marshal, the Common 
Crier, and the Sword Bearer. Made a little speech, which was 
received with enthusiasm. Congratulated the C )rporation on taking 
the hint of the public Press in fitting out and officering a City Fleet. 
No doubt other orations would have followed had not proceeding's 
been interrupted by the rewrt (a false one) that the enemy was in 
sight. Beat to quarters. Every man in his place. The Common 
Councillors (in their mazarine gowns) at the guns. Every ship had 
a company beadle acting as boatswain. Manoeuvred for some time. 


Then, pursued by a gale, took refuge in the Downs, In consequence 
of the stormy weather, banquet proposed at the morning’s council of 
war postponed indefinitely. Have to drop my pen to take corn- 


war postponed inlennitely. Have to drop my pen to taae com- 
mand of the midnight watch. 

Thursday, — Spent the day in torpedo practise. Converted river 
steamboats very sure, if rather slow. The adapted City barges make 
excellent fioating batteries. Surprised to find they carry their eight- 
inch armour so easily. City Marshal most usefully employed in 
training his new cavalry, the Mounted Marines. The Common Crier 
has very properly exchanged his mace for a revolver,— an example 
that has been followed (so far as the circumstances _ of the case 
admitted) by the Sword Bearer, Everyone in good spirits. General 
engagement expected to-morrow. No more leisure f or scribbling. 

jPnd'ay.— Glorious victory! Met the enemy off Heme Bay. 
Evidently the foe were attempting to obtain possession of the 
Reculvers. My fiagship, The Snappina Turtle^^ rammed irondad 
commanded by the enemy’s admiral— I fancy his vessel was called 
The Bumptious — ^most successfully. Both TheGog and The Magog 
distinguished themselves. The Mounted Muines (under the City 
Marshal) carried out one of the most dashing cavalTy charges on 
record, jumping from ship to ship with perfectly marvellous agility. 
The Town Clerk most useful in his torpedo-boat destroyer. The 
grallant C, C, C, (with the Recorder on board) saved lives of drown- 
ing opponents. As the enemy used common powder — instead of our 
smokeless variety— could see very little of the course of events. 
However, am satisfied that I am right in describing the day’s doings 
as a triumph I 

Saturday,— OLoite right I “We did win I Only time to record that 
my signal, “ England has not expected in vain the City of London to 
do its duty,” was received with the greatest enthusiasm. 

A Bittee DiSAPPOiNTaiENT. — A. cyclist stopping beside Sir Heitet 
Meux’s Temple Bar at Theobalds, in the hope of getting a pint of ale. 

An Actoe who brings the Water Meadows over the Foot- 
LiGHrs.— Mr. Brookeibld. 
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JOmiMGS AND TITTLINGS. 

(By Baboo Htjrrt Bxtnqsho Jabber jbb, B.A,) 

No. ly. 

Containing Mr» Jabber jee^s Impressions at The Old Master s^ 

I HAVE the honour to report that the phantom of delight has 
recently recommenced to dance before me. Miss Jessihina 
Mabtzletow, the perfumed, moony-faced daughter of the gracious 
and eagle-eyed goddess who presides over the select boarding es- 
tablishment in which I am resident member, has of late emerged 
from the shell of superciliousness, and brought the beaming eye of 
encouragement to bear upon my diffidence and humility. This I 
partly attribute to general impression— which I do not condescend to 
deny— that, at home, I occupy the social status of a Rajah, or some 
analogous kind of big native pot. 

So, on a recent Saturday afternoon, she invited me to escort her and 
a similar young virginal lady friend, 
by name Miss Priscilla Primmett, to 
Burlington House, Piccadilly, and, as 
Prince Mamlet appositely remarks, 

“ Look here upon this picture and on 
this.’^ Which I joyfully accepted, 
being head-over-heels in love with 
Art, and the possessor of two mag- 
nificent coloured photo -lithographs, 
representing a steeplechase in the act 
of jumping a trench, and a water- 
nymph in the ve^ decollete undress of 
puris naturalihus^^^ weltering on a 
rushy hed. 

We proceeded thither upon the 
giddy summit of a Royal Oak omni- 
bus, and on arriving in the vestibulum, 
were peremptorily commanded to 
undergo total abstinence from our 
umbrellas. 

Being accompanied by the span-new 
silken afiair with the golden head, 
which, as I have narrated supra^ I 
was so lucky to obtain promiscuously 
after witnessing the Adelphi of the 
Westminster college hoys, I natuTJdly 
protested vehementl^r against such 
arbitrary and^ tyrannical regulations, 
urging the risk of my unprotected 
umbrella being feloniously abducted 
during nnavoidable absence bjr some 
unprincipled and illegitimate claimant. 

But, alack ! I was confronted with 
the official ultimatum and sine qua 
non^ and have subsequently learnt 
that the cause of this self-denying 
ordinance is due to the uncontrollable 
enthusiasm of British Public for works 
of art, which leads them to signify 
approbation by puncturing innumera- 
ble orifices by dint of sticks or 
umbrellas in the jprocess of pointing 
out tit-bits of pamting, and on ac- 
count of the detrimental influence on 
the marketable value of pictures thus 
distognuh^ by the plerophory of the Vox Popxili. 

JNeverthmess, my heart was oppressed with many misgivings at 
t^ee hostage umbrellas— one being masculine 
and two femimne gender— and receiving nothing in exchange but a 
ii^trmBic worth? bearing the utterly^dispro- 
^tousand! Next, after, at Miss 
having purchased a sixpenny index, we 
staircase, and on shelling out three shillings cash 

as through a restricted wicket 

as if needles |oing through the eye of a camel. 

^ that my interior sensations on penetrating 
for ^iVbft and indignant disappointment, 

SLId majority of the exhibits were 

fourth-hand mechanisms of an unparagoned 
dingitude, ^d fit only for the lumbering room ? 

this wintry exhibition is a mere stopgap 
Wht new paintings can be 
procured, and that it is ultra vires to obtain such for love or monev 

inn? rod iwtmd foolaty of tbe Academicals in foisting off 

^ ^ “ Tiadeniable that nLiy aie 

over fifty years, rod some several centuries behind the times ! ^ 


It is to be hoped that these parsimonious' Misters will soon recog- 
nise that it is not possible for modem up-to-date Art to be floresoent 
under this retrograde and fossilized system, and be warned that such 
untradesmanlike goings-on will deservedly forfeit the confidence and 
patonage of their most fastidious customers. 

Miss Jessemiha remarked more than once that such and such a 
picture was not in her taste and she would never have chosen it 
personally, while Miss Primmett declared that she would not have 
had her likeness taken by Hon’ble Sir Josh G-austsboro, or Misters 
Velaszy and Yartbick:, not even if they implored her on their 
bended marrowbones, and that, as for a certain individual effemi- 
nately named Etty, it was a wonderment to her how respectable 
people could stand in front of such brazen performances I These 
remarks are trivial, perhaps, but even straws will serve as cocks of 
the weather on occasions, and, moreover, I shall certif jr that the most 
general tone was of a critical and disapproving severity, and it was 
quite evident that the greater portion of the spectators could have 
done the job better themselves. 

A certain Mister Turner came in 
for the Benjamin’s mess of obloquy, 
having represented Pluto, the god of 
wealth, in the act of carrying off a 
female Proserpine, but the figures so 
Lilliputian, and in such a dispropor- 
tionate expansion of confused sceneries, 
that the elopement produced but a 
very paltry impression. The slipshod 
carelessness of this painter may he 
realised from the fact that in a com- 
position styled Blue Lights to Warn 
Steamboats off Shoal Water the blue 
lights are conspicuous by their total 
absence, and the mistiness of the at- 
mospherical conditions renders it diffi- 
cult to distinguish either the steamers 
or the shoals with even tolerable 
accuracy I 

In the ulterior room were sundry 
productions from Umbrian and Mi- 
lanese and other schools, such being 
presumptively the teaching establish- 
ments over which Hon’ble Reynolds 
and Turner and Ureuzy and Co. pre- 
dominated as Old Masters. But surely 
it is unfair, and like seething a kid in 
the maternal nutriment, to class such 
crude and hobbatdyhoy performances 
with works by more senile hands I 
Here I observed a painting to illus- 
trate scenes in the life of an important 
celebrity, who was childishly repre- 
sented many times over having sepa- 
rate adventures in the space of a few 
square feet, and of a Brohdingnacian 
bulkiness compared to Ms perspective 
surroundings. Had tMs been the work 
of an Indian artist, native gentlemen 
out there would simply have smiled 
pitiably at such ignorance, and given 
him the gentle admonishment that he 
was only to make a fool of himself for 
his pains. There was also a picture of 
a Diptych, in two portions, with a 
background of gilt, but the figure of the Diptych himself very 
poorly represented as an anatomy. 

^ YThere all is so so-so, and below par, it is perhaps invidious to 
sinjrle out any for hon’ble mention ; hut loyalty as a British subject 
obliges me to speak favourably of a concern lent by Her Majesty the 



“ Mias Jessimina Mankletow.” 


Q,ueeNj and representing a hombastical youth engaged in a snip- 
snap with a meek and inoffensive schoolfellow, who supports himself 
on one^ leg, and is occupied in sheltering his nose behind his arm, 
until his widowed and aged mother can arrive to rescue her beloved 
offspmg from Ms grave crisis. 

This at least can be commended as being true to nature, as I can 
attest from personal experience of similar boyish loggerheads, 
although, owing to preserving my sangfroid^ I was generally able to 
remove myself with phenomenal rapidity from viemity of shocking 
kicks by my truculent assailant. 

^ late Hon’ble Reynolds, of a student who, as 

Miss Jessimina informed me, viva voce^ from the guide-book, was 
^ supposed to he a portrait of Master Brown.” I will not allege that 
as like as two peas to the Mister Brown of Westbourne Grove, 
of whom I have latmy commanded a pair of patent leathers, but, non 
constat that it mayr not be a correct representation of mm in Ms 
statu pupillari period, so I will bestow upon it the benefit of a 
doubt. 
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Let me' not omit to mention a painting of “ Polichinelle ” by a 
G-allic artist, whicbtMiss Prtmmett said was the French eqniyalent 
to Punch, At which, speaking loudly for instruction of bystanders, 
I assured them, as one famUiaxly connected with Hon’ble Punchy 
who regarded me as a son, such a portrait was the very antipode to 
his majestic lineaments, nor was it feasonable to suppose that he I 
would allow his counterfeit presentment to be depicted in the un- 
dignified garbage of a buffoon ! 

I trust that I may be gratefully remembered by my Liege Lord, 
and that he will be gracious enough to entertain me favourably with 
something in the shape of prize or bonus in reward for such open 
testimony as the above. 

I have only to add that the custodian preserved the inviolability cf 
our umbrellas with honorable fidelity, and that we moistened the 
drooping clay of our internal tenements at an Aerated Tea Company 
with a profusion of confectionaries, for which my fair friends with 
amiable blindness permitted me the privilege of forking out. 


THE WARES OE TATJTOLOGUS. 

“Breakfast at a Coffee-Stall.” 

Saith 8ir John robustious, corpulent eques—io Prince 

Hal, “ 0, thou hast damnable iteration I ” and the Post Meridiem 
Gazette's numberless perusers turning to the wares of their faithful, 
humble Tautologtjs^ doubtless exclaim, “ 0, thou hast delectable 

iteration I ” For hath he not 
described countless times in 
constantly va^ing style How 
the crocus in early spring 
bursteth through terra flrtna. 
How doves circle about St. 
Paul’s dome and strut in the 
cathedral yard, How the cross- 
ing-sweeper sweepeth. How 
the wealthy dine, lunch, sup— 
et hoc genus omne f And shall 
he not make friends acquainted 
with his methods of preparing 
these feasts liter arum — Sarda- 
napalian word banquets? 
Yerily yea. Know then that 
Tahtoiootts hath little sack 
full of assorted epithets, quo- 
tations— not too hackneyed— 
from classics, slightest sprink- 
ling, or minimum quantity, of 
definite article, plentiful supply 
of dashes, brackets, commas 
(inverted), notes of interroga- 
tion and eke exclamation. 
Stirring up these main ingre- 
dients he produceth essay not, 
he hopeth, unworthy his Elian 
predecessor. 

^ Nor is Tautologhjs altogether unassisted in his labours at the 
sign of “ The Wares.” Mrs. T. disoourseth not seldom, with delicate 
fascinating touch of lettered feminine hand, upon world-absorbing 
topics sucE as “ Chickens and Hens,” “Geese and Foxes,” “ Ducks,” 
“Socks,” “Silk,” and “Slippers.” ’Tis no idle flattery to pro- 
nounce her effusions not second to those of your obedient, obsequious 
servant himself. Revert we now to title of present article, ‘ ‘ Break- 
fast at a Coffee-Stall.” 0, thou Shrove-tide reveller I homewards 
wending upon Shanksian steed— the city, just ere rosy-fingered dawn 
( pSSodaKrv\os 'Eeos) makes first appearance, being oabless— despise not 
the tmassuming vendor of irreproachable Mocha, comfortably en- 
sconced in ben trovato indentation of a house’s wall, or in cleverly- 
chosen cul-de-sac. Stay rather to dissipate fumes of thy nocturnal 
debauch in steaming cup (poculum) filled from huge throbbing urn 
situated at the dexter extremity of immaculate Imoleum-covered 
counter. Drink the comforting beverage as “ piping-hot {pot 
bouille) as throat will bear. Then, if impaired digestion permit and 
Tahtoiootts’s advice be followed, let the palate be tempted by 
dainty, insidious sardine, deftly served upon crisp, crackling square of 
toast. Neither, upon this exquisite plat^ neglect to sprinkle purple, 
I iqnant powder —the product of distant Cayenr e. 

Now is apparent the fall force of Tallrtrand’s truism — or 
Bbiilat Savarin’s was it?— ' Happetit vient en mangeantP 
Order, therefore, pomme Irlandaise-^^^ apple of Hibernia, the 
roasted, and not divested of its jacket. Cut in halves and 
lubricate its mealy interior with judicious quantity of margarine, 
which the amiable caterer provideth upon application. Shun, with 
this dish, ^arsine-suitable Cayenne, fiavouring instead with black 
pepper and a soupcon of salt only. Hunger’s pangs appeased, a 
second copious draught of the coffee-berry’s decoction may not be 
amiss. Day now dawneth, the horny-handed one hurrieth along 



the street to diurnal duties, and thou— top-hatted, brazenly-belated 
scion of Society— art an incongruous object on the awakening town- 
scape. Retire then, rapidly, to thy domidlium, not forgetting to 
purchase from the all -providing matutinal restaurateur— fvmi sacra 
/times /—a fragrant Denarian weed of genuine home-grown Havana. 
Bid him a courteous “ Vale,'^ and proceed, refreshed, upon thy way 
—now no longer tortuous nor encumbered by multiplicity of lamp- 
posts. Thou hast broken thy fast like a king— at a coffee-stall I 


ALFRED TO ALFRED. 

(A very Up-to-date Song from the Shades,) 

0 Alfred, Alfred, Alfred ! Since you also bear my name. 

You might have more respected both my feelings and my fame ; 

For copy-book moralities, piped forth as by a starling. 

Will not make England venerate the memory of her ‘‘Darling.” 

1 do not love that name, Alfred ; it does not match with mine ; 

It savours of suburban “ spoons,’" or rustic “ Yalentine.” 

1 ’m told by those who know, Alfred, when bourgeois sweethearts 
meet. 

They dcat, like you, on “ darling,” dwell, like you, on “Sweet! 

Sweet I Sweet I ” [Park. 

YHiich may do for amorous Hampstead, or for Cockney Clapham 
Or for Anoeiina “ walking-out ” with Edwin, her new spark ; 

But for Eowr and Edoiva, quite another sort of pair, [the air,” 
(Though the latter’s name “ soared into space, and summered all 
As you credibly inform us,)— weU, I don’t wish to be harsh. 

But two Anglo-Saxon lovers, in a damp, “ low-lying marsh,” 

Hardly talked such twiddle-twaddle, when we had to fight the Dane, 
As a couple of canoodlers in a Cockney Lovers’ Lane. 

There’s a want of “ local colour,” my dear Alfred, in your lay, 

For we did not war, or wanton, in your mild suburban way. 

There is too much sugar-candy in your handling of such themes. 

And your Muse— if I may say so — is too fond of chocolate-creams. 
You know I touched the harp myself, but, on your Laureate-lyre, 
You twiddle in a fashion which had roused grim Guthrdm’s ire. 

And Celt and Briton, Angle, Frisian, Saxon, Norseman tco, 

Would have seized their “shriiling weapons,” and at once have 
gone for you I 

I was quite a moral model, as king’s go, 1 am aware ; 

But I don’t remember having such a go-to-m eating air 
As your virtuous “ England’s Yum-yum” — C mean “Darling” — 
seems to sport. 

And as to “ forehead questioning the sky 0, out it short ! 

I ’d a “ virile love of country,” or at least I hope I had. 

Bat thrasonic gush about it would have made me feel quite mad. 
lu dear old “ foam-fenced England” I should feel myself at home. 
But not among the Jingoes who are also given to “foam,” — 

Foam at the mouth, my Alfred, like mad dogs and men in fits. 
There be “ patriots ” and “ poets,” my dear Alfred, wits and cits, 
Who the muzzle and strait-jacket seem, at seasons, to require. 

“ Alfred shall have this England ’’—as a theme for Ms new lyre ; 

It seems rather hard on England, so the earlier Alfred thinks, 

An idea from which my “ practical imagination” shrinks. 

I StOl, I wouldn’t mind so much if Alfred limited his odes 
I To pecans upon Jameson, and dithyrambs on Rhodes. 

But It sets the shades a-sniggering and old Cerbeius a-snarling 
To think of Saxon Alfred being shrined in — Pnglandfs Darling / // 


RUEALITIES. 

Sir,— I am sure you will be glad to hear how unusually mild the 
season is with us in the country. As a proof of the fact, the follow- 
ing may be of interest. The other day Mr. Sidesplitter, a local 
gentleman, was accused by a lady friend of having cut her in the 
street. He replied— “ It was such a little cut, that it might almost 
be called a cutlet I ” Can you imagine anything milder than that ? 

A Resident at Sparklinoton. 

Sm,— Oar venerated old clergyman met my boy Teddy (aged six) 
yesterday, and asked him when he was going to school, and if he was 
going to be a boarder. Teddy promptly retorted that “ he didn’t 
intend to go to a board school.” This is another instance of how 
extremely ^brward we are in the country this season I 

Proud Pater. 

Sir,— The precocity of the vegetation for the time of year is truly 
remarkable. A lad of mine has just come in from the garden, and 
tells me he found a rose out I I have not seen it myself, but the boy 
is incapable of an nntrnth, and I think the unparalleled event (f or 
January) deserves a notice in your columns. 

Darwin Cuvier Jones. 

P.S.— I find it was the watering-pot rose that the lad found. Still 
the fact remains that the watering-pot itself was ont at a period of 
the year earlier than I ever remember. 
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Were foolish, fate-inviting, mad. 

Yon ^re rignt, my boy, I must be ready. 
But—song another refrain had 
In good old days,— “Steady, boys, steady I” 

Steady ’ s the word ! ’T were too absnrd 
For Bull to show mere boyish dnrry, 

I fancy he too old a bird 
To fall a prey to hurry-scurry. 

The Eagles, with one head or two, 

Like roosters scared may crow and cackle ; 
But Hisn’t loud hullaballoo 
That is the toughest thing io tackle. 

It isn*t crying’** Shoo ! or “ Whu-uahJ ” 
Like an old Durdm to her Part lets ^ 

Will scare my chicks to a mad rush. 

Xob Davises nor Ashmevd-Rartletts 
Will rule the roost this side or that, 

Kaisers and Dr, Burnsides blaster ; 

But when I put my foot down flat 
It won't be frightened up by fluster. 

Who hints the City Fathers might 
Prove patriot zeal, as in old centuries. 

By arming England for the fight 
With extra ironclads ? The venture is 
Exceeding bold. But hoarded gold 
Is apt to hold mere Bentiment gammon. 

I put my trust, now, as of old, ^ 

Much more in Manhood than in Mammon. 

Yet if /twixt Wealth and^Commonwealth', 
Such proof of patriot kinship proffers, j 
'Twill be fair sign of England’s health, 

And make us prouder of our orffers. 

“ Lay on, Hicks-Bbach 1 ” our Jingoes’cry, 
“Give Goschen whatsoe'er he ‘axes I , 
But patriots true but poor must sigh 
At prospect of yet heavier taxes. 

Dives, who hath huge hoards at stake, 

Is most “ Britannia-rule-the-wavy. ’ 

But will he prove his patriot make 
By— adding to his country’s navy ? 

What a wild cheer that volunteer 
From the whole Empire would elicit 1 1 1 
Saint George I I should be proud to hear 
Of the first million down 1 Where is it f 


NATAL ESTIMATES.” 

“We must be prepared. We must never lose 

the supremacy of the sea it is vital to our 

very existence I do not thiak I shall be di- 

vulging Cabinet secrets if I tell you that the 
Government are not going to slacken exertion, and 
that large as this year’s Kaval Estimates have been, 
next year you will see further increase,” 

Sir Michael Sichs-Beach at Leeds, 

LoTm Bull loqvMur : — 

A^ Nght, Sir Michael ! Fire away I 
Bs sure you will not find me grudginsr. 

To my last penny I will pay 
F or safety. But no Jmgo fudging 1 
®®^®Rton waste in headlong haste I 
J\o upward rash like a mad rocketl 
Pocket comes second, to my taste, 

Bat th^e are limits e’en to pocket. 


Like CiESAR to the pilot, I 
Say, “Forward, and fear nought I Thou 
earliest i 

Great C-aESAR and his fortune 1 ” Why, 

The storm may swell e'en whilst thou tar- 
liest. 

My fieet 's my fortune, well I know, 

And though strong foes the seas should 
To my Brundasium* I must go, [cover, 
Though storm-winds howl and storm-clouds 
hover. 

And winds and clouds, I must admit. 

Seem heating up as though for battle. 

In insular confidence to sit 
Till hurricanes roar and thunders rattle 

* “mugh the sea was covered with the enemy’s 
neets, ne resolved to embark in a vessel of twelve 
oaM, without acquainting any person with his 
intention, and sail to Brundusium.” 

I Plutarch's Ufe of Caesar, 


A SOMETHING OP A DIFFICULTY. 

Iisr Napoleords Last Voyages^ published by 
Fisher Unwin, John Wolselet, serving on 
board the Superb when Napoleon surren- 
dered, says, “On Sunday Napoleon came 
on board. * He is very short and very fat, 
and was, consequently, much tired with 
walkicg up and down the ladders.” Ahem I 
“Yery short and very fat,” and yet our 
Henry Irvino, who is tall and very lean, is, 
it is said, to appear as the Great Napoleon. 
Sach an objection is not insuperable. If 
taken at all, it must equally apply to Sir 
Henry Irvino’s playing the part of 
who, on his own mother’s Slowing, was a 
short, stout party {vide Hamlet^ Act T., 
Sc. 2), who^ would soon get “bellows to 
mend” in a fight, or in any such exertion as 
is implied iu “ such a gettin’ up stairs.” Sir 
Henry, by his breadth of style, wiU have to 
reduce his own height to the Napoleonic 
inches. Bat, indeed, not so very long ago 
one of oar clever artist-boys in Mr, Punch's 
Annual showed how the trick might be done. 


Literary Gossip {from the'^AustmcBum"), 
— Weanderstand that theaathor of J3ngland*s 
Barling has in preparation two new volumes, 
which will shortly be published. Their titles 
willbeNco^ZaMi?’5 Poppett ( Robertthe Bruce), 
and Ireland's Biddums (Brian Boru). 

Michael and his Fousd Angel.— T he 
Chancellor of the ExcBnaquER and his 
surplus, 

A Laureate of Metre, — The Gas Collector. 



r I look forward with pleasure to the possibiUty of the Stars and Stripes and the Union “The time] 

Jack noating together m dexence of a common cause satLotloned by humanity and by justice.” sident Monhob 

Jifr. GhmnbBrlain at M^rumtiffhavi, Jamiary 25, * 
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A SOMEESET VALENTINE. 

I DO reckon ’morrow be proper day, 

Zo warr’nt I ’ll spell ee out a line, 

An’ poastman ’ll gie ’t ee soon as may 
Come marnin’ — ’tes zart o’ Yalentine, 

I ’ve a zummat to tell ee, sbart an’ zwit, 
An’ might ’ve a-teUed it ee long ago— 
But there, like tartus as vair a-bit 
Wold hare, I be tarr’ble sure an’ slow. 
Aye, sure an’ slow, an’ poor an’ plain, 

But tidden great volk do veel the mos’; 
An’ — ’morrow marnin’ I ’ll be down lane 
'GinYarmer Yeilacott’s orchard- close. 

I beaut no scholard, as you do know, 

I wom’t a one vor books 1o school. 

An’ ha’ n’t done much to ’t zince, like Jos— 
He ’ve a sight o’ lamin’ an’ I be vcol. 
Hows’ ever, las’ ploughin’ down to Ling’s 
(Do eemind ?) virst prize wer’ a-judged to I 
Do zim there do be a power o’ things 
As books oant do vor ee more ’n liy. ^ 

An’ a heart, I count, ’tes better ’n brain — 
I*ve a -loved ee zince I do mind a'mos' * 
Zo come, dear, do ee— I ’ll bide down lane 
’Gin Yarmer Yellacott’s archard- close. 


He, “I SEE TOUR FRIEND, MrS. OvERTON, HAS WRITTEN A SOCIETY NoVEL.” 

{ She , “Oh dear!— and I always thoitght she was such a avce-minded Woman 1” 


Goino a Degree better.— In ihe Aihe- 
namm it was recently said that “ The Oxford 
movement in favour of granting the B.A. 
degree to qualified women seems^ to have 
gained a new impetus,” and the petition will, 
probably, be backed by the Yice-Chancellor, 
one of the Proctors, and other university 
lights and leaders. But how can ladies, 
married or unmarried, ever be “Bachelors” ? 
Why not a new and special degree for them ? 
We have Maids of Honour, Bride’ s-Maids, 
House-Maids, and so forth. Why not, for 
the unmarried, “L.M.,” which will serve for 
‘ ‘ Learned (or Lovable) Maid,’ ’ She wi U wear 
a becoming cap, showy gown, and a hood. 
If married, the letters L.M. will stand for 
“Learned Matron,” with bonnet, gown, 
streamers and hood of another cut and colour, 
symbolising the distinction between Maiden- 
hood and Wife-hood, 


“Honest my Lord ? ” — Last Saturday the 
Daily Hews gave in its list of distinguished 
Parliamentarians staying at Cannes the name 
of “ Lord Btjrghelebe, long known as 
Mr. Herbert Gardner.” What is the 
correct way of pronouncing this title? Is 
it “Bur-ghe-le-re” or “ Burghe-le-re ” or 
‘ ‘ Burghe-ldre ” ? Take it how jovl vdll, can it 
be looked upon as a rise in life for a man 
who was once a worthy and honest Gard’ner 
to have become a Bnrg’lar, or to be connected 
in any way with Burg-la-ree ? 


“ Aladdin’s Uncle, or Professor Eont- 
GEN AND HIS DISCOVERT.”— Great song by 
the Herr Professor, “ Hew Lights for Old 
“Ah I” sighs onr Bilious Contri- 
butor ; “if he could only for ‘lights’ substitute 
‘ livers ’ I What a business he would do 1 1 ” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mr. Wells’s Wonderful Visit would have 
been aU the better for compression. We are 
delighted to welcome the strange visitor ; bat 
a visit may be prolonged till the caller bc- 
c^'mes a nuisance. This particular District 
Visitor happens to he an angel— not exactly 
•m angel of the Old or Hew Testament, the 
author is careful to tell up, so as to guard 
himself against any charge of irreverence, 
or of being classed among those who rush in 
where angels fear to tread ; but an angel of a 
lower zone, an amiable hind of being, some- 
thing between a boy and a bird, not unlike a 
Peri or an overgrown fairy. 

The Yicar of the parish, who is a collector 
of strange specimens, wings him with his 
gun, brings biTn down, and take him home. 
S ) perhaps the story originated with the old 
Yankee joke about the sportsman who, hear- 
ing others lying about their wondrous shots, 
copped them all with— “ Waal, guess one day 
I was out shooting, and 1 winged a cherub. 
We kept him hopping about the garden, and 
made quite a pet oi him, until one day, 
when ” He paused. His hearers breath- 

lessly inquired, ‘ ‘ What happened ? ” “ W aal, 
torry to say, the cat eat him.” 

The “ winged ” angel becomes rather 
tedious, and at last, having won the affec- 
tions of a honsemaid, both disappear in 
smoke. And this is in brief the story of 
“the angel in the house”— not by Co- 
ventry Patmore, 

Mr. Anthony Hope’s Comedies of Court- 
ship are excellent light reading. Several 
tales in a single volume. “ Pick 'em where 
you like.” All good, and recommended by 

The Baron. 


AH ACCRA-WAITIHG SITUATIOH. 
[Prince Atchereboanda, the claimant to the 
Golden Stool, is still at Accia.] 

0 Prince, whose name suggests a sneeze 
Combined with some weird, gooselike wheeze, 
Why claim that Golden Stool ? 

Would not a hiscuit-box befit 
Your dignity, or mnst yon sit 
On what supports no golden rule ? 

Dark Atchereboanda, stay I 
Think on poor Prempeh’s wilful way, 

Aud curb your proud ambition. 

Or else you ’ll occupy some day 
His stool of sad contrition 1 
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DrM iMHA DrhiiT DCAnimr^Q the severest stress of weather, his masterly di^positioa of a ii-et, 

KUUIMUAdUU I ritAUIOivao. always of the kind that are exercised only by the few sailors 

Admiral Thunder, who combine with a love of their profession and a mastery of all its 

Not lone ago I reoeiTed a letter from my old friend Admiral nndaTmted,courage, prompt reaolution, and an instmobve 

THPHDiia. That is not hia real name, hut it ia the name hy 'which every aituaUon in ■which they find themselvea. 

hewas nniversally known thronghont the service while he was still _ * i TT” „ i j: i -j: a 

on the active list, and it still clings to in his retirement, Origi- The Admiral has never been married.^ He passed saieiy, 
nally due to the old sea dog’s inveterate habit of expressing himself entirely unscathed, from a youth which, if rumour may be trusted, 
iu the strongest language whenever his anger or bis interest was its gay and dasbicg complications, through a not unsusceptiWe 
aroused, it has lost none of its applicability now that the Admiral no niiddle age, and so into the bachelor bliss of his veteransbip. He 
longer directs the movements ot a sduadron, or keeps his clear bine ^ be'ieve, mahe one proposal of marriage, but his language in 
eye on the signs of the weather in mid ocean. Indeed, advancing the excitement of this unusual moment was so violent that tbe lady, 
years, fax from mitigatiag the matchless feiocity of the Admiral’s naturally of a timid disposition, having sumuomd un all the courage 
language, have, if anything, rather increased its force and copious- she could command, shudderedout a hasty “Ho,” and fled in terrorfrom 
ness. The causes that provoke the dear old sailor’s outbursts are the room. The Admiral looked upon the incident as a warning, mid 
necessarily more trivial in the pleasant little Hampshire house where never repeated the experiment. But he bore no malice, and in time 
he is spending what he has, for six years at least, called the last few to treat the matter as one for jocular allusion, speaking of it as 

days of his lile, than they were on board a battleship; but this “perhaps the one cccasion. Sir, in along and stormy career, when a 
makes no difference to the Admiral. I do not mean to say that the woman, yes, a woman, by the immortal Jingo, showed herself wjse^ 
Admiral is a habitual or even a freguent swearer of oaths. Here thousand everlasiiog million times wiser, than this old hulk 

and there one of these short, crisp little words, will pop out, hut set ; may his one-horse-power engines hurst into blue blazes if ever 

as it is in one of the Admiral’s flaming sentences, its appearance is gives another woman a chance.” The decision was a wise one : 
as little noticed as would be the crack of a toy pistol in the midst of iFe Admiral was not made for matrimony, and no doubt he was 
a tornado. happier living, as he did, at Rodney Lodge, not far from the Hew 

. “ . Forest, under the care of his two admiring maiden sisters, than he 

I SPOKE just now of the Admiral’s advancing years. I must not would have been with a wife to check his outgoings and keep watth 
be misunderstood. He is still well on the fair-weather side of over his incomings, 
seventy ; his eye is undimmed, his step is elastic, his figure ia erect, 

his noble chest is not yet shrunk from the broad expanse on which, Such, then, was and is Admiral Thunder. His two sisters, “ the 
in former days, a brilliant array of medals used to glitter, and his girls,” as he calls them, mere chits of sixty and sixty-two, keep 
voice, though It merely shakes the rafters of his country home, or nouse for him, admire him, recite his exploits, disregard his furious 
eciiMs through the woods, is not less resonant than when it used to explosions, and coddle and cosset him to his heart’s content whenever 
strike oh^ience into his crew. Hia thick and stubborn hair ia grey, he is seized with one of those colds which, according to the Admiral, 
hut in his crisp hewd the dark is still the ruHng colour. He has are the sure heralds of the galloping consumption that is 
seen mimh war-service from the day when, as one of Peel’s lion- eventually to bring him to his grave. For the Admiral is, if the 
hearts, he first heard a shot fired in anger in the Crimea, and won truth must be told, inclined, hke many vigorous and healthy men, 
the wmira^n of alL his comrades, not merely by his constant and to magnify the extent and the danger of his liti)le ailments. From 
cheerful p^ormance of his regular duties, hut by the almost a passing twinge in his chest he has been known to infer a long- 
nnparalleled act ot heroism by which he saved the life of a fellow- standingfatty degenerationof the heart; a red patch on his ncok 


s^or, and earned iot himself three severe wounds and the Victoria convinces hiTn that blood poisoning, in an aggpravated form, has set 
OiosB. And ms sea knowledge, his power of handling his ship under in. at last and. a all from his bicycle, for which i^ple natural 
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causes miglit be assigned, made it an article of faith with him for a 
whole week that his doom would come through creeping paralysis. 
All these dreadful threatenings, it must be said, do not much alEect 
the Admiral’s cheerful spirits. He is much more likely, in fact, to 
be rendered morose if anyone should dare to hint a doubt as to the 
necessarUy fatal issue of his complaint. Yet the Admiral never c^s 
in a doctor ; he is attended to by the girls and by his faithful old 
body servant, a former A.B., who now makes himself useful about 
the house in a hundred little ways as only a sailor can. These three, 
between them, have brought the Admiral through every mortal 
I illness known to medical science. 

Knowin^g my old friend’s peculiarities I was not much alarmed, 
therefore, when I received from him a letter in which he informed 
me that what he had long expected had now come about, that 
phthisis in its most acute form had attacked him, that he bad a 
racking, hacking cough calculated by its own unaided ejfforts to sweep 
away a whole ship’s company, that death, which he did not in the 
least fear, had come within easy signalling distance, and that if I 
wanted to see him again alive I was to come as soon as possible. 1 
concluded, as was indeed the case, that the Admiral had a bad cold, 
and that, being confined to the house, he would be glad of a slight 
change of companionship. So 1 packed my bag aad shortly found 
myself at Rodney Lodge. The girls received me in the morning 
room. “ We are glad you have come,” said Miss Elspeth, the^ elder, 
“ for the Admiral has been so looking for you. We do not anticipate 
his immediate demise, but there is great danger, very great danger.” 
“Shall I go to him at once?” I asked. “Perhaps that would be 
best,” said Miss Agnes. “ He is in his study ; it is a warmer room 
than his bedroom, and being on the ground-floor we can more 
quickly and easily attend to his wants. But, I fear, you will find 
him sadly changed.” As I anproaohed the study I became conscious 
that, in voice at any rate, and in fury, the Admiral was still his old 
self. It was booming through the door and along the passage like a 
broadside from a three-decker. “ May heaven forgive me,” he was 
roaring, “ if that is not the most astounding, immoral, and incom- 
parable act of double- distilled folly that even you, abandoned worm 
as you are, have ever committed in the course of your misspent 
life. Why, you hoary, old Japanese mask, you, I tola you not more 
than an hour ago— an hour? it wasn’t half-an-hour by aU the 

immortal powers ” At this point I entered the room. The 

Admiral, who was sitting in his armchair, a rug wrapped round his 
knees, a thick woollen comforter round his throat, and a cloth cap on 
his head, never paused for a moment in the torrent that he was 
pouring on the imperturbable head of bis servant. “Here,” he 
continued, “ is a friend who wiU bear witness to what I say. This 
man. Sir, has the effrontery, I can call it nothing else, by gad, he 
has the unparalleled effrontery to bring me my white wine whey 
now^ when ne knows that I cannot by any possible concatenation of 
circumstances want it for another hour. Why, curse you, you ’re 
grinning.” (Amos had, it must be admitted, winked at me.) “ I ’ll 

break every ” But what the Admiral would have threatened 

must remain a subject for conjecture, for at this point a violent fit of 
sneezing came upon him, and when he recovered from it his anger 
had vanished like a summer cloud, and he not only greeted me 
warmly, but accepted a dry handkerchief from the hands of the 
attentive Amos and took his white wine whey without another 
murmr as to its premature appearance. He then assured me that 
his will was made, all his affairs were in order, death might be 
expected at any moment, and he hoped I should be able to stay for 
at least a week. Personally he would have preferred a month, but 
he couldn't expect that from me. 

In two days he was as right as a trivet. On the third day he came 
up to town with me, gave me a first-rate dinner at his club, and 
visited Trilhy afterwards. “ By the Lord Harry, Sir,” he said, as 
we came out, “I could hardly contain myself from springing on to 
the stage and throttling that greasy, dirty, swab-faced villain, 
Soengali. The man tainted the air, Sir, he poisoned it by his foul 
presence. May 1 be fed for ever on bilge-water if he oughtn’t to 
have a thousand dozen.” Here he stopped suddenly in Ms walk. 
“ What ’s up, Admiral ? ” I asked. “ A pain. Sir, a red-hot demon 
of pain in my leg. I know what it is. 1 have got hip-disease.” I 
recommended oysters and stout as the best remedy applicable at the 
moment, and I have reason to believe that it was thoroughly success- 
ful, for I met the old fellow yesterday walking along Piccadilly at 
the rate of about five miles to the hour. 


A Ohevalieresque Conundrum. 

Coster Bill {to ^Arrief)^ I si I When is your young man like afi-sh 
out of water ? 

^Arriet. Oh, glong! Give ’tup. 

Coster Bill, Why, when ’e ’s a witin^ round the comer. 

\_Short encounter^ and exeunt severally. 
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THIS TREACHEROUS WEATHER! 

Jones md BoUnson are so muffled up they em't utter a soimd, and 
haw to make signs, 

Jmes, “Will tou Luncu with me To-day?” 

EoUnson ‘ ‘ At what o'Olocb: I Two ? ” 

Jones, “Yes.’ RoUmon, “All right.” \_Exiunt. 

REMEMBER A JACOBITE CAROL. 

{Sung to a WeXl-hnoxon Air, Jmuary 30.) 

Remember, remember, each scatterbrain member 
Of Leagues for Legitimist rot. 

That now is the season for amateur treason 
And playing at piffle and plot ! 

At three in the morning, the powers-that-be scorning. 

Turn up at Whitehall in full force, 

And there with doffed hat you must worsMp the statue, 

And pay your respects to his horse. 

With excursions, alarums, bring lilies and arums 
For brutal police to remove ; 

And, for tMs year’s display, lick the record with Gaelic 
Inscriptions, your ardour to prove. 

Then, Jacobites, sally from out the Thames Valley 
By sixes and sevens to the Tryst ; 

White coekaders, stand ready I St. Germain’s be steady I 
With danger the cause is well spiced I 

For if you ’re too bold. Sirs, you ’ll doubtless catch cold. Sirs, 
And people will laugh at your pranks, 

And at self-advertising and Stuart uprising. 

And freaks of our latterday cranks. 

King Charlie the Second, we ’re sure, would have reckoned 
These tricks as a comedy rare ; 

Nor will Bunch to-day smile less at humours so guileless. 
Shown off in Trafalgar Square 1 

Sentiment by Our Irrepressible Joeer (io Mr, Cook, the new 
Editor of the “ Daily News May you be a Top Soyer I 
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THE DUTCHMAN’S WEE DOG. (TRANSVAAL VERSION.) 


Jhresidmt {witTv a, winh) pi;pes : — 

Oh vhere, uad oli vhere, is datleetel 
wee dog, 

Oil, There, oh vhere can he be ? 

Mit nis tail cut short, uud his ears 
out long, 

Oh There, oh There is he ? 

He came, und he barked, and he 
licked mine big boots, 

Oh There, oh There can he be ? 

I fear dat 1 gif him a sort of a 
shnub. 

Has he fled back to Q-er-ma-nie ? 

Oh There, &c. 

He come und I fancy he Tanted to 
sthopt 

For ours is a bootiful air ; 

Bat de Portugee stiff at de door of 
his shop, 

Said he Tasn’t Tant Teuton tykes 
dere I 

Oh'There, & 3 . 

Den I tink dat I see dat lestel wee 
dog. 

Drop his tail ’twixt his legs mit 
a Tinee ; 

Und he flew Tat you call to de 
midst of next Teek, 

Und I ’Te not heard Ton yap from 
him fiaoe ! 

Oh There, &o. 

Sausage is goot, “ Small G-ermans ” 
is goot,— 

Oh There, oh There can he be ? 

Dey makes dem of horse, und dey 
makes dem of dog, 

I hope dey not make dem of he ! 

Oh There, &e, 



I dink dat he like der Pretoria town 
Or eTen goot old Amsterdam 1 

But I fear he is made into beef or 
to pork, 

Unless he is chickeu und ham I 
Oh There, &o, 

Tet, perhaps all is veil mit dat 
Teuton wee dog, 

Who at Berlin lays low, und 
keeps dark 

Perhaps in his kennel dey’ve 
chained him safe up, 

But— vat haf dey^done mit his 
barkf 

Oh There, &o, 

Mobal {adorning a tail), 

Yhen a leetle stray dog come und 
vaggle his tail, 

1 guess as he Tishes for prog. 

I von’t vistle him back, but I vould 
like to know 

Vat ^8 become of dat wee German 
dog 

Oh There, oh There is dat leetle dog 
gone, 

Oh There, oh vhere can he he ? 

Mit his ears hanging down und his 
tail ’twixt his legs, 

Oh vhere, oh vhere is he ? 


STRiiBGE Misapprehension Cor- 
RECTEB.— The Moor, not the Boer, 
U bringing Mr. Cecil Rhodes to 
England. 

^.WiTHOtrr Prejudice.— A'l Ger- 
man Company occupies St. George’s 
Hall. We should have preferred a 
Germau-Reed equivalent. 


CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. (For Ladies only) 

Dea^st Ethelinda,— It was with trembling Trilbys (we never 


vx V aritjuieSt 1 was 
soon chez moi, when Qoosie (she 
begged me to be familiar as 
soon as I had introduced mv- 
telf) asked me to take a chair, 
and join her in a “Tom Cat” 
(a mixture of gin and brandy), 
and a cigarette. Her courtesy 
gave me time to look round 
tHs dainty little den of refined 
dissipation. The furniture was 
what I would style rococo, and 
the pictures were mainly por- 
traits of my hostess from fa- 
vourite weekly papers, fastened 
to^ the unromautio wall-paper 
with hair-pins. Of course I 
noted, amid the abandon oi dis- 
carded chevelure and necessary 
cosmetiques^ q[uite a little pile of 

letters wdh coroiietson iAecnt'^/cjjcs-flank^ hy bouquets of orchids 
little moroooo cases, ■wMch. were I ia ever- 
raSBcst contained les bijoux de la reim. 
X observed, too, that the old cheval mirror was severely cracked in 

glances f Qmen soJe? as they say in Caha), and that my Hos wl 
favourite face-powder was FoUe-Farine, the delicate vic“t rSte 

of Tabiuje & Co. of Bond Street.^ 
GcmsiE, happily for feaT8f>nie Me, opened the hall, “ How ” she 
her winsome ‘Whitechapel accent, which I will not 

i taRe It. I replied that her garments, though, perhaps, deficient 
m warmth,^ were quite capable of carrying several pounds of crushed 
tobacco. Now don t get on that lay,” she snorted, with a piercing 



nasu. irom her great emerald eyes. “ Don’t try spoof with me.” I 
earnestly disclaimed any attempt to indulge in a sport which I had 
heard of as fant soit peu chic, GoosiE smiled languidly, the sort of 
risible separation of two red. lips, which the favourite of the Sttltan 
paight giTe when the Commander of the Faithful declares his 
Ignorance of European politics. * ‘ How do you like your profession ? ’ ’ 
I a^ed, wanting to makecopy. “Oh, hlowtheprofession,” sheauswered, 
Ugntly sending the smoke of the exquisite Dubec tohocco through her 
gazelle-like nostrils, “Do you not like your career?” I inquired, 
anxiously. ‘ I’d far so^er he mangling,” she answered, taking a 
drmkof Tom Cat ‘Hearts?” I interrogated roguishly. “No — 
washing, you stupid,” she replied, with a chuckle hen trovato; “you 
seem to be a bit balmy on the crumpet.” “I never eat the delicacy,” 
I responded.^ I represent the staff of social life, the Press.” 

Goosie raised herself from the azure velvet cushion on which she 
was rtpoEing. “ Look here,” she ejaculated. “ if you imagine I care 
one and ninepence thiee-fartbings for the Press, you’re jolly well 
mistaken. I out my capers, sing my songs, and do my patter to 
the tune of ^ a hundred quid a week, and do you think T mind what 
some stMvmg bloke with thirty boh salary says about me ? Not 
“x . ^ managers know it.” “I’m sure I did 

not msh to excite so talented an artiste,” I cried, repentantly ; “ hut 
m 52 , always advertise favourable newsnaper criticism.’* 

Oh I that s my agent’s business,” she retorted, flicking a peach- 
stone at ^6 mirror (peaches in January, ma chere /) : “he’s a regular 
srn^r after black and white, and much good may it do him.” 

At this moment an elderly female, who might have been an arch- 
^ “Hurrv up! You’re 

mlel, Goosie, dear. Oh! bother!” cried la belle chanteuse^ 
flinging the end of her cigarette into the wa+er-jug. “What do I 
start with ? The Flatcatcher and the Bird^ ” replied the duenna, 

with a hare’s foot — viritable pied de lihre — 
.miomted with some deKcate pink bloom. “Dead oats to the con- 
Qoosie, pettishly. “ I told him that I wanted to try 
Omons a la mode^^ and my brother and his pals are in 
fri^^dly lead.” So saying, the disap- 
impressed with the nonchalance of this 
treacle and rum (Boomerano’s 
D est), beaten up with new-laid eggs, for your cold. 

Your loving cousin, Kidj. 
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DEGENERACY. 

“Shttrb an tour Honour, it’s things as was mighty dif- 

FRUNT IN THE OULD DATS WHEN THE GiNTHRY BE’S A CUMMIN* TO 
THE PARTIBS 1 ’TfS AS MUCH AS ThRBE POUND I *D BE TAKIN’ OF 
A Night; but now— why, diyil a bit betant a few Coppers 
EVER I SEES at AIL \ MiND YOU, THIS EVENIN' I PUTS A DECOY 
Half-crown on the Plate myself, and bedad if they didn’t 

TAKE IT OV ME 1 BUT WAIT— I 'LL DO THEM THE NEXT TIME, FOR 
BEGOBRA I ’ll HAVE IT GLUED TO THE PLATE 1 ” 

EOUNDABOUT EEADINQS. 

On Mad Dogs. 

I GATHER from the usual sources of information that we are now 
in the midst of an epidemic of terror inspired by mad dogs. There 
has been a leading article in the TimeSy and the great army of letter- 
writers, each with his own special tale of horror, and his own patent 
remedy, has invaded the solemn columns of the daily Press. “ One 
who Loves his Fellow-Men ” has been joined in a muzzling crusade by 
‘‘Prevention is Better than Cure,” and “A Dog-Lover of Long 
Standing ” has demanded in tones of menace that members of the 
tail-wagging fraternity shall be either confined constantly within 
their kennels, or shot or bludgeoned at sight if they venture to 
stray abroad in pursuit of those innocent hut seemingly important 
investigations that form so large a part in the life of a dog. County 
Councils have taken action. The sages who control the affairs of 
London, having declined to impose a covering on their own baldness, 
have decided, by way of compensation, that the heads of all dogs in 
their enlightened jurisdiction shall be confined in cages ; and dull 
men in every part of England, who have hitherto been content to 
grumble at the rates, and to pay their butchers’ hills with decent 
regularity, are now swelling proudly with the new-boru inspiration 
of a muzzling mission. 

“ This is a dreadful business,” said my friend Beoadbeam to me 
the other day, in a tone of the deepest gloom, “ a dreadful business. 
I don’t know why the Government delay to take action,” 

“ Good Heavens,” said I, for I had not yet seen my evening papers, 
and I thought that possibly some new and totally unexpected crisis 
had arisen for the benefit of Mr. Alfred Austin and the music-halls. 
“ Good Heavens 1 what has happened ? Has Yenezuela broken loose 
again and burnt Mr. George Curzon and Sir Ellis Ashmead- 
Bartlett in effigy ? Or has President Kruger demanded the head 
of Mr. Cecil Ehodes on a charger ? Do not keep me in suspense, 


Broadbeam ; tell me what has happened, for I love my country, and 
wish to know the worst.” 

“What I” asked Broadbeam, his whole being shaking like a 
restive blanc-mange with suppressed fear ; “do you mean to say you 
haven’t seen all the articles in the papers about rabies? Why 
the whole place is full of mad dogs, and we shall all be bitten in our 
bsds” Broadbeam, I should explain, has a certain fondness for 
expressing himself melodramatically, but not always with strict 
appropriateness. No doubt he had read somewhere about people 
being murdered in their beds. 

I thied to soothe my unfortunate friend, but the effort, though 
well meant, was a wretched failure. He refused to be comforted, 
and went off in a hansom. Being a nervous man, he is not, as a 
rule, addicted to hansoms ; but, in his present state of terror, the 
word “ growler” was too fearfully suggestive, and the comfortable 
customaiy four-wheeler was abandoned. I have reason to believe 
that the letter signed “A Conservative, but a Patriot,” which 
appeared in a morning paper shortly afterwards, was from Broad- 
beam’s indignant pen. The writer, it will be remembered, declared, 
with a fine sarcasm, that Lord Salisbury might possibly^ manage to 
spare a moment or two from the miseries of the Armenians for the 
sufferings of the English people at home. What was the object of 
writing despatches to the Sultan when law-abiding Englishmen 
were allowed to be made the victims of thousands of mad and prowl- 
ing dogs ? Had not the Sultan a crushing retort ready to his hand ? 

“ This question,” the writer concluded, “obliterates aH distinctions 
of party. I have been a loyal supporter of the present Government, 
but there are necessary limits even to party-loyalty, and, in my 
ease, these limits have been reached.” 

Having digested this portentous declaration, I turned to the 
sixty-ninth letter of “A Citizen of the World” by Oliver Gold- 
smith. It was entitled “ The Fear of Mad Dogs Ridiculed,” and 
gives a humorous account of the epidemic terror through which the 
popnlatiou of these islands was passing some hundred and thirty 
years ago. “A dread of mad dogs,” he says, “is the epidemic 
terror which now prevails; and the whole nation is at present 
actually groaning under the malignity of its infiuenoe. The people 
sally from their houses with that circumspection which is prudent in 
such as expect a mad dog at every turning. The physician pubbshes 
his prescription, the beadle prepares his halter, and a few of unusual 
bravery arm themselves with boots and buff gloves, in order to face 
. the enemy if he should offer to attack them. In short, the whole 
, people stand bravely upon their defence, and seem, by their present 
spirit, to show a resolution of not being tamely bit by mad dogs any 
longer. . . . The terror at first feebly enters with a disregarded 
story of a little dog, that had gone through a neighbouring village, 
that was thought to be mad by several who had seen him. The next 
account comes that a mastiff ran through a certain town, and had 
bit five geese, which immediately ran mad, foamed at the bill, and 
died in great agonies soon after, , . . This relation only prepares 
the way for another still more hideous, as how the master oi a family, 
with seven small children, were all bit by a mad lap-dog ; and how 
the poor father first perceived the infection by calling for a draught 
' of water, when he saw the lap-dog swimming in the cup, . . . My 

* landlady, a good-natured woman, but a little credulous, waked me 

• some mornings ago before the usual hour with horror and astonish- 
^ ment in her looks. ... A mad dog down in the country, she assured me, 

^ had hit a farmer, who, soon becoming mad, ran into his own yard 
^ and bit a fine brindled cow ; the cow quickly became as mad as the 
r man, began to foam at the month, and raising herself up walked 
^ about on her Mnd legs, sometimes barking like a dog, and sometimes 
I attempting to talk like the farmer. Upon examining the grounds of 
> this story, I found my landlady had it from one neighbour, who had 

it from another neighbour, who had it from very good authority.” 

T 

^ With aU our statistics, our sanitary inspectors, onr County 
» Councils, and our wire muzzlings, I believe we are every whit as 
} foolish, as orednlous, as liable to blind panic as were onr forefathers 
^ in Goldsmith’s day. In any case, I am certaia that of all possible 
\ remedies the cage-muzzle is the most absurd, in that^ it defeats^ its 
^ object, and is admirably calculated to promote the disease against 
^ which it is to guard us. But I have my consolations. In another 
month or two the country gentlemen of England will he sending up 
deputations, and aimouncing in the public prints that thev are i 
® resolved to vote agaiust a Government which has basely allowed dogs 
' to be muzzled, ! 

s Theatrical On Dit,— In consequence of the snecess of The Sign 
i. of the CrosSy the temporary manager of the Lyric, following tJbe 
e example of Mr. W’iUiam Stumps, as recorded in JPicJcwicJc, has now 
- adopted the following signature, “ Wilson Babrett : his Mark X*” 
i W. B, may have been a long time in “making his mark,” but he has 
I, done it at last. 


VOL. OX. 
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MY CAREER IS ONLY BEGINNING!” 

(Sm £ej)ort q/'iifr. Wiodes'a 'brief epeeeh before leaving Sovfk Jfriea, Jan. 1896.) 
‘•Mr S,nn,. '1, • I Wlli POSTTOM APPBARAKOB IR PT7BUO AND «0 BACK AGAIN.” 

. 1 . ^ ^ South Africa. . . . Curiosity -will probably b® whetted rather than allayed by this intimation.”— 8 
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THE JOKING OAK. 

{A Dramatic Poem fov recitation,) 

“ Pause, 'Woodman, pause ! My fate is 
known. 

Thy cruel axe I see. 

Li st— since you’ vemarkedmeforyour own— 
To some re-marks from me,” 

The Woodman said, in tone abrupt, 

“ A tree that speaks should be ” 

But here the Oak did interrupt, — 

“ l^^o, I ^m not Beekbohm Tree. 

“ Too feeble for a lark I grow 
To perch on after dark. 

My bite you do not dread, although 
You do care for my bark,” 

The Woodman c.ies, in'much surprise, 

“ The like I never knew I 
Why, if I trust my ears and eyes, r 

The Oak that spoke was Tew I ” ' 

“ *Twas I indeed,” the Oak replied. 

“ Your ears did not deceive. 

My leaves are sparse, my fibre ’s dried. 

Could not you me re-leave ? ” 

“ That not my trade,” the Woodman said, 
“You queer cuss of a quercus, 

Re-lieving r ffioer I Not paid 
Am I by Parish Work’us. 

“ With critic’s eye I will not meet 
Your leaves, or green, or brown ; 


As thrift high salaries must treat, 

Sd I must cut you down?'* 

To him the Oak, “ Old friends ne’er cut. 
Be that the woodman’s maxim. 

I could a tale unfold.” “ Tut, tut ! ” 
The Woodman paused, — “ I ’ll ax him. 


“ How is it you ’re a Talking Oak ? 

Just answer that, old chap.” 

The Oak replied, “ Excuse the joke, 

I ’m full of verhum sap?^ 

The Woodman staggered. Sad to tell. 
He knew but one retort. 









A cutting one I . . . . The old tree fell. I 
One blow had out him short. 

The Woodman by the fall was crush’d 
As by a load oi bricks I 

Both Joking Oak and Woodman I hush’d I 
They ’ve gone across the Styx. 

“HOW AET THOU TRANSLATED!” 

Sir,— In a letter, written in French to the 
Times last week, read aloud to me by a 
friend who fiatters himself as much on the 
correctness of his accent as 1 pride myself on 
my comprehension of the language when 
pronounced in my hearing by an educated 
Parisian, I noticed the -words*' Palais Moral?* 
A year and a half, I regret to say, has elapsed , 
since last I visited -the gay city, and then 
the entertainment at the Palais Ro^ was, 
as ever, broadly farcical, and, as English 
ladies say, “ Oh so French, you know ! ” Is 
it possible that our gay old ** Palais Royal,” 
the home of Le plus heureux des ^roia, and 
many other irresistibly funny inmmbabilities, 
has been converted into a ** Palais Moral” r 
Or is there a Palais Moral set up in opposi- 
tion to the Palais Poyal f 

Yours, “TJn Clui Sait.” 

[Eeferriug to the letter, we find that the expres- 
sion used was the '‘^palais moralP Espirons que 
noire *‘*‘un qiii sait’* aurait toufours ^^le pahis 
fin?* — Ed.] 

Largely patronised by Sporting Heads 
jTDSi NOW. — The Spring Handi-caps, 
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MK. PIJNOffS PATENT MATINEE HAT, 


PrrTjsD 'WITH BrNOCuLAit Glasses fob thb Benefit of those 
SITTING BEHIND ITS WeARER. 


SOMEBODVS LETTEE. 

Scene — A Study, Greatly JSsteemed Statesman discovered hanging 
up a considerably damaged hat and a little used shillelagh. 

Greatly Esteemed Statesman (returning to his desk^ upon which 
rests an all hut completed letter). There 1 Eow that I have put hack 
my emhlems of service aud authority, I oau resume my literary 
studies. How delightful it is to he once again amongst my hooks ! 
JNo longer provoked and worried 1 No longer almost induced to give 
a severely mitating opponent a good hard knock I No longer de- 
no^ced hy half the Press of my native country, and contemptuously 
n r®J“8i>ider. Able at last to sit down in an easy-chair, 
wil^ the co^orting dignity of a scholar and a gentleman. Why I 
do helmve that I shall he ahle to drink a cup of tea in peace I No 
more shoutings and yellings, and all sorts of hideous interruptions I 
1 retoe from the toil and tumult and hearthnming of political con- 
test, to resume the peaceful pleasure of justly-appreciated author- 
ship. But let me read,^ for the last time, my letter, to see if I have 
togotten anyltog I wish to he rememhered. (Peruses his epistle,) 
les, 1 ^ve m my resignation plainly enough I But what an 
omsBionl (Writes, and then reads,) “I need not tell you with 
what regret I make this announcement.” No, I needn’t I 

{.Greatly Psteemed Statesman smiles as the scene closes in upon 
a tableau of intense felicity, 

"GOING- TWO BETTER!” 
for those whom business, or pleasure, or a combination 
P- rngh-t-boats. The Dover 
taTOig_ Batisfa^nly massed her examination on the Clyde (the 

folio-wed by The Calais, and 
these two w^sn^sede the Contmental travellers’ old friends The 
Foam and The Wave, mat need now of any ChS Snnd 
feax s^sickness ; for how oan there be any 

v_® * 4 . ^ are to travel 

at the rate of raghteen knots per hoar,” which is “ ttaee knots in 
exMss of old mW’ Consequently th^ sooner wiU bS 

«a<ra time for a petit soupw, en 
at the oelehrated Calais hnfiet of the ffare IrntrUime ? Mav 
^8 he BO, amoe, at piat “ very witching time of night,” -^ere is 
snstmnmg to -the vaeum viator as the oomforting 
oouiUoiif soTvcd jnst hot enough, aud not too hot fnr iTn-mArivo-t-A 
consumption, accompanied by a VIms Sf « 

“* • i>«trsx,s 




Mti 
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MILD McCarthy. 

A Lay oe a Lost Leader. 

Air — ‘ ‘ JSnniscorthy, ’* 

Ye may thravel over Europe, yes, and the U-nited States, 

Ye may meet wid many leaders wid sound hearts and level pates, 
But the pride of snug tea-parties and the glory of his mates. 

Was “ dear Justin,” mildj magnanimous McCarthy. 

It was early he tuk breakfast, it was late he wint to bed, 

He never ceased his labours hard— or leastway — so ’twas said— 

And the praise of patriotism was a laurel for his head, 

And its light was like a nimbus round McCarthy, 

Chorus : — 

Home Hale he was a tower in, 

Debate he was a power in, 

The pride of Oir eland’s pathriotic Par thy. 

When shillelaghs all went whacking, 

And the skulls of Pats were cracking, 

The fairest chance of peace was in McCarthy. 

But in spite of Justin’s gintleuess, some disparate rows arose, 
McCarthy did his best for to conciliate the foes ; 

But stick would clash wid cudgel, yes and fist encounter nose, 

It was that which played the mischief wid McCarthy. 

For raspy Redmond did his best to knock Tim Healy down, 

They all fought wid one another, ’stead o’ foightin’ ’gin the Crown, 
And Dillon, Sexton, Davitt— all rare warriors of renown— 
Seemed dancin’ like mad divils round McCarthy. 

Chorus .—Home Rule he was a tower in, &c. 

Now, Justin was a gentle bhoy, who loved romance and rhymes. 
And likeways wished to finish off a History of his Times, — 

Which had been exceeding rough ones, amidst guarrels, rows, and 
crimes — 

So he gave up tryin’ to lead the Oirish Parthy. 

Says McCarthy, " Thanks to Providence, my task at last is done I 
I ’ll git back to my books again, and have some peace and fun I ” 
But if they wish their sphlit-np Parthies welded into one, 

They’ll scarce find a fitter leader than McCarthy I 
Chorus : — 

Home Rule he still ma^r tower in. 

Parliament he a power in ; 

Bat, faix ! Anld Oireland’s shamrock- sporting Parthy, 
When the sticks again are whacking, 

And the skulls once more are cracking, 

May miss dear, mild, magnanimous McCarthy I 


THE NEW SPORT OP "THANKFULLY RECEIYED.” 

Pules of the Game, 

1. Ant number of players can take part in this pastime. 

2. The players shall consist of a limited number of conductors and 
any amount of distinguished contributors. 

3. When all is ready to begin, the conductor writes out a number 

of questions of a miscellaneous character, such as "What is your 
opinion upon street music ? “ Why do you or do you not patonise 

the Stores?” or "What are your favourite hooks, and why do you 
prefer them ? ” 

conductor then distributes the written questions amongst 
the distinguished contributors, and waits for the answers, which, 
when received, count as " copy.” 

5. If the conductor gets a reply to some such question as “ Should 
the clergy visit theatres ? ” from the Archbishop of Canterbury, he 
scores one on account of the quality of the copy. 

6. Should a question remain unanswered by a player, the conductor 
passes it on to the most likely distinguished contributor, and the 
non-answerer becomes a non-oontrihntor, and ceases to have an 
interest in the game. 

7. Should a distinguished contributor require payment for his 
answer, considering it copy, the conductor withdraws the question 
^^<1 sends it to someone of the non- contributor’s profession and 
stan^g unlikdy to demand remuneration. When the conductor 
receives a gratuitous reply he scores again. 

conductor uses a contributor to obtain answers to a 
(called an "interview”) from a second player, 
then tiie chosen contributor may ask to divide the profits of the 
interview with the^ conductor. Shoxtld the chosen contributor 
succeed in Ms application he marks one, hut the second player, 
however distmguished, having served his purpose in providing the 
materials of the interview, does not count. 

9. A ^nduotor who sends out scores of circulars without eliciting 

® ** consequently " put out.” 

10. Ine wmner of toe g^e is he who obtains the best copy at toe 
least cost, after allowmg higher marks to quantity than to quality. 
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SPOETIVE SONGS. 

The Oompassiowatb Punter to 

THE Luo E-70RS AREN DAMSEL. 

^Twas all my faiilt, I know you ’ll 
say 

I led your innocence astray 
At Epsom, when I said I ’d lay 
Long odds against Sir Visto, 
And so to make it real fan 
I ask’d “ In fivers ? ” Yon cried 
“Done I” 

And when I paid yon what yon ’d 
won, 

Declared I was “ Mephisto ! ” 

To-day how chang’d yon seem 
to he, 

No longer merry, fancy free, 

Only too glad a race to see. 

Just to enjoy an outing. 

For now yon scan with eager eyes 
The “Latest Betting”— wondrons 
wise — 

Ton know when this or that horse 
“ tries,” 

And love the “ hookies” shont- 
ing. 

Odiere was a time not long ago 
When at a lawn or paddock show, 
In chifion, frill and fnrhelow, 
Than yon none could he smarter. 
No more I note that dainty grace, 
That symphony in silk and lace ; 
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S, L M, the Sultan {reading to himself from his presentation copy of 
Mr» William Watson's sonnets ) — 

“‘Thou with the beightb&t of Hell’s aureoles 
Dost shine supreme, incomparably crowned 
Immortally, beyond all mortals, damned 1 ’ 

“Well, I’m 1 I mean, BismillahI” 


Tonj’ve lost yont pride in Fashion’s 
race, 

And rarely face the starter. 

Is it too late to hid yon leave 
The course that ever mnst deceive? 
Tour losses yon may yet retrieve 
And make up all yonr misses. 

I ’ve such a tip 1— a splendid thing ! 
A match that must good fortune 
bring ! — 

Say, will you try another ring. 
And het with me in kieses ? 


“Nursery Erudition’’ in a 
Nutshell. 

[“Alpred’s name, and the tales 
that clustered round it, formed the 
most enthrallirg pages of nursery 
erudition.’* — Mr. 2imtm*s Preface to 
^^JEnglmdh HarUng.'^} 

SiNo a song of Alfred I 
Rhymester’s all awry. 
“England’s Darling” erst was 
praised 

By Poet Laureate Pte. 

Deeming the conrse was open, 
Austin the same did sing. 

Was not that a shocking fate 
For the great Saxon King ? 


The Real “ Intolerable 
Strain,”— Street organs. 


THE INCOMPLETE LONDON LETTER. 


THE INFANT REFORMED. 


{To le filled up hy those ^^mthe know”) 

Word of preface. New feature. Brevity order of the day. Light 
touch. Light come. Light go, (Hve outlme. Shading superfiuous. 
Last idea of the artists— very clever. “ Why dot your i’s ? ” “ Why 
cross your t’s ? ” Leave something to the imagination. Do it now 
instead of later. Saving at any rate in legacy duty. 


Huntino story, A man angry. Another man angry too. Language. 
Took the dogs home. “Congratulations.” Office of telegram’s 
origin— Berlin. 

Leap Tear. Women proposing everywhere, Man never knows 
when he may lose singularity. One fellow reads first column daily. 
Says he must keep his eye on “the marriages.” If he didn’t, might 
miss his own wedding, 

Few points. He heard it at the Cluh, Fan found in the private 
box. With the menu. But she needn’t have lost her temper. For 
it wasn’t the fault of the spaniel. They wondered at the Stock 
Exchange. Not that it affected the conservatory. For he was 
wearing a blue domino. And she threw up the part at the last 
moment. However, it kept the congregation waiting. The pew- 
opener suggested a key. But it didn’t matter much, as the m^- 
hoat was not running. So she said she preferred 01:mpia. Which 
certainly astonished her mother. Hitherto a most indulgent parent. 
But what can be done when the coachman flatly refuses to bring out 
the horses ? It certainly was frosty weather, and the bracelet had 
gone to he mended. But that needn’t have put off the lecture. For, 
after aU, the Royal Institution is the Royal Institution. Especially 
when diamonds are trumps three times running. So they preferred 
to stay at Nice instead of Monte Carlo. At the suggestion of the 
curate. At least, that was the tale told by the Squire at the himting 
breakfast. But it was injudicious to talk about their meeting at 
Niagara. Ton can skate on thin ice anywhere. So said the Duke, 
when they asked his Grace’s opinion. But they shouldn’t have 
turned out the guard, for in spite of his riband he wasn’t a field 
officer. And it was thoughtless at four o’clock in the morning. So 
they observed at the War Office. And they ought to know. Not 
that it wasn’t annoying after they had ordered the talle d^hSte 
luncheon. Extenuating circumstances was the verdict. But they 
are all wondering how it will end. For the dog-cart was smashed to 
atoms, and no one oonld find the lost certificate. 


And now I have referred to aU the stories “ going the rounds,” At 
least, so says the Judge of the High Court. 


{A Dialogue Dedicated, wUh Mr. Punch's Compliments, to those wfio 
rely upon Figwres.) 

Compiler of Statistics, Now, my little man, I presume you are 
quite well ? 

Child between five and te7i. Yes, tank yon ; me bery well. 

Compiler, Never had a day’s illness, eh P 

Child, Never dat me knows of. 

Compiler, That ’s right, and have you been told that, taking the 
years 1841 to 1860, the death-rate of children under five years old 
was 71*2 ? 

Child, Me ha?, and dat between years 1886 to 1890 death-rate 
only 61*9. . 

Compiler, Certainly, my dear; you are accurate to a decimal 
point. And can you now tell me what has been the death-rate for 
the same periods for children like yourself, between five and ten ? 

Child, Me thinks 9 *3 and 4*9, Am me right ? ^ 

Compiler, Q,uite right. Ton are a very good little hoy, indeed ; 
and now tell me, is not this decreise attributable to improved 
sanitary arrangements ? 

Child, Bery possible. Me likes the hoofnl green fields and great 
big playgrouuiis. Me likes ’em bery much, indeed I 

Compiler, Of course you do ! very natural, too ! But don’t you 
think it probable that the abstention from alcohol during the later 
period has had something to do with it ? 

Child, Yes, yes. Me live longer dan the oder ickle boys and 
ghls, ’cos the oder ickle boys and girls were naughty ickle boys and 
girls I 

Compiler, I am glad to hear you say so, although, perhaps, it was 
not entirely their fault. But why do you think the children who 
preceded you were naughty ? 

Child, ’Cos dey all took to drinking I 

Compiler, A most intelligent response I and, to mark my apprecia- 
tion of your replies to my questions, I beg to present yon with 
twopence. What will ^ou buy with it ? 

Child, Me will buy nice sweeties. 

Compiler, But you will avoid brandy-baUs ? 

Child, Acourse me will. Me buy sugar-stick, not brandy-balls. 
Why me not buy brandy-balls ? ’ Cos me am total abstainer I 

[Exeunt severally, 

A muB for laureates, 

Mem. for all future patriotic Odes 

The old “ Path of Empire” now should be its Rhodes 1 


Female Definition of Leaf Tear.— Miss Understood. 


New Name for the Present Age.— The German Sauce-age 1 
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TO A CAUTIOUS STOCKBEOKER. 

You recommeiid Consols, the one 
Livestment absolutely sound ; 

Home Rails perhaps I need not shun, 

If nothing better can he found. 

For comfort has more charms than wealth ; 

Let ease with placid oahn combine, 

Since sleepless nights the best of health 
Will undermine. 

Consols? Bless me, I can’t afford 
To live on one or two per cent. I 
The workhouse then must give me board 
And lodging, free from rates and rent. I 
I came— -I ’m hanged, you ’ve made me shy I 
My brightest hopes I half resign. 

What win you think of me if I I 

Suggest a mine ? 

You frown . I know what you will say— 
That sleepless nights will be my lot. 

That I shall pine and fade away. 

And die a pauper, shall I not r 
To pause before it is too late, 

Though cent, per cent, sounds very fine, 

Or ruin is the certain fate 

Of me and mine. 

I’know you’re right, I ’m quite ashamed ; 

To avarice there should be bounds ; I 
And yet the sum I have not named, | 

I only meant a hundred pounds. 

How mines are low it seems no sin 
To risk a rise. You won’t decline 
To buy ten shares — I shock you ?— in 
The Bunkum Mine. 

THE PEOGEESSIVE PHOTOGEAPH. 

{From a MaUer-of- Qoming-Fccct jRo'fnanc &, ) 

“You are greatly changed,” said Adoiphus 
to his friend, after a pause. “ I have not seen 
you for a year. When we last met you were 
the merriest of the merry. What have become 
of your quaint quips— your comic cranks P” 
“G-one, all gone,” returned Horatio, 
gloomily. 

“ Your company is certainly depressing,” 
the other continued. “ When we^ bade each 
other adieu, twelve months since, it was with 
a pleasing jest, and a mirth-compelling anec- 
dote. I remember how you made me laugh at 
the story of Snooks’ infatuation for photo- 
graphy. He had learned how to reproduce the 
hitherto hidden bones of the living hand.” 

“ Speaknot of Snooks,” Horatio muttered, 
in a tone suggestive of apprehension. “ Would 
that 1 had never met him.” 

“ And yet he was a man of intellect. He 
never seemed tired of making experiments.” 
“111(1' “It was that love of investigation that has 

All lo I Ai A R.I « proved my curse,” cried the hapless Horatio. 
Aj»L. lo IN A NAMEi “He was not satisfied with merely phot 9 “ 

‘ Well, Dablino, you save got a swagger Frock on, teis time 1 ” gra:^iing the human f^me as he fo^d it in 

“It *s EOT A Frock, Henry.” “Why, what is it. then!” breathmg body. He extended his opera- 

“ The Newspapers call it a Creation or Madame Aldkgondb^s I ” tionsimtil now I am completed m his power 1” 

“ I do not understand you 1 ” 

' — ;*■* ;■*— “ Who would ? ” queried the grief-stricken 

IN PAINTERS^ CORNER. course right nobly run, and since victim, wearily; “and yet what I say is true. I 

Movtiav NoUesse ohlige^ his manners matched his Snooks is in the possession of a secret I 

m Art. thought safe from all the world. He knows 

he pieces. — Fine painter-skill, the bearing of a prince, what I had hoped had been buried in the 

foblepiftarM;tutto life is 

them aL ”-— G E Wattn i ^ piece, crowned with a death You are more mysterious than ever I 

RBovfTPT saxA • UA .Painful hut manfully patient,— nohle still I Pray explain yourself.” 

Disparagement’s malign and peevish breath “ It is the curse of the camera 1 ” 



And here to-day, beneath St. Paul’s grey 
dome. 


CTe may not penetrate, nor venom kill 


- mL « - ^ , — Adolphus glanced at Lis friend uneasily. 

w J.V • i-i. Tim fame which is the fruit of cultured days, A suspicion had entered his mind. 

PtpeMg despite the canker and the blight “No,” said Horatio, sadly, “I am not 
painter’s tribute. He s at Of pestilent petty things, in whom aU praise, mad. With the assistance of photography 
nome fiia-wA j ’ a i 3 


Here, with the genial genius, courtly soul, 
And true Art-friend, Sir Joshua, Here 
to lie 

Near Reinoids is a royal fate, a goal 
At onee fulfilling praise and prophecy. 


Save of their fiobhy-idols, genders spite : 
Great if not quite among the greatest, here 
A noble artist, of a noble life, 

Bests, with a fame that lives, and needs not 
fear 

Detraction, or the hour’s ephemeral strife. 


Snooks has discovered something that fills me 
with fear.” There was a pause. Then came 
the explanation in a terror-inspired whisper. 

“ He has succeeded— it is true after many 
failures— in taking a carte of the skeleton in 
the onpboaid 1 ” 
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SONG OF THE NEW NOVEL- 
READER. 

Air — cannot sing the old songs,** 

1 CAJOiTOT read the old books! 

They always bore me so. 

I never read the old books, 

They are so dull and glow. 

Dickers and Scott are awful rot, 
Lyttor' *s pure fiddlededee. 

I cannot read the old books, 

They give the hump to Me ! 

I cannot read the old books I 
Just think of Rasselas ! 

Bibrell calls Johjstsor hero, 

I call him an old ass. 

GoLDSiiiTH and Burke I always 
shirk, 

Drtder- and Pore I flee. 

I cannot read the old books, 

They *re far too “dry” for Me ! 

I cannot read the old books I 
Dickens is dreadfully low ; 

I once could laugh o’er Rickwick^ 
But that was long ago. 

I tried a bit of Chuzzlewit 
The other day, to see. 

But I cannot read the old “ Boz,” 
Sam Weller sickens Me ! 

I cannot read the old books I 
I ’m forced to skip and dodge. 

Thackeray ’s such a proser. 

And Scott ’s a fearful stodge. 

Di Vernon is old-fashioned “ Sz,” 
And Reeky ^ so is she. 

I oanwo^ stand those old “ crocks,” 
They have no charm for Me I 

I cannot read the old books I 
They’ve neither style nor chic. 

Their men are so provincial, 

Their maids so milky meek. 
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DOLLY’S CLASSICS. 


“The Laocoon.” 



They’re not “sincere,” and of 
small beer 

Their chronicles all be. 

I cannot stand their old “ spoons,” 
Their bleat just sickens Me I 

I cannot hear the old books I 
They make me s(iuirm and 
blench. 

They’ve no dusk touch of Nor- 
way, 

They ’ve no sharp dash of 
French. 

Nay, you will miss “ analysis,” 
With which the Yank’s so free. 
I cannot stand the “ old gang,” 
They’ve no phil-os-o-^yT 

I cannot read the old books I 
You see I ’m up-to-date I 
My cult is of the new gods, 
Faun-Passion, Fury-Fate. 

The great god Pan to Modem 
Man ^ 

Is chief divinity. 

I cannot bow to old gods, 

They ’re fetish frumps to Me I 

I will not read the old books I 
They ’re so unsound on Sex I 
Tlm^ grovel to the Grundy-bonds 

They ’re non-erotic, crass, chaotic. 
Art’s earliest ABC. 

No, no I I read the New Books, 
They thrill and tickle Me I 


On his “ CuRzoNAEX ” Re- 
marks.—^ propos of Mr. Curzon 
and his bnrglarions simile, M. 
Francis de PbessensIi, Foreign 
Editor of Le Temps, wrote a 
thoroughly Press- sensi~Ue to the 
Times last Friday, 


FEOM THE DIAEY OP A LATJEEATE. 

Hano it! Wish some other fellow hadn’t written Rule, 
BritanniaP It would come in now admirably. Wonder if any- 
body knows anything more of it than the chorus P Let me see— 
how did first verse commence ? 

“"When Britain first at Heaven’s command 
Arose from out the azure main.” 

Capital! just exactly what I was thinking of ! bother it I It ’s the 
idea! Can’t get it out of my head, Sappy Thought,—-! see— 
“ Britain first ” is the keynote. “ First ” : beginning at the hegin- 
uing— good,— that ’s it— must make a start somehow. 

“ In the beginning when ” 

Ahem ! sounds scriptural, Dm. Well, why not ? I will. Happy 
Thought— idea of Britain “in the beginning— when,” 
what P Go hack a little. What is comprised in the word ‘ ‘ Britain ” ? 
Island : water— sea— shore— shingle— (bravo ! note down ‘ ‘ shingle ”) 
— ^beach— fields — ^woods — ^fastnesses I Whoop ! Lovely word “ fast- 
nesses.” Can’t fit it in. Pity! What colonr “fastnesses”? Grey! 
Splendid ! ! And fields— what colonr fields ? Depends on time of 
year. Happy Thought — Any time of year will do. Poetry, not for 
£Uiy particnlar season, hnt for all time. Say ‘ ‘ green ” for choice. Got 
it! “Grey fastnesses and green fields.” No, no; common-place; 
and “ fastnesses ’’—beautiful word— hut can*t fit it into metre. 

Qwery— Change metre P No: I’m strung up for this jerky put- 
’em-together-anyhow-chaotic-sort-of-pre-creation-of-world metre. 
Must stick to it. It’s original. And what I like is Originality, if 
one can only get it! I’ve got it; and I’ll keep it. “Grey” — 
“ green”— “fast” — “nesses.” By Jingo! that ^s it I Omit the 
“fast”! Lovely!! Here:— 

“ Grey- green nesses.” 

Bravo ! hravissimo I An in spiration. What are ‘ ‘ nesses ” ? Doesn’t 
matter ; if I don’t know, nobody else will. Note it down for use when 
wanted. Sure to come in somewhere. Wish I could think of some- 
thing new about the sea ! Should like to call it “ the azure main,” 
but the chap who wrote Rule, Britannia*^ did that, hang him! 
Let me sea— no, I mean “see” (no levity). What’s in the sea? 
Fish. Big fish. Whales! Hooray! Whales! England and 
WhalesJ that is “ Britain.” Oh dear I No, I mustn’t joke. I must 


curb my Pegasus I I must use my Pegasus as^ a cart-horse. Cart 
Horse! In field. Sea horse in “azure main.” (Dash “azure 
main”!) Marmer “ploughs sea.” Why not “whale” instead of 
“ mariner ” ? Ploughing the land ? Ploughing the water? Triumph I 
Another line I 

“ And whale-ploughed water,” 

Bee-autiful ! That will do for to-night. Bring in shingle, valleys, 
and mists to-morrow. Good night ! I do wish that idiot, whoever 
he was, had never written Rule, Britannia!* Deuced hard on me. 

An Appeal, wlien in Distress, to my Aunt. 

{By a modest Nephew,) 

Sweet Aunt, I ’ve lov’d you as I should, 

And never ask’d you for a stiver. 

I ’m in a mess I must confess. 

Will you, as dear old Uncle would, 

Upon my watch advance a “ fiver ” ? 


A MUSICAL HINT. 

At St. James’s Hall Ballad Concerts the Meistersingers gave 
Gorhan’s ** Whene'er I Gaze,** This was announced in the 
papers everywhere. Of course Gaze deserves this publicity. We 
are not “ a deniging of it.” But wouldn’t it he fair and square 
towards the other and elder firm of tourists’ agents if the same sweet 
warblers were, alternately with this, to give a madrigal entitled, 
“ When^er I Cook" f We are not aware of the existence of such 
a concerted piece, but surely it might he at once written, composed, 
and performed. Then one verse, as an ensemble, would do justice 
to both these estimable and useful Travelling houses. As thus : — 
■WbLene’er I Gaze on amounts 
For travels, reduced they be ; 

Whene’er I Cook my accounts 
I’m saving my £. «. d. 

This verse is just given gratis, as a mere suggestion, by our own 
Private Laureate — ^not Alfredo caro— and may be used, applied, 
and developed, by the Meistersinger-in-Chief , for the public benefit, 
and his owHi whenever he takes it. 
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\?hicli your order liad to be' executed — no roll 
of sensitized film was placed inside it* Thus, 
tdthongb the rest of the mechanism is in 
perfect order, there is, of course, no record of 
any of the scenes which you imagined yonr- 
self to he photographing, as the interior of 

the camera is absolutely empty.'’ 

# # ♦ # 

The Presidentship was declared vacant next 
day, and Fogsok has not been heard of since. 


THE FALL OF FOGSON. 


THE PLEA OP PILGAilLIO. 

{The Imj^ecunious lnc(mie4ax Pa/yer to the Jingo 
Patriot,) 

“ Pat up like a man, a7id don't grudge it 
That 's grand patriotic advice. 

Sir Michael projecting his Budget, 

No doubt feels exceedingly nice : 

But oh I when I have to make payment 
Of eightpence— or more— in the pound, 

My wife, running short of new raiment, 

Will not look so nice, I '11 be bound. 

The last three years’ average, verily, 

Makes me feel sad and look glum. 

Patriots perorate merrily, 

I — ^pay my tax and am dumb. 

But oh I Cleveland, Keuoee, Rhodes, 
WlIL-I-AM, 

And backers of Jameson’s raid. 

Can you guess how alarmed at the bill I am, 
Or with what sore effort ’tis paid ? 

When one has a limited income, 

A, falling one, thoughts will obtrude; 

Wild wondering whence will the tinloome ; 

And oh I tax-collectors are rude I 
With a rather exacting Exchequer, 

And agents capricious and curt, 

’Tisn’t easy to keep up one’s pecker, 

Or even to keep in one’s shirt. 

When a big tax is claimed in a lump, it 
Comes hard on a purse that is smm, 

I fear I shall “ go off my crumpet ” 

As taxes arise, and “ screws^’ faU. 

Some “returns” are far less than receivings, 

good that year that we decided to award ^ 

twenty-fonr gold medals. Our club has just deceivmgs, 


PoGSON had been absent for more than a two dozen inembem, not including Fogson. Xo^trliiL^ andSml^snSf 
year hem the meetings of our photographio somehow lings to J get about. , 

SSdst wflkS^s to^Tarbe^ s^" FivehundredI There’sKttte that’s true in 
wxin some loraiuae ii ne nau never rerameu i i » PYpUimprl “ Tt mcome’s return I much doubt, 

at all. It was undemable that Fogson took ssuccessiuii ne excised., xt g ^ |n t . ^ fanov 

bettffl photographs than therest of ns, bat basbsenma^floentl My dear fnends, you 

this fact did not justify the disparaging and “*7 oangratnlate me. I baye_ taken such a , exulain thifto Nanot 
offensive critioisms which he used to utter senes of photographs as wiU give me world- ^ to Hanct, _ 

about the work of his feUow-memhers. In ^ im^ergone the most un- toro^unSS wd^tv 

hiso8paoityasPresident,hehadevenhadthe pnvations ; I have ^ 

p-ffwATtfoTTr fA ViAflfAvw ovvinfli climbed to the most inaccessible parts of the « storm it tney qeemea tbat too smaii , 


they might fancy 


So it wasnotwith unmixed sorrowthatone „3® his elojjuenoe to inqutoe ^mo^at mV^^Ssttss” nish 

mitolir? ’rated* Co^Mtl^ow^w^fifedlS^&ing 

^ lhaU return,’^ h^ with such a “ at onoe,” he replied. “ I tent on ^s sometimes to “ B<^pe up ’’ the tax, 

odlleotion of ^etures as you incompetent 2^ “ advance to Messrs. Lbjts Ann creditors all round are crying, 

beginners cannot even imagine.” Hypo s, tellmg them to develop my pictures, ^ And current expenses so wax. 

S j , V QTiil f A I when I ’ve got some cash— grudge it 


Somebody suggested that hisluggage would prints here. They may arrive ^ when I ve got some caa 

be rather heavy, if it was to include all his . i. j xv 

apparatus. At this moment a page entered the room **■ , iiudget 

“ Not at aU,” he replied, triumphantly, ® wMoh he nanded to Fogson, knock off a penny or so 1 

“I shall take only one deteotive-oamera, spa- from the shop,” he said, =.-=:■ r: ■ 

eially fitted with a film long enough to take tearing it open; “ now we ’ll see . . . ttv ^ rr »> -n • 

fee hundred pictures. T&t wilf he ahso- 7:^^; J • Hesuddenlyheoame 'J-fi, 


jjLUbou. nxbu a UUXL XUJUK CUiUuKll 10 boKe -a.— — — j a • uvtt ttw m ec, tiTr— tr Tt* n . 

five hundred pictures. That will he ahso- why ... good heavens!” He suddenly became ^ Kopi Victob.^ Prince Christian 
lutely all,” dea^y pme, and staggered backwards into a ScHeswig- Holstein twII of c^rse 

&meone else regretted that space couldn’t For a moment we thought that he reside in a Kofi Palace on his return to Eng- 

he found for at least one clean collar. But was about to have a fiti ^ ^ 

Fogson took no notice of the irreverent sng- . Read it ! ” he said, in a faint voice, drop- 

gestion, and shoitlv afterwards went away to ^ ground. The secretary Midway nr the Football Competition. 

obtain his new “ Dokak” from the shop, as it up, and read aloud as follows “ Half a League onwaxd.” 

England onihe following day. “ Dear Sib, -Your camera is duly to hand. 

We K^t to say, however, that tiirongh an Stotablh IffAMS bor thb Eacd. — The 
tnepiotareB at our annual exhibition were so 1 ovcrsight-douhtless due to the haste with Caledonian Boer-Hunt. 


Suitable Name por the Raid. ■ 
Caledonian Boer-Hunt. 
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EXTEACTED FEOM THE DUET OF TOBY, M.P, 


House of Commons^ Tuesday^ February 11, — GFathering of olans 
for new campaign. Customary oompetitioa for niche in history 
reserved for m'st man to put in appearance on opening of new session. 
But the race only half-hearted. Brings into sharp light the falling- 
off since the good old days when Donald Macfablanb, returned for 
Argyllshire, made his earliest mark. 'No half measures with that 
stout Higblander, Camped out in Palace Yard at nightfall preceding 
opening of session. His jjlaid wrapped round his swarthy limbs ; a 
flask of Scotch whiskey hidden in its folds ; at hand a small sack of | 
oatmeal cike, which seryed a double debt to pay ; a pUlow to begin 
with; gradually thinned out as hunger grew, till its emptiness gave 
the signal to arise. 

Used to be tradition among police on duty in those far-off days 
that pigeons in Palace Yard, naving dim notions of treasured nursery 
tales, thoug^ht Macearlane was a Nineteenth Century Babe in the 
Wood. Being early in February, no leaves handy; brought straws 
and tenderly covered him. That probably mythical addition to 
simple facts of original story. 

No similar foundation available to-day. The earliest Member 
arrives at prosaic noon ; the rest troop in till, an hour before Mr, 
Speaker makes stately procession on way to Chair, the long-deserted 
House once more throbs with life. Everybidy almost uproariouBly 
glad to see everyone else after separation which, after all, seems to 
date back only a week. Customary February allowance of sun- 
light. Bnt Squire oe Malwood makes up for deficiency in that 
matter. Passes through the throng like broad beam of sunlight ; 
his whole face and figure a smile. 

“ Yes, Toby,” he said, when I remarked on his contagious hilarity ; 
“I begin to think life is worth living. After three last years, 
reckon I have earned right to enjoy myself, and forthwith begin. 
Only thing that troubles me is consideration of Prince Arthur’s 


position. Better than mine was, of course. Hot majority behind him 
which would enable him to snap his fingers at anything on his side 
which corresponds to our Irish section, our Welsh, our Whigs, our 
Radicals, our men who want to go too far in a dozen different direc- 
tions, our friends who will not accompany them. Moreover, he has 
the colleagueship of Don JosI:, and what that means, either in 
Cabinet Council or in other relations of political comradeship, only 
those who have enjoyed it know. Still there are cares and worries 
which sit around the pillow of Leader of House of Commons even 
through most restful nights, and in balmiest morning. Maggots 
breed under brilliancy of noontide sun. Now is the very height of j 
prosperity for our dear friends opposite. An overwhelming maj ority ; 
a docile following; overfiowing coffers (which I heaped up); a 
powerful Navy (which Spencer built) ; the cloud of depression that 
has long laid over trade uplifted ; a fair wind, a flowing tide. Never 
in my recollection— and I remember Dizzy’s coming-in in 1874— never 
was there such a putting forth to sea of the Conservative argosy. And 
you know how, even in the second voyage of Dizzy’s ship, the seas 
grew troubled, how storms increased, and how total wreckage befel. 
No, I ’m not chuckling over that prospect as looming along the path- 
way of this latest voyage. Enough for me that I am out of the conning* 
tower, and can commence once more to enjoy Parliamentary life.” 

“ And your policy as Leader of the Opposition ? ” 

“ Did you ever,” said the Squire,^^ far away look in his eyes, 

** hear oi the habitual resource of Brer Rabbit in times of sudden 
emergency or apparently inextricable difficulty ? ‘ He lay low and 
said nuffin.’ There you have it, dear Toby. As far as 1 am con- 
cerned, or can control what is left of the Liberal Party, for the present, 
at least, our’s shall be the policy of Brer Rabbit.” 

Business dowe,— Second Session of Fourteenth Parliament of | 
Q,aeen Yictoria opened. | 


[WEATHER A:ND WICE. 

[Mr. Linnet, director of the Illinois State 
"Weather Bureau, says that the total number of 
arrests shows a marked increase of crime with an 
increase of temperature, and when there is a 
deficiency of rainfall. There is a decrease of crime 
during the winter months, also when there is a 
ramy summer, and when the wind is from the 
south-east or south-west.] 

I KNEW ’twas so ! When earth and sky 
Announce the spring to human senses 

Do I not always yearn to try 
A little coup in false pretences ? 

In sheets of rain and seas of slime 
Perhaps our summer ’s,heen a sparse ’un ; 


Then something whispers, “Now’s your 
time 

To show the world your skill in arson I ” 

Conversely, when I ’d take a shot 
At being a homicidal hero, 

My inward monitor says, “ WTiat 1 
Wouldst murder with the glass at zero ? ” 

And when I poached, I should have netted 
Ten toothsome bunnies at the least, 

Had not the wind— which I regretted— 
Turned suddenly to sou’-sou’-east. 

So when I tried embezzlement, 

Why did the crime slick in my gizzard ? 
What was it baulked my vile intent ? 

A bobby.? j,No, it was a blizzard. 


And here ’s a fact on Linnet’s side— 

Our culprits recognise it daily — 

E’en should the air be cold outside. 

They gtt it hut at the Old Bailey I 

Church, and Stage. 

'Twixt preacher dull and actor, there 
Is difference small to show, Sir. 

The one ’s a Proser dans sa chaire^ 
T’other, on stage, a “ Pro,” Sir. 

Note on Rehrement op Mb. J-st-n 
McC-rthy. — Irish difficulties in a worse 
plight than ever this Session, as the balance 
of parties needs d^fustm. 
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LOm AGO LEGENDS. 

PROUDE OITTIE MAN, BYSSHOP AND Y^ 
SPEOULATORE. 

A CEKTAYiTE cittie man was in converse wyilie a bjsshop. He 
was a pronde cittie man, fior he had a fayre resydannce in Kensyng- 
tone, and hys wyfe and danghters were fyne ladyes, and one daye in 
eveiie monthe they wonlde he atte home to theyre ffryendes, and 

wonlde gyve each 
herself ayres 
when they dyd 
go a shoppy Dge. 
And while they 
were a talkynge 
who shonlde come 
that waye bnt 
Tomktnges, y® 
grett dealer in 
golde and dya> 
monde mynes, in 
ryche tyre, con- 
nynglie browded, 
wyth jewellis 
nponehys handes 
and raymente, 
and who had a 
<?rett honse in 
Pickadilla, wyth 
servantes and 
horses wythonte 
nnmbere. And 
y® pronde cittie 
man was right 
glad Tomkvnges 
shonlde see hym 
a talkynge toe a 
bysshop, as y® 
bysshop Ehonlde 



see he dyd knowe y® famonse man ; and soo stood aleite toe catch 
hys lye that he myghte nodde and smyle npon hym. Bat Tom- 
KYNGES went hys waye with hys nose in y® ayre and tooke no notyce 
ever so lyttle.^ 

‘‘T® popinjay cryed y® pronde cittie man, who conlde not 
restrayne hys ire ; “ why, my lorde, I dyd knowe that man when he 
had not a jyrkyne toe hys back, and walked y® gnttere callynge 
Rags and bones] ’ A ryghte geode eaUynge, for he was bnt rags 
and bones hymselfe.” 

“Nay,” sayd y® bysshop, wvthe gentyle reproofe; '^contra honos 
mores. Speak not ill of olde ffryendes.” 


brwe^^^^^^ nian toke hys leave wythe thonghte npone hys 

ESTGOLDSBT AND 8HAK8PEAEE. 

won’t— won’t he ? Then bring me my boots I ' said the 

Now this quotation is from ihe tale of Grey Dolphin, which, as 
eve^body knows who reads, or has read, anything, is one of the prose 
gones included in the Ingoldsby Legends written by the Rev. Richabd 
JiABBis Babham. Les grands esprits se rencontrent occasionall” 
and in tMs matter of “boots” Sfakspbabb anticipated IngoJdsh 
Turn to Michard the Second, Act Y., Sc, 2. I give it compressed : 
Duke of York* Give me my boots, I say 1 

HT\ z , , \,E£it servant for boots. 

Duchess, What is the matter? 

1 ork. Bring me my boots.” {This he must shout loudly as the 
wSl^tffthe ^ dzrediow above, has gone for them,) “ * 

Re’-enter servant with boots, 

sigh?^^^^^* Hence, villain I never more come in my 

[It was a nicefamilyto live in. Duchess is now preventing servant 
jrom handing hoots to Duke, while their son Apmebxe * 
TT- DreUy domestic scene in Sigh life ! 

xork {naturally irritated). Give me my boots, I say I ” 

-won’t let Hm have his hoots. Duiing the 
scene, wMe the servant, who remains on the stage, 
fayrng- his best to give the Duke his hooV, 
joene qmetly, the Lnohess, m>^ 

^ 1 ? knees before her hnshand, now embracing 
« perpetually preventing the Duke from 
e^s^rfWfDteeafi'”^’*^*^' KnaUy, utterly 
“Make way, unruly woman 1 ” and flinging her aside rushes off 


violently, followed, of course, by * ‘ servant with hoots,’ ’ Shabspeabe, 
whose genius never disdained trifles, makes far more out of the Duke’s 
boots than does Ingoldsby of the Baron’s. 

Should Mr. Fobbes Robebtsof well and wisely determine on 
reviving this play of Shakspeabb’s, himself taking the part of the 
unhappy King Richard the Second, with whom the audience must 
always be in sympathy, may I hope that he will give due prominence 
to this particular scene, and will take great care that the property 
boots he effective? The Duke of York should be played by Mr, 
Tebbiss, specially engaged. He can “ make-up elderly ” ; and then 
how finely would he thunder forth “ Give me my hoots I ” For the 
Duchess, who has to implore him on her knees, let the part he confided 
to Mrs. Patbick Campbeli.. Mr. Alexandeb should play Aumerle ; 
and the part of the servant, who brings in the boots, on whose 
business with the Duke and Duchess, and on whose facial expression 
the entire effect of the scene depends, might be safely entrusted to 
Mr. Pebley, whose performance in dumb show, when, with the big 
boots in his hand, he tries to dodge the Duchess, would attract the 
whole of London. Mr. Fobbes Robebtson will do well to consider 
this friendly hint from A. P. De Bottes. 

'ASHIONABLE ARRA]SrGEMENT8 (UP TO DATE). 

The Court at Osborne. 

The German Emperor at or near Berlin. 

The Pbimb Ministeb at Downing Street and Hatfield. 

The Duchess of Wijnelesea’s bazaar in aid of the West African 
Top Boot Fund. 

Mr. A, J. Baxeotjb at Golf after meeting Parliament. 

The P. P. C. Club attend a meeting of the “ Au Revoir ” Associa- 
tion at Farewell Lodge. 

Mrs. Tih whistle’s Small and Early. Carriages at 4 a.m:. 

Courts open at Bow Street, Marlborough Street, Westminster, &c. 
Sitting magistrates in attendance. 

St. Paul’s (Whispering Gallerv), Madame TussAirn’s (Napoleon’s 
Carriage). The Tower (Crown Jewels), British Museum (mummies). 

Constant trains from Waterloo, Yietoria, Charing Cross, London 
Bridge, Paddington, Liverpool Street, and other stations (punctuality 
not guaranteed). 

Hanwell. — Entertainment to unemployed patients. 

Company Meetings, — Bunkum Railroad (10), Salt Cellars Limited 
(11.30), Pigskin Pavement (11.45), Far-above-Boobies Mine (12), 
Ashanti Food Supply (12.15), Thames Mud Recovery (1), Robheii- 
Jobberi Gem Mines (1,15). 

Professor Fbizelle introduces the Saluhrikon shaving soap at 
St. Baxhe’s Hall, W. 

Tm Bace KiTCHEir. Etruscan Hall, diner d la Macidoine, accom- 
panied by^ comic songs, Ss. 6d. Tripe and larks’ feet snppers in the 
Scandinavian recess. Fried fish in the Jerusalem Chamber, 

Restattbant Spaghetti. Specialities : Frogs legs and oysters d la 
Piedmontaise ; Tutti frutti d la Ghetto, Private rooms for pnhlic 
parties. Suppers during the theatres. 

Inauguration of the feamskatka Boarding House, Bloomsbury, by 
the Rev. Ginger Pop. Refection at 5, By cards of invitation only. 

Great sale of wall-papers and window-blinds at Messrs. Siucco 
AND Lathe, 19, (Ire at Cambridge Street, W.C. 

Enormous sacrifice of Irish Whiskey Tonic at Messrs. O'Bogus 
AND Snare’s, 1008, St. Bee’s Lane, E.C. 

Hairpins, curlers, tongs, &c., amounting to £55,347 55. %d,, at 
Totipet’s, Chevaline House, Conqueror Street, W. 

At Banaghee’s, Crimpside (the only honse established 1895) two 
million rabbit and rat-skin pelisses. Note — ^Banagher’s. None 
other genuine. 

Madame Fbiletjse, Massage Japonais daily, 11 to 5. Open on 
Sundays. ^ 

IJnicyoling. The Bike Emporium, Ratford Road, W. 

Com cutting, Chez un professeur Francais, No. 1279, Gamhetta 
Street, W.C. Strict secrecy. ^ 

Guinea-pig, Bull and Bear Show. Stock Exchange HaU, E.C. 
Racing. Campdown Steeplechases (first dav). 

Backgammon, Dominoes, and Draughts, (l^reat matches (8), Ping 
Pong Club, Seven Dials. 

Gadabout Theatre. Twenty-fourth edition of Paul Pry in Petti- 
coats. New songs, new dances, “new wheezes,” new management, 
new authors, uew call-hoy. 

Yabito^ Yarieties. Signor Porco the Pigman at 10, nightly. 
The Mac Flash has returned. 


“CABO NOME DEL MIO LI-COB ” ; OB, “ VERO SD BEN TBOVATO.” 
[A meeting of the Executive Committee of the Aberdeen Association for 
the Control of the Liquor Traffic was presided over by ^Dr. Beveridge !] 

Wmhodt doubt, “ for the throat” is this medical seer, 

Whose name sounds especially “ joll;^.” 

But li^’d “ doe”— k the poor man of his beverage— beer, 

And this sounds like absolute folly. 
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WHAT OTIB NOVELIST HAS TO PUT HP WITH. 

His little Qrmdsm is made to write {under dictation) to 'umlcnown 
enthusiastiG American admirer of his worJcs : — “Dear Madam, — 
Grandpapa wishes me to write and thank you* for todh 
Photograph, and for your kind letier to him, in whig a: you 

SAY YOU WOULD SO LIKE TO CROSS THE ATLANTIC AND MAKE HIS 
ACQUAINTANCE, SO THAT WHAT IS DIVINE IN YOU MAY HAVE AN OPPOR- 
TUNITY OF MINGLING WITH WHAT IS DIVINE IN GRANDPAPA. 

“Grandpapa thinks it would be very nice indeed, only 

HE S VERY BUS 7 JUST NOW; AND BESIDES, BE ’S AFRAID GRAND- 
MAMMA MIGHT OBJECT. So, PERHAPS, YOU ’d BETTER NOT. 

“Yours truly, Jack Boomer, 
“P.S —Grandpapa can’t send you his Photograph, as he 
hasn’t been taken for thirtf-fivb years.” 


EOUNDABOUT EEADINGS. 

On Colds. 

Prior, I believe, tells ns that— 

“ Each, changing season does its poison bring ; 

Eheums chill the winter, agues blast the spring.” 

Or, as Calveeley puts it, in words even more forcible, the winter 
is the season when — 

“ M’s and n’s are mostly 
Pronounced like h’s and d’s.” 

With me a cold does not take precisely that form, hut it is, even 
without these mispronunciations, a serious and melancholy catas- 
trophe ; and, while it lasts, takes from life all that ordinarily makes 
life pleasant. I do not wish to intrude my own personal sorrows 
upon the reading public, hut after all in this matter, as I take it, 
the pains and discomforts through which I struggle by the aid of 
hot drinks, handkerchiefs, and afl the other infernal paraphernalia 
of this minor fever, have been endured to an equal extent by the 
public at large. Kow, nothing more consoles an invalid^ than to 
recount his desperate woes to his friends, and to assure himseK of 
their sympathy by allowing them in turn— not at the same length, 
of course : no man’s illness is ever so serious as one’s own— to com- 
municate their distressing symptoms to^ him. Let^ me, theretore, 
put myself in an entirely impartial position, and imagine that in 
reciting my own experiences 1 am really listening to those of a very 
dear and intimate friend— which is, indeed, the case. 


The beginnings, then, of the colds to which my friend is occasion- 
ally a martyr, are invariably sudden and explosive. At one moment 
he walks erect, proud in the consciousness of perfect health. His 
eye is undimmed, his mind is clear, his muscles are drmlv braced, 
his voice is resonant. Then, without a warning, three terrible deto- 
nations shake the house in quick succes'^ion. There comes a pause, 
and then two more rend the rafters. He has sneezed five times— 
the number five is fatal to him — and he knows that a cold has him. 
in its dutches. At these w^ll-known and terrific sounds the estab- 
lishment is convulsed, “ He ’s got it,” the butler remarks to the 
cook. “Yes, and it’s a bad one. He’s managed to keep itofi a 
good long time this season, hut I knew it had got to come. Mart, 
put his blue shawl in his bed, make up his fire^ and don’t forget the 
hot-water bottle.” At these words from the mistress of the kitchen, 
the housemaid bustles away to make the customary preparations, 
and the butler, having placed his master's slippers by the fire, imme- 
diately busies himsslf with the brew of a jorum of port- wine uegns 
or mulled claret, specifics sanctified by a long household tradition as 
the first line of defence, the domestic navy, against the treacherous 
attacks of the cold-fiend. 

The five snef zes have been the signal for the mobilisation of the 
home army. 'No further orders are required from the unfortunate 
master, even if he were capable of giving any. Bnt as for him, the 
well-cushioned seat of his arm-chair receives him. There he reclines, 
huddled, a mere semblance of a man, now racked with despair, now 
tortured with illusive hone, and the walls re-echo with the trumpet 
sounds of his affliction. Hot otherwise an eagle, borne aloft upon the 
invincible power of spreading wings, beholds upon the plain below 
a kid, sporting in the meadows. Downward he starts from the upper 
heights, his fierce spirit aflame with the desire of prey, rufided as to 
his haughty plumage, and, with rending beak and greedy talons, 
seizes the soft offspring of the mother-goat. In vain its bleating s fill 
the air ; in vain its sorrowing parents and the flocks of the shepherds 
pour forth lamentations, and witness each departure with black 
grief gnawing at their hearts. Up, ^d ever up, soars the kingly 
bird, depositing his prize, at length, in his eyrie, a feast not unap- 
preciated by the partner of his throne and her soft-plnmaged brood. 
But, below, the mother- goat is desolate, nor do the rich pastures 
give her comfort. So a cold— Well, in fact, to finish with, the 
simile, the cold is as an eagle, the cold’s victim is as the kid ; and 
beyond a general resemblance, it is never possible to press a simile 
in the classic form. 

Birr, as I said, the sufferer lies in his armchair, and at first he 
hopes, A cold 1 pooh, the notion is absurd. The weather is warm 
and spring-like ; he has not been conscious of damp socks or sitting 
in draughts, or any other rashness. It can’t he a real cold ; merely 
a fit of sneezing which will pass away and leave no trace. So he 
thinks, hut all the time there are little creeping shivers, the demon’s 
antenncst playinsr up and down his spine ; his skin turns to that of 
a goose ; he shifts himself closer and closer to the fire without 
acquiring any warmth ; his hair seems endowed with a malignantly 
independent existence ; each separate hair begins to sting him, then 
they all combine and rake his throbbing head with a deadly persist- 
ence, and eventually the careful butler enters nnsnmmoned with a 
relay of dry handkerchiefs on a tray, and an announcement that 
dinner will be ready shortly, that he doesn’t suppose his master 
intends to dress, and will he have the usual amount of sugar in the 
hot port wine. After this, only one hope remains. He lights a 
cigarette. Misery — he cannot taste it. Then he is, indeed, in for a cold. 

No matter : it shall be checked— nipped in the bud. Feed a cold 
and starve a fever ; wherefore, immense quantities of food are con- 
sumed— and all to no avail, For the handkerchief, the white flag of 
surrender, flutters without ceasing, the eyes j^our with copious tears, 
the tongue is parched. And as he enters his bedroom the sufferer 
sees the ancient blue shawl deftly and invitingly spread, the shawl 
that is brought out only for these calamities, and retires to its 
cupboard with reluctance long after all danger is over ; and a bulge 
in the bedclothes proclaims that beneath that spot lies snugly 
nestling the hot-water bottle which is to spread its pomfoit from the 
feet upward through the whole system, and hake him in his bed. I 
need not protract the pitiful story.^ Men laugh at colds, hut for Teal 
misery* for the misery which leaving you strength takes away joy, 
which tosses and tortures and roasts and freezes, which tears jou 
and then tears each separate piece, which makes tobacco a loathing, 
and robs even a Norwegian anchovy of taste — ^for such a misery as 
this there is only one name, and the name is Cold. May it perish 
from the land, 

Special New Woman Service. — It has been announced that the 
Eeverend Augusta Chapin, D.D.— who might be familiarly addressed 
as “CWpio*” or* “Young Chap ’’—has resigned her pastorate (s-weet 
shepherdess !), and is coming to JLondon. If her Beverenoe occupies a 
pulpit, then in the choir wSl he Mrs. Chant, 
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PUTTING IT NICELY. 


' 4a.» 


VKttHNa . 


Your, g Lody {'politely, to old Geiitlemcm who is fiddlmg 'wUh gap), “I don’t wish to hurey you, Sir, but when you have quite 

FINISHED YOUR GaME OF SPILIKINS I SHOULD LIKE TO COME 1” 


"BETRAYED BY THE INTERVIEWER ! ” 

{Yragmeut from a Matter-of-fact Romomce^) 

Rupjrt liad done his best to conciliate the representative of The 
Lett dive, the newest of the long series of interviewing periodicals. 
He had lunched him, smoked with him, joked with him. He 
believed that he had created a favourable impression. If he Kad to 
complain of anything, it was of the scanty attention paid to his 
stories, and the noise made by an apparatus that was brought into his 
studv by the investigator. 

“ Yon will let me see the article when it appears,” said Rupert, 
as he bade bis guest farewell. 

“ Certainly,” was the answer ; and the two men parted, 

“ I trust that he will not omit my narrative of good work and good 
deeds,” thought the now lonely celebrity ; “if he sets down all I 
relate d, I shdl appear as a hero and a saint. And why not ? ” 

A fortnight later and the two were once again face to face. But 
now Rupert was furious, 

“What do you mean, Sir, by proving me to be a coward and an 
imposter ? ” he shouted. 

‘ ‘ I merely reproduced your thougW s,” was the calm response. 

“ But I told you nothing to my disadvantage,” cried Rupert, 
angrily. “How can you know what was passing through my 
mind?” 

“ By using the simple contrivance to which you took exception 
when I brought it with me into your study.” 

“ I do not understand you.” 

“ You win when I teU you that I photographed the working of 
your brain, and thus learned the secrets you would have hidden from 
me ! And now I will explain scientifically 

But Rupert heard no more. The unfOTtunate celebrity had 
fainted ! 

I Hew Title (suggested hy the Right JEon, J, Ch-mh-^rUn )^ — 
President Kruger ; or, “ Oom-Rule Paul.” 


OUR BOOKING-OmCE. 

The Chief of 0. B. 0. is not addicted to strong language, but, having 
perused all the stories in The Sand Sea, he takes his Davey, whicn 
expression, whatever it may otherwise imply, means, in this in- 
stance, his “ Richard Davey,” author of this work, that rarely 
has he come across so good a compilation of short stories— all telling 
and all weR told, none of them occupying more than the space of a 
thorough reader’s “ spare half-hour as he has found in the small 
volume (title mentioned above) published by the Roxburgh Press. 
Ho “problems” or mysteries among them. Davey sum, non 
(Edipus,” says, in effect, the author. “ I recommend the volume to 
all, and, more Oliveri, ask for more,” says The Baron. 


“Police 1 ” — “Hardlv a week has passed without complaints being 
Icdgtd with the police,” wrote the Pall Mall Gazette, d propos of 
brutal murder at Muswell Hill. The paragraph finished with “ As 


brutal murder at muswell Hill. The paragra;ph nmshed with j±s 
yet the police have no clueP WhatT not with all these “ com- 
plaints lodged with the police ” almost every week “for some months 
past”!! Then follows “ TAe jJoZtce w ” — and so forth. Of 

what use is “theory” of police, as a§:ainst “practice” of burglars ? 
When “Preventive Force,” after bemg specially warned, does not 
“prevent,” there is evidently something organically wrong. 

“ On, Sianlet, On.” — Thus we address that talented actress, Miss 
Alma Stanley, who, after reports all to the contrary, nevertheless 
and notwithstandingr, is alive, and, we trust, well. “ On, Stanley, 
on”— the stage againj 

Latest Development oe the Hew Woman.— Q-irton girls going 
in for a “ Gamble.” 

Hew Hame eor a Party in the London County Council,— T he 
Pro-Aggressives. 

G uardtan Angels.— The Flying Squadron. 
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peimitted to ride npon any bicycle possessing 
less than three wheels, or guilty of a greater 
celerity than three (or four) miles per hour. 

The fair Miss Mansletow amended this 
proposal by snggesting that the Public should 
be restricted at once to perambulators; but 
this is, perhaps, mafori cautela^ and an in- 
stance of the over-solicitude of the female 
intellect, for it is not feasible to treat an 
adult, who has assumed the toga virilia and 
tall hat, as it he was still mewling and puking 
in a tucker and bib. 


CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. 

{For Ladies only,) 

[As our unfair Correspondent has positively 
declined to share such emoluments as the mention 
of certain trading firms may bring in (quA adver- 
tisements), we have adopted a perfectly equitable 
course in suppressing all such names. N.B. Any 
inquiries on the subject must be addressed to 
Editor, marked “ private.” — ^E d.] 

Dearest Ethelinda, — You owe me a 
thousand felicitations ; not on my birthday, 
for that you know only blooms with the early 
roses in June, but on an Event. 1 hasten to 
chronicle it with all speed in that perfmned | 
violet fluid which Messrs. * * * have rendered 
so necessary to all fair correspondents. In 
a word, as Yictoe Hugo puts ft, I have had 
a personal interview with the Duchess of 
ELaggeestoit 1 1 1 1 Naturally /e m^en raff ole. 
Are you not surprised, sweet coz, and was I 
not right in claiming your compliments ? It 
was dear old (General ‘W’hiskee (about whom 
such funny after-dinner stories are told, so 
Feed Flaneur assures me,) who arranged 
the meeting. The (S^eneral is au mieux with 
her Grace, who, like a wise woman, does not 
care for the society of the “masherkins” (the 
dear Duchess’s own expression) of the frivolous 
theatres. However, imagine little ME (after 
an hour’s journey by train, when I did not 
catch cold, thanks to oneof Madame * * *’s new 
Edredon railway rugs) arriving in a cab at 
the frowning portals of Kagmagag Castle, a 
Norman stiuoture which was taken by 
William the Conqueror from the Saxon 
Princess Elewtdla, and given to the Duke’s 
ancestor, who filled the post of Tire^Bouchon 
de la Cour on the field of Hastings. 

My arrival was evidently expected, for I 
was immediately ushered through a vast 
hall, filled with battle-axes, by an enormously 
tall footman, who would make his fortune in 
the Life-Guards, into the Duchess’s boudoir. 
The splendid fellow — such a gentleman — 
begged me to be seated, assuring me that her 
Grace would join me in a few minutes, and 
having gracefully thrown some coals (the 
M-rq-s of X’s “Best Screened,” I could see) 
on the fire, left me with a princely bow to the 
contemplation of this delicious retreat— a 
niche in fairyland, writh its delicate eau de nil 
hangings, furniture en suite, and treasury of 
Sevres and Dresden ornaments, interspersed 
with roses, camellias, orchids, palms, and tree 
ferns. Note-book in hand, I j otted down some 
of the more striking ohjets d'art, such as a gold 
Cupid with turquoise ty es ; a malachite foun- 
tain discharging extrait de resSda (* * *’s 
invention) ; a full-length portrait in oils of 

* * *, the famous low comedian; framed 
photographs (signed) of the Crowned Heads 
of Europe ; a capacious ebony and silver box 
filled with * * choicest cigarettes ; a marble 
bust of Mile. Z * *, the witty French chan- 
teuse ; a collection of richly illuminated Greek 
missals ; a negro’s skull arranged as a candle- 
stick (I fancied I traced the skill of Messrs. 

* * * in this), and a superb rug made, as I 
afterwards ascertained, from the tails of 
Siberian guinea-pigs, and valued at many 



“Off, I ST 1 wot’s Orange Free State mean, Billy?’' 

“ Why, where ter gits ter Oranges for nuffin, stoopid 1 ’ 


thousands of pounds. Perhaps you will smile 
at these minuUce, but surely the woman in 
possession had a right to take the inventory ? 

My pencilling (’*' * ’^’s shorthand) was inter- 
rupted by ihe entrance of the Duchess herself. 
Ah I tnamie, conceive a goddess, a Juno, with 
languishing blue eyes, gold-bronze locks, and 
the stature of Diana — a svelte divinity, who 
would have inspired the Muse of Y * *, or the 
brush of P * * P ♦ * R * * Her Grace was 
in cycling costume, which enabled me the 
better to view the fascinating proportions of 
her taille, I noted that her tailor-made 
knickerbockers were of thick quilted navy- 
blue silk, and her shapely legs incased in a 
pair of * * *’s Royal tartan hose. On her 
mouse-like Tr-lb-s were the pinked brogues 
for which * * * is so famous. The Duchess, 
producing a hrule-gueule from her jacket 
pocket (the garment was out d la W-U-m 
W-ll-ce, with pebble buttons), lighted it with 
a real fusee, and observed in quite a business- 
like way : “Now I dare say that my time ’s 
as valuable as yours, Miss "What ’s -your- 
name. You want to know something about 
me. Here goes. Do I hunt? Yes, and race, 
fish, dioot, cycle, as :fou see, yacht, and play 
the banjo, the bagpipes, penny whistle and 
Jew’s harp. I can’t spell, and am ignorant 
of grammar, but I write for half-a-dozen 

? 6]£)^cals — someone corrects my articles, 
don’t. I’m Dame-President of the Kag- 


magag Dafiodil League, a bit of a Sarah 
Bernhardt in my way, and can give twenty 
in a hundred at billiards to most men. The 
New Woman doesn’t concern me in the least, 
but I ’m partial to distinguished old men. I 
like going the rounds and winning a good 
coup at baccarat, Monte Carlo’s twice as 
good a place as this dingy old dust-pan of a 
Castle, If my ancestors had built it instead 
of the Duke’s, 1 ’d have sent aU their ugly 
old mugs to the National Portrait Gallery. 
Any views as to the mission of our sex ? Yes, 
to make the oof -bird fiy. Literature? No 
time for books, prefer spicy, up - to - date 
journals. Now I ’ve got a skittle match on, 
so you’ll have to scoot. You’ll find tea, or 
B.-and-S., if you prefer it, in the house- 
keeper’s room. Ta I Tall” 
it Such, dear, were the ipse dixit words of 
this grande chatelaine. While I was discuss- 
ing a cup of fragrant Bokoe (Messrs, * * *’s 
importation) with the ducal s^nechale—s, 
fine old lady of some eighty winters— she 
gave me a recipe which you should try. It 
is short and savoury. Braise ^ fonds 
dartichaux in the gravy of three Surrey 
fowls ; add the juice of four pomegranates, 
and three soft bloater roes, and serve with 
Parmesan cheese, French mustard and syrup 
of chicory. The latter can only be obtained 
from the * * * Co., Ltd. Ever, dear. 

Your loving cousin, Kadj. 
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JfUr Morninig Service. 

OH—JfK—I ’ll COMIt^Q AGAIN TBIS AFTERSOONf YOU KNOW.** 


SUNDAY COLLECTION FOR IHE S. P. G. 

{Little Pedlmgton.) 


After Afternoon Service. 

** Os— BE— -I WAS HBKB TBJS MORHING, YOU KNOW. 


^ABEY ON AFRICAN AFFAIRS. 

Dear Charlib,— Ow goes it, old Oyster? 

Shut up in your stifiy old shell, 

Out o’ town, out of life, out of heverythink, 
fur from the Bank and PeU-Mell, 

Tou’ie a regular old JRiy van Winkle^ or 
winkle without the Jdip van 
AH ’ard-shell and ’omy blind hoptie. Lawks, 
*ow do you stand it, old man ? 

In town^ things skip lively, I tell you; 

political pots on the bile. 

“ *0ly calm ” ? Oh, my eye and a band- 
box, the ghost of old Beaky must smile I 
True the Rads and ^Ome Rulers are kiboshed, 
and clean off their crumpets with spite, 
But elsewere it is like good old times of *eads 
up, and “ We don’t want to fight.” 

With Rads it is always “ tails down ” I 
’Owsomever they *re not in the *unt. 
Thanks to Brummagem Joe, who has fioored 
them, and seems ooming slap to the 
front. 

I ’ve given ’im beans in the bygones, I *m 
nuts on that brave Doctor Jim, 

But Joe ’as ’is pints, I adndt, and you 
cannot knock flies off of ’?*m. 

** F^-Mell and the Bank,” I remarked, 
Charlie. Ah liAai’s the text for to-day: 
Toffs Md Tin, Charlue, Fashion and Fnnds ! 

They ’re the only two barneys as pay. 
Ask Barney Barnato, ask Rhodes, ask poor 
docks, ask a rich lady Tank ; 

And they ’ll tell yon in Mammon’s own Bible 
the text is Pell-Mell and the Bank. 

That’s wot old Sol [Solomons tells me. 
Q,ueer codger, old Sol. Off ’is chnmp. 


Sort of S jsherlist I, L. P. patriarch ; learned 
on '* boom ” and on “ slump.” 

Like a grey Jeremiah gone wrong, with a 
beard like Niagra froze ’ard, 

Or a door-mat as badly wants beating. But 
can’t ’e spin yarns by the yard ? 

Rum ihing, mate, your feir stouy-broker who 
lives up a court, on the cadge, 

Bangs Rothschild in talking of millions. 
I’ll wager a crown to a fudge 
Sol knows more about bimetallism than 
Chaplin or Baleotjr hisseH ; 

And Sol says the Cods of our Period are 
Privilege, Pedigree, Pelf. 

The Prince and the Priest, grumbles Sol, 
’ave give place to a new tyrant-curse, 

As villainous-’ ard and more viilgar, and that 
is the Power o’ the Purse. 

Poor Soi! That’s the bee in his bonnet. 

But Bwelp me Jemimer, old man. 

If you can’t get a slice of good old “ Golden 
Calf,” you must grub on cold scran. 

So fur Silly Solly is right, ’Ow the doose 
can a cove out a dash, 

In Society— Church, State, or Sport— if ’e 
ain’t got the ’andling of cash ? 

It need not be ’is own— to begin with, the 
shareholders’ shekels will do ; 

But, Charlie, the dufifingest game is ’ard 
work on a measly smaU sorew* 

Spekkylation’fi the oyster, my pippin, from 
• which you may pick the big pearl. 

Life IS all pitch-and-tosB, when you think on 
\ ^ It. Wot is it keeps up the whirl, 

Spins the artful ones up to the surface, sucks 
duffers and ’onest mugs down ? 

. Well, it isn’t ’ard work and straight ways, 
yon may bet Chartered shares to a crown. 


J’m a thinking of going out, Charlie. 
That ’s wot set your pal on this lay. 

“’Aery’s preaching,” thinks you I Well, 
mate, preaching is not ’Arbi’s mark— it 
don’t pay. 

But two quid a week and no perks is a getting 
a little mite slow ; 

And J(hannesburg— there'' s no fighting— 
would jest about suit me, I know. 

Only want to see Joseph more down on that 
artful old Dutchman, and then 

I’m an Outlander aR round my ’at, Charleb, 
either vnth pick or with pen, 

-4 think but a rifle I It’s clear that your 
Boer is a bullying brute, , 

Who will whine, and won’t mine, the old mug ; 
but, by Jingo, ’e knows how to shoot. 

This mixing up bizness and bullets is bosh, as 
those Cornishmen thought. i 

If I ’d been a soldier hy trade^ like a ’ero, no 
doubt, I ’d ’ave fought ; 

But lor I to be called from the counter to 
strap on a shot-belt and fight, 

May do all very well for Dutch burghers, but I 
dashed if 1 think it seems right. | 

It ’s a pity that brave Doctor Jim didn’t wipe 
those Dutch farmers clean out ; 

As with proper support, and no Joe, ’e ’d ’ave 
done, I ’ave not the least doubt. 

Oh I I’m not nuts on potry myself, and I 
think “lines ” is mostly tin-pot ; 

But when I read Austin— well, ’ Arbt must 
own ’e felt ’appy and ’ot I 

They wos worthy of good old Macdbbmott, 
they wos, them there lines, and no hid. 

A Briton as goes in a buster, and don’t care 

I a blow wot ’e’s 
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I say is a shore-going Nelson, as laws and 
conventions will jump, 

And to call such a huster a mere ^ZZibnster 
gives ^Asrt the 'ump. 

“Raid” he jolly well jiggered, dear hoy I 
England fust, and the rest as they can I 
That’s my motter, my own “Monroe Doc- 
trine,” as ought to he stuck to, old man. 
Spite o’ Dutchmen, and Tanks, German Hem- 
■prors, and all sech houtsiders. Great Scott ! 
Old England, as Soisbhrt put it, can take on 
the whole blooming lot ! 

Yes, Solsbury’s my man, bless ’is boko I If 
’e ’d do a turn at the ’Alls, 

And recite Alfred Austin’s new pome, gad, 
we ’d blow the roof bang off the walls I 
Brum Joe ?— well, so-so !- Balfour ?— tol- 
lol !— but Solly and Alfred ? Oh, lor ! 
The hangcore for “ Marquidge and Minstrel ” 
would give German Billy wot for I 

It’s clear ’e ’s no class, that young Sossige, 
as ought to know better, yes, much. 

Than to chip at ’is Good Gracious Grandma, 
along of a hugly Old Dutch, 

If Arry goes out to the Transvaal ’e won t 
turn a Dutchman, no fear ! 

And e won’t want no Germans to swamp 'itn ; 
’e ’s ’ad fnr too much of ’em ’ere / 

I’ll watch ’ow things pan out, my pippin; 

and if Job ’s as good as ’is word. 

And don’t knuckle hunder to Kruger, like 
Gladstone,— as would be absurd, — 

And if the Rand game don’t mean rifles, as 
jT’ve no hambition to carry. 

The Johannesburg Outlanders may ’ave the 
’onour of welcomin’ ’Arry. 


The First Question.— The North Polel 
Discovery 1 1 Who was at the head of it ? 
i Liberal ? Unionist ? or Conservative ? 


A NOTE FROM THE NORTH POLE. 

Arriml at Destination, — ^Eureka I My ex- 
cursion-undertaken in the interests of civi- 
lisation and the proprietors of the Patent 
Wardrobe Hat Company, Limited— has been 
successful! Have secured all vacant spaces 
on North Pole for advertising purposes. 
Already fixed up double- crown poster of the 
useful article for which I am travelling. The 
placard, showing the various compartments 
of the Patent Wardrobe Hat— here a space 
reserved for linen, there another for dress 
clothes, yonder a third for boots — is most 
effective. The picture is displayed under 
Union Jack. Expect to do big business in 
Greenland. Advertising will sell anything. 
Shall advertise North Pole itself for sale. 
Lots more where that came from. Supply 
can be kept up to demand. 

Particulars of a Newly- discovered Land-- 
marA;,— After leavingthe dreary waste — which 
I christened “New Berlin,” out of compli- 
ment to the German Emperor— we came to 
some hot-water springs, admirably adapted 
to the requirements of first-class baths and 
wash-houses,* 

8ad Sights,--A dead wall. Poor thing ! 
Enlivened it at once with pictorial advertise- 
ment. Applications for space to be made to 
me, per agent. 

Commercial Possibilities of the North Pole, 
— ‘ ‘ What shall we do now *t ” asked my com- 
panion, staring blankly at the other side of 
the North Pole not yet used for advertise- 
ment purposes. “ Scratch a Pole,” I replied, 
briskly. Which we did ; carving our names 
on it, and appropriating it. (And here, let 
me say, in view of any association being 
launched, that I hold the concession, and 

♦ Have established Club here, with all modern 
appliances. 


shall expect to be managing director.) So 
far as I am able to judge, the ice surround- 
ing the Pole is rich in gold, rnbies, emeralds, 
and other precious stones. Tobacco could 
be profitably grown with the assistance of 
my new patent process. Oyster beds might 
be laid out, and the bivalves exported to 
England ready frozen. The spot, on ac- 
count of its central position, is admirably 
suited to colonists, as it is equally ac- 
cessible from all parts of Europe, Ada, 
Africa, and America. As the soil nas never 
been tilled, it is ripe for experiments in 
scientific farming. The climate is dry and 
bracing. There are natural advantages in 
the place that would he of the greatest 
possible service in establishing an ice manu- 
factory on the largest scale imaginable. As 
there are no railways omnibuses, nor cabs, 
there are naturally openiDgs for all these in- 
dustries, Splendid site for golf-ground, ard 
promising carreer open to young man with small 
capital ready to accept position as foreman of 
works, tax collector, county councillor, tram- 
way director, balloonist, bank manager, ad- 
jutant of volnnteers, county court registrar, 
inspector of hoardings, (fee., &c. 

N.B. Should the Tuss and Wax-work people 
want a model of it (the real pole cuDuot be ' 
moved, at present^ without creatirg con- 
siderable disturbance), I shall be happy to 
make arrangements for supplying them 
with an exact reproduction, on. certain fair 
terms. 

In conclusion, I oeg to state that should 
anyone doubt my assertions there is a very 
simple way of testing their accuracy. Those 
who do not believe what I say about the 
North Pole can judge for themselves by 
going there and seeing it! There is no 
charge for admission, and the direction for 
the road is “as straight as you can go, and 
then turn sharply to the left.” 
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they ^ be lyreen with envy ? And won’t th< 
enemies of Ed grland tremble ? Don’t talk of i 
strong navy. What England wants is a strong 
lanreate. And she’s got him! By Jove I 
Time I brought in some Latin. Almost for- 
got it. Indispensable to my prose style. 
Nolumiig ])ugnare, 

Sed, 0 Jingo, si faeimus, 

Habemua homines, habetnus laureatum, 
Habemns atque pecuniam. 

These lines are not intended to be scanned, 
but to be sung. Perhaps they will do for ^e 
Empire. Ah, noble name I London Empire 
suggests British Empire. Civis Britannicus 
sum^ ego laureatus. Have dug up all my 
Dutch bulbs. Shall cultivate only roses, 
shamrocks, and thistles. 

February 1.— Don’t seem to read much 
about that poem in the newspapers. But at 
least it has checked the boldness of England’s 
enemies. They are silenced. Homee himself 
could have done no more. As for Dante or 

Shakseeabe However. “ de tnortuis nil 

nisi honum.^* Boses are all very well, but 
shamrocks and thistles will make a poor show. 
Shall cover all available space with geraniums 
of the brightest scarlet, the military colour. 

February 14.— Someone has sent me a cut- 
ting from the London edition of the Johan-- 
nesburg Standard and Diggers^ News of last 
week, evidently as a valentine. At last I 
shall know the result of my poem. Of course 
the Boers are disheartened, hopeless, crushed. 

[ and the Alhambra have done that. Begin 
to feel some pity for them, as for a snail 
smashed beneath my foot. But they are, 
poetically at least, England’s enemies, and 
I am her Laureate. Miserable menl Let 
them perish in the ignominy to which I have 
deservedly consigned them. How I will read 
this cutting. It says “ Austin’s poem caused 
much amusement.” What I They laughed P 
Oh heavens I 0 dU immor tales ! 0 ye gods 1 
Perhaps others have laughed at it. Even 
my UD grateful countrymen I Even Ihe fre- 
quenters of the music halls I Even, worst of 
all, Swinburne and the others! Begin to 
think I will never write any more patriotic 
poe ms. Only they do look so nio e in that large 
type in the Times. For the present in seclusion 
T will cultivate thebashful violet, ‘ ‘ sub Ugmine 
or quercus^ or ulmi^ or anythuig else 
that will hide my confmiou and my blushes. 


“BIEDIE.” 

What does little Birdie say 
In her nest at break of day ? 

“ Five thousand pounds he’s had to pay, 
The Gaiety will he more gay.” 


I FAME. I 

[** The following special cable message appears I 
in to-day’s issue of the London edition of the 
Johann^hurg Standard and Diggers' News, a paper 
said to be conducted in the interests of the Boer 
Government: — ‘Austin’s poem caused much 
amusement.’ "--Daily Graphic^ Tehrmry 6.] 

January 11, — Have surpassed mys^. Ho 
more verses to dowers and such feeble things. 
“ Arma virumque cano." That shall be my 
style for the future. This poem certainly 
does look uncommonly well in the largest type 
m the Times. Swinburne and the others 
don’t get their poor efforts printed like that. 
Bememher that Bubtabb Ejpunu once had 
some verses published in the same type. 


FheuJ Silas / so he did. But nobody could 
understand them. How I use, and, by using, 
glorify, ordinary words such as “ addle their 
pates.” What would my predecessor, A. T., 
have thought ot that? But then he did not 
sound a clarion blast to rouse the patriotism 
of his country. I will he fortiter^ no longer 
suatnfeTf in modo. ^ Shall give up cultivating 
snowdrops. The onion is a nobler and stronger 
bulb. 

January 15.— Immense enthusiasm at the 
Alhambra where my poem is recited. Hot 
the Alhambra in Spain. The other one. This 
is indeed fame. A. T. never had anything 
recited at the Alhambra. Come to that, 
Swinburne and the others never had such 
‘luck either. Hot even Eric Mackay I Won’t 


’ABBY AH’ OOM PAUL. 

First ^Arry . — I sy, i that chap Kbuqer 
comes over, you ’ll give ’im a welcome, eh ? 

Second ^Arry . — ^’Course I will I As a true 
Brittun I should ’old out my fin to ’im and 
sy, “ 01’ man 1 give us your *and!" (“Your 
Band” was ’Arry’s meanin’.) 


FROM H-LY TO S-XT-H. 

[Mr. Hbaly has written to Mr. Sexton askiag 
him to take the Leadership of the Irish Party, and 
he (Tim H.) will efface himself or retire.] 

I BO not feel q[uite merry myself, 

So preach to you a text on ; 

See here ! I ’ll h elp to bury myself 
If you will be Chief Sexton. 


HaB ENOUUH op BEINU ” HECKLTil).”— An 
nnsnccessfnl Parliamentary candidate being 
recommended a northern voyage for change 
of air, refused to land in Iceland because he 
had been informed he should there come 
across the origmal HecMa. 
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said, only this afternoon, “dwell together in unity, hearing and Here the voice of Tint Tim sk^ly piped, “ Of coercion.” 

forbearing ? ” “ representation in this House,” P ring e Arthur proceeded, 

When he paw John Bbdmond rise to second John Dillon's preferring to conclude his own sentence. But Tm was in first, and 
amendment his heart swelled within him. Tears dimmed his would have upset the equanimity and spoiled the speech of a less 
spectacles ; a gasp of grateful emotion was audible, even across the practised debater. 

House. Here was the seed he had planted growing up in the stoniest Some comfort found in these little explosions. Ever re- 
of places. For Ireland’s sake, John Bedhoni) was ready to sink mains the abiding sorrow of seeing Ireland suffer whilst patriots 
personal considerations, and play second fiddle to John Dillon, pull each other’s hair. 

Even whilst Tim was wiping 


his glasses, as a preliminary 
to mastering his emotion, 
John Bepmond shattered 
all his pleased hopes. 
Dillon, he said in harsh 
voice, had hy a mano3nvre 
dislodged Mm from his 
place of precedence. He 
had intended to move a 
Home Bnle Amendment, 
and so show Ireland who 
was her true friend. Dil- 
lon had craftily got in 
ahead of him, and not only 
forestalled Ms amendment, 
hut threatened to hnrke 
Ms speech. 

Only one way to avoid 
latter sacrifice. He would 
second amendment, and so 
reel off speech. First, how- 
ever, he would, like the 
Bahoo, expose John Dil- 
lon’s cui hono in all its 
Mdeous nakedness. This 
he did, and incidentally 
went on to show how peace- 
fol, prosperous, and con- 
tented Ireland would be if 
its home government were 
entrusted to him and Ms 
loved coBeasmes. 

Tiny Tim’s depression at 
tMs turn of affairs equalled 







“They have their quar- 
rel,” says Tim sadly, “and 
England has our estate.” 

Business done. — First 
division in new Parliament. 
H'me Bnle Amendment 
negatived by 276 votes 
against 160. 

JPriiZay.— -Still twangirg 
Irish harp when not heat- 
ing the Transvaal drum. 
To-night both on. Court- 
net volunteered little vocal 
music by way of change. 
“If the Transvaal Boers,” 
he said, “had raised the 
sixty-eighth Psalm in cele- 
bration of their victory, I, 
for one, would have been 
ready to join in the 
chorus,” 

Hot usually'a chorus at- 
tached to a Psalm, hut that 
a detail. Selab. 

When KEiiaER comes 
over.' he and Courtney 
should give us a stave. If 
JouBERT accompanies the 
President, make it a trio. 

Hot sure that Kruger’s 
comin g. Don Jos^; got his 
back up by undertaking to 
govern Transvaal as well | 
as th'e Cabinet. “In 


Tiny Tim’s depression at Hardly De-chorus ! as th'e Cabinet. In 

tMs turn of affairs equalled “ If the Boera of the Transvaal had raised the 68fch. Psalm, ia celebration of their victory, T, earlier life,” says Sir 
only by the generous exnl- fo^ would have been ready to join in the chorus Leonard Courtney, Feb. 13. W ALTER Foster, Bart., 

tation with which he had ^ , M.D., “Don Josf: and 1 

observed what he had thought was the burning of private fends on used to work together in happy Birmingham. Glad enough of my 
the altar of the country. Now he sat thoughtful, isolated in Ms advice in those days. Would have been better off if be had sought 
earner seat, “tMuking the strangest things you ever heard.” The it in these. It doesn’t require man of my professional eminence and 
House was, however, privileged to hear them. The sight of Prince experience to perceive the fatal flaw underlying Ms despatching that 
Arthur on his legs discoursing about Ireland ever makes Tm dose of Home Bnle for Transvaal. Suppose a London doctor were, 
articulate. Still more exMlarating is the spectacled Don Jose, uninvited, to send to one of my patients at Edgbaston a pMal of 
quiet, strong, master of himself and his subject.^ To-night, whilst medicine marked ‘To be taken internally.’ Would he swallow it? 
these two spoke, Tim dro;^ed a running and occasionally embarrass- Certainly not. He ’d reply, * You be Mowed. You ’re not my 
ing commentary. Once Prince Arthur had launched into lofty doctor,’ Transvaal case and Don Joses Home Buie panacea on all 
passafire descriptive of benefits conferred by Parliament on Ireland. fours with tMs. Hatural consequences have followed. Don Jose a 
“We give to the Irish race living within our jurisdiction every clever man; but he will see he would do well when making new 
privilege we ask for ourselyes. We give them not merely their friends not to ignore Ms old counsellors.” 
share, hut more than their share ” Business done , — Much talk round Address, 


UNIVERSITY INTELLIGENCE, 

{A Vision of the Bear Future,) 

^ The proceedings at yesterday’s congrega- 
tion were of an unusually protracted nature, 
as nearly all the lady M. A.’s now in residence 
addressed the Senate at some length. Miss 
Belle, of Girton, suggested that a change 
should be made in the colour of the university 
hoods. Fnr, she remarked, was altogether 
unsuitable and unfashionable in the summer 
months, and wMte silk by no ifieans suited 
everyone. She would suggest tW entire 
freedom should be given to graduates—or, 
at least, to lady- graduates— to select the 
colours^ and materials that would harmonise 
best with their dresses. It was ultimately 
decided thata S vndica+e should obtain patterns 
from Messrs. Liberty, and report to the 
Senate on the subject, 

Miss Homespun brought forward a ‘ ‘ grace ” 
for the appointment of an University Profes- 
sor of Needlework, at a salary of £1000. It 
has been urged, she said, that the result f f 
the Mgher education of women was to unfit 
them for domestic duties. In order to refute 


this, it would he an excellent plan to endow 
a Professorship for teaching tMs most useful 
accomplishment. She was aware that the 
post would be an onerous one, and she there- 
fore proposed to occupy it hersdf . The grace, 
however, was “non-placeted” by SiSvotestol. 

I One of the Fellows of Girton called the 
1 attention of the Senate to a gross neglect of 
his duty on the part of one of the Proctors. 
An undergraduate of her college had caused 
great disturbance by holding extremely rowdy 
“ Cocoas” in her room; and when rebuked 
for her misconduct, had called the speaker 
“ an old cat.” She had referred the matter 
to the Proctor, requesting Mm to fine the 
delinquent heavily ; but he had taken abso- 
lutely no notice of her letter. The reason of 
tMs misplaced leniency she had just dis- 
covered ; the Proctor, she blushed to say, was 
engaged to the young lady in question. ( Cries 
of Shame ! ” and great uproar.) 

The Proctor explained that, together with 
aH Ms coUeagnes, he wished to resign Ms 
office. His work had been difficult enough 
before, but no'w that ladies had become 
members of the University, it was impossible 
to perform it. To have to deal with crowds 


of abominable girls (“OA/”), who only 
giggled when he asked their name and college, 
was absolutely maddening. {Derisive cheers,) 

The Senior Dean of jSewnham pointed out 
that all the best buildings in the University 
were, quite unjustly, allotted to the men. 
This anomaly must be removed. She would 
allow the Trinity men to remain undisturbed 
for the present. ( Applause from Dr. Butler.) 
But Newnbam must have a worthier abode 
than its present one. On the whole, she 
thought that Clare College would suit them 
very nicely. She, therefore, proposed that 
the Newnham students should be transferred 
to Clare, and that the Clare men should live 
in Newnham for the future. 

The Tutor of Clare remarked that the Dean 
f f Newnham might try to evict Mm and Ms 
College as soon as they pleased. He would 
only add that they had a fire-engine of con- 
siderable power, and ( Uproar.) 

As it was nearly tea-time, the Senate shortly 
afterwards adjourned, ^ 


Where Wright was not Might. — In the 
trial of the Eaggerston Election Petition. 
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THE QUICK-STEP OF THE LAW IM 
THE COMINC BY-AND-BY. 

[“The Counsel of the Plaintiff vas 
about to tell his Lordship the history of 
the case, when the Judge said he was 
familiar with the whole of it.” 

Daily 

A Court of Justice, Usual 
accessories. Judge on the Bench, 
Banisters facing him. Solicitors 
in the Well, seated next Litigants, 
Jury in their box, and Witnesses 
in waiting. 

Leader for the Blaintiff, And now, 
my Lord, if your Lordsmp pleases, I 

wUl give you a brief history 

Judge {interrupting), ITo, thanks, 
I know all about it. 

Leader for the Plaintiff, Well, I 
will proceed to examine my cHent, 
who has already been sworn. 

Judge, Thanks. Q,uiteunnecessary. 
I will examine him myself. \_I)oes so. 
Leader for the Plaintiff, I will 
now proceed to call other witnesses. 

Judge {interrupting). Better leave 
them to me. I will dispose of them 
in next to no time, {^Boes so. 

Leader for the Defendant, And 
now, my Lord, I will open the case 
for . 

Judge, Q,uite unnecessary. I know 
all you propose to say. 

Leader for the Defendant, Then 
I will call my witnesses. 

Judge, I shall follow the practice I 
have established on the other side, and 
look after them myself. [Does so. 
Leader for the Defendant, With 
your Lordship’s permission, I will sum 
up the case in defence of my client. 

Judge, Thanks, no. I can do that 
for you. 

Leader for the Plaintiff, And I 
for my client, if your Lordship 
pleases, will 



hanks, no. I can do that SOMETHING TO LOOK FORWARD TO. 

for the Plaintiff, And I “Oh yes, I know I must Eat r? I want to »eow 
.lent, if your Lordship healthy, and bio, and strong, Now I suppose toxj were 
d ABLE TO LEAVE OFF EATING LONG AGO, AUNT PhILLIDA I ” 


Judge (interrupting). Sum up the 
whole case ? Thanks, no. 1 can do 
it for you as easily as for your learned 
friend. \_Does so. 

Foreman of the Jury, And now, 
my Lord, are we to give our verdict *r 

Judge, Well, you can if you like ; 
but I really think . you had better 
leave it to me, as I know much more 
about it than you do. 

Foreman of the Jury, As your 
Lordship pleases. 

Judge, That’s right. Verdict for 
the plaintiff. Damages fifty pounds, 
and costs. 

Leadersiprotesting), Eeally, really, 
my Lord, we are not accustomed 
to • 

Judge (interrupting). But I am! 
Call the next case. 

\Kurried business, and quich 
Curtain, 

None but the Slave deserves 
THE Fare.— A t the meeting of the 
Metropolitan District Railway Com- 
pany, Mr, Forbes, the chairman, 
complained that prosperous tradesmen 
used workmen’s trains and paid only 
one penny instead of twice or thrice 
as much. Of course, these well-to- 
do merchants ought to be “punched” 
at the barriers, and the bond fide 
working men stamped M. D. R, or 
Men Deservmg Relief. 

A REALLY Wonderful Pig.— The 
Paris Correspondent of the Daily 
Telegraph states that Monsieur Co- 
chon, a highly intelligent pig in the 
MardigrascsLYeXeeA^, “had a quizzi- 
cal expression on its snout as it looked 
down on the crowd from the char- 
cuterie ear.” Of course. Monsieur 
Cochon must have turned up his 
nose at the spectators in order to get 
any expression out of it. 


“GLORIOUS, BY JINGO!” 

Scene— T-Ae Metropolis of a Mighty Fmpire, Fnter First and 
Second Citizen. 

First Citizen, Grlorious news, isn’t it ? 

Second Citizen, Magnificent! Never heard anything to equal it 
in mj fife I 

First Cit, G-oiug to have the biggest fieet ever seen — costing 
miUions ! 

Second Cit, Yes ; and an army that will go anywhere, and do 
anything— costing so much more. 

First Cit, And the volunteers to have as much cash as they like 1 
Second Cit, And the militia and yeomanry to have more than they 
care for I 

First Cit, Why, we shall make the whole world envy us with our 
new forts, and new guns, and new coaling-stations ! 

Second Cit, Yes ; we shall put ourselves outside competition ! 
First Cit, And absolutely negative criticism I 
Second Cit, Fire guns all day costing about £200 a discharge ! 
First Cit, And send out any number of squadrons under full 
steam at so much per ton for coals I 
Second Cit, Fortunately, we are going to have a big surplus I 
First^ at Not that that will go very far I No, we must just 
absorb it with a view to increased expenditure I 
Second Cit, Quite so. What I say is confound the expense I 
First Cit, To which I respond, down with the Income Tax I 
Second Cit, What if we have to pay tenpenoe in the pound ? 

First Cit, Or even— if it comes to that— even two hundred and 
forty. 

Second Cit, So rule Britannia ! 

First Cit, ^d there’s no dearer i)lace than home 1 
\_They stimulate one another with a forced cheer, and exeunt 
recklessly. 


QUEER QUERIES. 

Rabietic.— What is the best way of putting a muzzle on a very 
athletic and rather had-tempered huU-dog ? I have tried to do it 
while he was (apparently) fast asleep, and narrowly escaped from the 
apartment with my life. Chloroform is of no use, as the brute will 
not aRow it to be placed anywhere near his nose, and a strong solu- 
tion of it inserted in the garden syringe and sauirted over him 
though a window only makes him savage. Shall he glad of any 
hints— also to know cost of a journey to Pasteur’s establishment in 
Paris.— Lover of Dogs. 

Huotand and Wife. — Owing to some small domestic misunder- 
standings, my wife has obtained (1) a protection order against me, 
(2) a judicial separation, (3) maintenance at two pounds a week, 
(4) and custody of a favourite parrot. I feel doubtful whether under 
the new Act I have the right to go on living in my own house. Will 
somebody kindly explain the Act, and also teU me how I am to give 
two pounds a week out of an income of thirty shillings ?— Angel in 
THE House. 

Advice C-ratis,— A house-agent has let my furnished house for 
me, and now has the assuxanoe to claim a commission I Am I bound 
to pay this monstrous demand ? I am glad and proud to say ihat I 
have not signed any agreement to pay it. The man says he has taken a 
i great deal of trouble over the letting, and no doubt he has. But hav- 
ing signed nothing, surely I am not legally liable ?— Gtenerous Soul. 

More Historical Doubts,— We have a beastly history lesson 
twice a week, and I want to know, please, who was “the Eleetrio 
Sophia,” and why was she called by that name? I asked my 
master, who only_ laughed, and said he “ supposed it was because 
she had a magnetic personality,” but I don’t know what on earth he 
meant. She comes in every lesson, and all the form laughs at me 
when I mention her. So please let me know about her soon. 

Jones Minbius. 


Prob^lb.— On his way to the pole Dr. Nansen may have come Motto fob an Impecunious Football Club. — “ More kicks than 
across the ti?aees of other expeditions. half^nce.” 
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PUNCH’S PLEA FOR THE WHITE-PLUMED 
HERONS. 

(An Appeal to all English Ladies vMh 
Pitiful Hearts,) 

“ Butchered to make a Roman holiday,” 
That roused tard anger in indignant metre. 
Butchered to make a lady’s bonnet gay ! — 
Sounds that much sweeter ? 

Little white heron, with the shoulder plume 
Which stirs the milliner’s remorseless pas- 
sion, 

You guess not how your finery seals your 
doom 

At beck of Fashion. 

The little egret's nuptial plumes are sought 
Above all other feathers by Eye's daughter, 
And hence the heronry with woe is fraught, 
A scene of slaughter. 

Poor, pretty, bridal-plumed, nest-loyal birds, 
At breeding-time alone you grow gre- 
garious. 

The hunter comes, and scenes too sad for words 
Grieve e’en the hilarious. 

The mothers hovering near their helpless 
brood, 

Are shot in hundreds ; ’tis such easy killing I 
The plumelets are plucked out, since they are 
good 

For many a shilling. 

The young birds starve, whilst, festering in 
white heaps. 

Their displumed parents lie in scores about 
them. 

When men say at the thought their chill 
blood creeps, 

Will ladies doubt them ? 


Male thralls of Mammon do the murderous 
deed, 

But if the slaves of Mode could feel com- 
passion, 

Young herons need not starve, nor old ones 
bleed. 

To— follow Fashion ! 

The heronries are fast destroyed, ’tis said. 

The pretty egrets fast exterminated. 

It eeems a pity I Betwixt Mode and Trade 
Are the birds fated P 

Nay, lovely woman, prithee just say “ Nay” 
In mere humanity and love of beauty ! 
Punch loves the sex, and to his pets would 
pray, 

“Dears— do your duty ! ” 

Caeeetje Revision.— In Chicago, the Board 
of Education has adopted a “revised version” 
of the Bible. Some of the Psalms of David 
wanted, they thought, cutting ; so they out 
them. They’ve out “-4 little lit here^ and 
a little lit thereP “ Sere a lit^ and there 
a bit^ and everywhere a as the old 
song has it. But, when editing and revising 
the Bible, why not omit the two versions of 
the Decalogue? That omission would suit 
a vast number of worthy people. 

New Motto eor the Mussulman.— There 
is no good in the European Concert, and the 
Sultan’s its profit I 

CAjoriNa’s coxTPLET remodelled. ! 
Ih matters of contest the charm of the Dutch 
Is/orgiving a little, and asking not much. 


THE MILLINER MUSE. 

(A JUcipe.) 

Cut prose, just like mohair or silk, into 
snippets, 

And end them with tags, like boot-laces ; 

Bespangle with tropes, like glass-beads on 
girls’ “ tippets,” 

To please the new Muses and Graces : 

Finish off with smart tassels,— called com- 
monly rhymes, — 

For antiphonetical tinklmg ; 

And, with shoddy that sparkles and nonsense 
that chimes, 

You ’U be hailed a new bard in a twinkling. 


PATRIOTIC TOAST. 

British Tar sings : — 

Britahhia still sea-rule enjoys, 
Despite rude Ger-ma-ny I 
Here ’s to her Flying Sqtuadron, boys 1 
And may it never— fiy I 


The Curse of Cheapness. — These are 
terribly subversive times I What price any- 
thing or anybody ? “ Penny Poets ” were 
bad enough, though they have sometimes 
been quoted as low as “ tuppenny-half- 
penny,” to be sure. But now some radical 
revolutiona^ advertises a “ShOling Peer- 
age” I This is the most daring attack upon 
tlie House of Lords we have yet heard of. 
The next novelty we suppose wiQ be 
“Sixpenny Sovereigns” or “Farthing 
Crowns.” 
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Taking the Sh(r)ine out 
of Him.” 

[“ I suppose I must begin TThat 
I hare to say by laying a chaplet 
.... on the opulent shrine of the 
Colonial Secretary .” — Vide lord 
Rosebery^s Speech in Kmse of 
lords, February 11.] 

The Might Son, J-s-ph 
Ch- mh-rl-n log . : — 
Although I a thundering 
kind of a chap 
I agree not with “ canonisa- 
tion”: 

Were I only a saint I ’d be not 
worth a rap 

In this cycle of civilisation. 
That’s why I don’t care for 
that metaphor rare— 
No, I ci%n't like that “opu- 
lent shrine'^ a bit. 

Bat cut out the “ r ” and you ’ll 
find me “ all there,” 
for I think I can “opulent 
shine a bit I 


“ITnitehsity Intelli- 
gence,” [Extract from letter 
written It/ Undergraduate 
Member of Literary Society 
to learned jfriend,) — I hear 
that I am going to be asked by 
the committee to read an eg say 
on “Keats.” Can you teU 
me , . . what are “ Keats ” ? 

Yours ever, Sammy. 

Not TO BE TOO Eiqg-obously 
TAKEN, — Of course (d propos 
of some recent letters in the 
Times), the reverend gentle- 
man is not a “Tessel of 
Wrath,” but, being a vessel, 
his detractors might say of 
him, in nautical fashion, that 
“he is rather a queer Rigg,” 



i; I!' ■' 


HE HAD SUCCEEDED. 

A, “Oh, I SAY, THAT SKETCH YOU MB OF ME IN THE LAILY KsATOH 
MADE ME LOOK THE SORT OF CONCEITED AsS ONE W’OULD LIKE TO KICK 1 ’ 

B, “You THINK SO? And I was afraid I had quite failed to 
CATCH the character I ** 


HAPPY PAIR. 

[“ A marriage was * solem- 
nised,* by special licence, before 
Sheriff Brown, but the < happy 
pair’ had a long wait La the 
Sheriff Court until his lordship 
disposed of a ‘ crimmal case ’ ! ” 
— The A berdeen Daily Free Press.] 

EaBV, fugaces ! Now Hy- 
men’s kept waiting, 

The cm jugal knot can’t be 
tied. 

“Antic the law” must, by 
dint of debating, 

A criminal case first decide, 

S Envoi, 

How queer a commencement I 
Yet, “happy pair,” 
pause, 

And ponder the terrible 
thought : — 

Sjme day before J(e)une, in a 
difiereut cause, 

Again you may wait for the 
C 3urt I 


A Teetotaler’s Spirit. — 
During recent breach - of - 
promise trial, plaintiff, a bar- 
maid, examined by member of 
legal, not drinking. Bar, said 
that defendant “never drank 
spirits at all.’ ’ ‘ ‘ Then,” asked 
the Judge, “what did he 
drink?” “Scotch whisky,” 
promptly answered Barmaiden. 
So this is good news for tee- 
totalers. “ Scotch whisky is 
not reckoned among spirits.” 
But isn’t it rather a cruel 
revelation to the whisky 
drinker ? 

The Poet Laureate’s 
Lines. — “ ’Alf Measures,” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

A Holiday Horror 

I AM about to narrate one of the most aJfiicfcing tragedies that have 
^er come to my knowledge, a tragedy that is in very truth a 
trage^, for moves pity and terror, purges the emotions by them— 
and that I have always understood to be the genuine mark of a 
tragedy. It ha]^pened during the last Christmas holidays, but a 
very natnrw desire on the part of those oonoemed that their reputa- 
tions might not suffer, keptthe story from their intimates and from the 
world. It was reveued to me under a pledge of profound secrecy. 
As, however, no good purpose can be served by keeping this pledge, 
I have no scruples whatever about breaking it. Indeed, I have 
always be^ of the opinion that snch pledges were exacted merely 
m Older that they might be promptly broken. If, for instance, a 
secret IS revealed to me m an ordinary commonplace way with no 


A WVU.ULU uu uy oaxns. II i 

Mtt assured tlwt the chataoter of orptiaxus, or the peace of mind of 
widows depends tip(m my ohserving secieoy— why then the load 
h^mes too hwvy to he ^me, my shoulders resent the nnac- 
OMtomed wemht, md I m ahont groaning until I can obtain ease by 
sharing it with others. This I shaU now do. ^ 

Whin EjiaGiE BiniwoEiH oame home for his Christmas hoUdays, 
^ parratal mMsion in London with -the nsud 
.« at present serving his 
qnahfymg for the Admual’s 
Tuoh^ yith which the unagmation of his fond mother has already 

spirits, M of mi^iM 


bnoRb, assumes a oonsiaerable importance in an otherwise aniet 
through the list of aU the pantomimes, 
amnsem^ts, to wkeh Reggie was Unsigned in 
the charge of his vanons relatives, each of whom was told off m turn 


for a spell of Reggie-duty. Sometimes, however, the stock of guar- 
dians ran dry for the moment, and Reggie had to be sent off alone, 
or in the company of any shipmates whom he might have gathered 
round him. On an occasion of this sort, he sallied forth one 
fatal day, with four others likennto himself, and visited a certain 
HaU of Amusement, He had received the usual injunctions as to 
the punctuality of his home-coming, and a reasonable amount of 
money, strictly apportioned to his needs, had been allotted to bim. 
In due time these five budding sailors invaded tbe HaU. After 
feasting on many marvels, Ustening to songs, observing dances in a 
properly critical spirit, and gazing with breathless interest at 
spangled acrobats, they found themselves in a recess dedicated to 
the performances of an army of industrious fl.eas, in charge of a 
skilled and voluble educator. The entertainment was in full swing, 
but the spectators were not very numerous, and the youngsters 
were therefore able to obtain front places at the table on which the 
tricks were proceeding. 

“This here,” said the educator, a melancholy man, seemingly 
overweighted with his responsibilities : “this here in the front is 
Caradoc, the champion fiea of the world. I ketohed him young, off 
of a ducal establishment in the Mi^ands, and spent a year learnin’ 
him aU his accomplishments. He is a ffea of very detei mined 
character, strictly honnerble in aU his deaUn’s ; hut he has a warm 
heart, and shows remarkable affection. Caradoc ’’—this to the fiea— 
‘‘ do not champ your hit so ; I can’t have yon a pawin’ the ground 
like this ; beyave yourself like an aristocrat, and be quiet till I teU 
you to move. Ladies and gentlemen, Caradoc wiU now draw the 
state coach four times round tiie arena. Then, raisin’ hisself on his 
legs, he wiU bow three times, salutin’ the company. On the 
box of the coach yon wUl observe Charleymanq and Wellington, 
two fleas specially selected for their knowledge of ’osses and power of 
I mvin’ saf e through a crowd of traffic. The flea inside the coach, 
sittin’ in state, is the Queen of the Sandwich Islands, She is a lazy 
flea, but very stiff about etiquette ; will have the other fleas a bowin’ 
down before her, and never turnin’ their backs. Now, Caradoc^ you 
can start. Let the ladies and gentlemen see your fine action. Look 
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here, my yonng fellow”— this was to itiaoiE 
— “ don’t yon come a pnshin’ like that, or 
yon ’ll npset that ’ere bottle, and there ’s a 
matter of five ’nndred fleas in that bottle, all 
in strict training, and kep’ from their natnral 
food, so as to make ’em savage. G-ood 
gracions I do be carefnl. There, didn’t I tell 
yon ” 


The expected had taken place. Reggie 
and his companions, in their anxiety to ob- 
serve the evolntions of Caradoc^ Charley- 
mang, Wellington^ and the Queen of the 
Sandwich Islands^ had advanced too closely 
to the table, and with a careless sweep of his 
arm Reggie had npset the bottle, the top of 
which, I may state, was only covered witn a 
card. Five nnndred hnn^ry, savage fleas, all 
in strict training, saw their chance of liberty, 
and most of them profited by it. Never has 
there been such a hopping, snch a scattering 
right and left of agonized spectators. ‘ ‘ There,’ ’ 
said the edncator, as he surveyed the ruin of 
his hopes, “you’ve done it this time, my boy. 
Them five ’nndred fleas are half-eddicated. 
Many ’s the day I spent over them, but it ’s 
all wasted now, and I’m in the Bankruptcy 
Court. Why, I refused a thousand pound 
for that there bottle of fleas only last week.” 

By this time the bottle had been restored 
to its upright position and securely covered, 
but it held only a very small proportion of its 
original contents. The rest had vanished like 
a beautiful dream. Reggie, a boy of a kindly 
disposition, was overwhelmed with grief at 
the result of his thoughtlessness. “Look 
here,” he said, “ I’ve oidy got a shilling, but 
if that’s any use to you you shall have it.” 
“A shillin’,” said the educator in a tone of 
scorn, “what’s a shillin’? But there. I’ll 
take it on account, and you can pay me the 
other nine-’undred-and-ninety-nine pounds, 
nineteen shillin’ s by instalments. I dessay I 
can ketch some more as time goes on. If I 
do, I ’ll credit you with them,” The bargain 
was struck, and Reggie went home. 

Oe course the matter did not end here. On 
the following day Reggie returned to the 
Britannia swollen to twice his natural size. 
The room he had occupied at home was fumi- 
gated, but to no avail. It was occupied last 
week by a beautiful young lady who had 
come to stay for a dance. Her shrieks during 
the night were heartrending, and her appear- 
ance the next day so painful that she had to 
be wrapped in cotton-wool and sent back in 
the charge of a nurse to the country vicarage 
which is her home. From the Britannia 
come rumours of a restless spirit on the ]part 
of the cadets which is causing serious anxiety 
to the authorities. London is at this moment 
unconsciously under the domination of several 
hundreds of fleas, just sufdciently educated 
to know their own terrible powers, but not to 
restrain them within the limits of propriety 
and good-feeling. I can see only one remedy, 
that the County Council should issue a 
muzzling order for fleas. 


IJnivbbsitt Colleges Open to Women or 
ALL Degrees, —Let us make a selection. 
There’s Magdalen, Oxford, likewise Cam- 
bridge. At the former, a girl undergradimte 
may become a “ Demy ” if she doesn’t object 
to swearing, and is not of opinion that the 
“Demy” won’t become her. There’s Clare 
College — pretty name Clare, Likewise, 
there’s Sfc. Catherine’s. Lady Bachelors to 
remain celibates, and the M. A.’s to wear the 
quoif of St. Catherine. At the college the 
study of music would largely engage the 
attention of the students, and once every term 
there would be a “ Cattis Concert” in Hall, 
The Game of Pass for the corners would be a 
favourite one with the undergraduate girls. 



Fi/rst Newspaper Boy. “Hullo, Bill! Who’s ’e?” 

Second Newspaper Boy. “ I suppose 'e's the North Pole as 'as just been Discovered !” 


L,S.D. 


Chancellor of the JExchequer to John Bull ; — 

I BEG to remark, dear respected J, B., 

If you wish to retain your command of the 
sea, 

You must give me command of your L.S.D. 


John Bull to the Chancellor of the 
Bxchequer : — 

I shan’t make a fuss o’er pounds, shillings, and 


pence. 

If you give me defence without waste or 


Let’s have a strong Navy, and— hang the 
expense! 

The L,S,D. I want is my Land’s Safe 
Defence I 


Drawing the Line. 

( Written after reading the mewe of Barcn 7 m 
Ma/rechall concermng “ Our Bailwaysf^ 
the Transvaal.) 

To Monroe Doctrine John Bull may he 
schooled, 

But, spite ef all that German Baron’s jaw. 
He ’R show the Teuton he is not yet ruled 
By “Marschall” Law I ” 


The Bare Fact, — The recent great rise in 
Consols “may he ascribed,” the Times ob- 
served, “ in great measure to the existence of 
a bear account, called into being by the possi- 
bilities of disturbance opened up by events in 
varions parts of the world.” Then it ’s mainly 
on the ‘^Russian Bear account” that Consols 
have gone np. 
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WHAT OUR TENOR HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 

Fair Accotnpanist {clieerf%lly), “Now you go on, AND never mind mb I I’ll catch 


YOU UP by-and-byT' 


PUNCH TO THE NEW PRESIDENT. To fifty of weU-fulfiUed renown, 

guerdon and' fit 

“Sm JoHw^ I am thy Pmohius, and tby The widest charity 

a ' . . Holds not all Presidents in Art siipreme, 

And comes, greeting. As in urbanity. 

1 ve watched thy splendid course from end But MxttArs’ Art is yoTine ambition’s dream : 


‘ — Art is young ambition’s dream ; 

to end, His strong-sonl’d sanity. 


From P. E. B. to P. E. A. ! That tale 
Is worth the telling ; 

But 'one who has done everything — save 
fail— 

In all exceUing, 

Will BU Art’s highest ceremonial seat 
With lordship easy. 

His speech, than Leighton’s less serenely 
sweet, 

But bright and breezy, 

Wins with its wholesome frankness. May it 
long— 

And clearer ever — 

Sonnd at that banquet-board where great 
and strong, besd 
N oble and clever. 

Meet under Art’s high hospitable dome. 

Most pleasant duty 

For those who, thongh they roam, own 
England Home 
And bow to Beanty ! 

He whose remains When’s wondrons fsne 
now covers 

Highest would rank yon, 

And cry, with Gower, and Punchy and all 
Art’s lovers, 

“ Sir John, I thank you I ” 


THE SONG OF THE SULTAN. 

[“ The Turk never clianges .” — Prince Lohanoff.'] 

Bismillah 1 All the Giaour race 
Are mutable as mist. 

They know not the set Sphinxian faoe, 

Of the firm clenched fist. 

Infidel hogs, false, faithless'dogs, 

From Moscow to Berlin, 

They’re shifting as Serhonian b^gs. 

Unsettled even in sin. 

The opprobinm of the so-called “ Powers” , 
Is mu-ta-bil-i-ty ; 

But I ’m not like the accursed Giaours ; 
You ’ll find no change in me I 

Sons of burnt fathers, that is how 
I get the pull of them ; 

I of the impeiturbahle brow. 

And the unruffled phlegm. 

I ravish, slay— it is my way — 

I always did, and will ; 

Bat then as slaughterer I can stay^ 

I kill— and kill— ant? kill I 
They know not their own minds a mite. 
They cannot long agree ; 

But murder is my sole delight ; 

You ’ll find no change in me ' 

They grunt and groan, I sit alone, 

And slaughter on— by proxy. 

Of mercy they make maudlin moan, 

And Christian orthodoxy. 

But as they are of many minds, 

And I remain of one, 

I give them promises, mere blinds, 

And stiU keep up the fun. 

I still play off Prince Lobanofe 
Agamst Lord Sals-bu-ree, 

At all their shifting schemes I scoff ; 

They ’U find no change in me ! 

That Eussian Prince makes England wince. 
And Salisburee, no doubt, 

Makes a wry faoe, as at a quince, 

At Enssia’s cynic fiout. 

But Enssia really knows me best, 

I do not change, she does. 

I wade^ blood— t&ey buzz I ^ 

I like that Lobanoep ; although 
Were he but at my knee, 

I ’d have his head off, at a blow ; 

He ’d find no change in_me I 


Glads all beholders. 


In loving loyidty. 


• A Ebal Union oe Hearts.— -Mr. Lecky, 
M.P., and Mr. Plunkett, M,P., on the ques- 
tion of mercy, which should not be distrained. 
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The Medium,” or 
Telephonic Butler. 


KERR VOULEZ-VOUS CHEZ TERRY? I 

The preseat lessee of Tehrt’s Theatre is fortunate in his latest 
production, Jedhury Junior^ Brightly written is the dialogue, well 
sketched the characters, and clear the farcical plot of Jedhury Junior^ 
written by Madeleine Lucette Rtlet. Mr. Kerb is excellent in 
it, giving all the lightheartedness and pathos to 
the character of young Jedhury that it requires ; 
and this is equally true of Miss Maude Millett 
as the heroine Dora, There are two novelties 
in the piece ; one a character played by Mr. G. 
E. Bellaht, who makes a decided hit by 
appearing throughout the piece without having 
a single word to say except just before the fall 
of the curtain, when he blurts out “ Hooray I ” 
and then, like “ the brief candle,” is “ heard 
no more.” The success of The Silence of Dean 
Maitland is as nothing to that of Mr, Bellamy 
Glihh, The other novelty is the obsequious 
but honestly devoted butler. Whimper, an old 
family servant, who acts as the medium of 
communication between Mr, and Mrs, Jedhury 
(the father and mother of the hero, well repre- 
sented by Mr. Beauchamp and Miss Emilt 
Cross), who have quarrelled, and who only 
address one another through the butler, using 
him as if he were a telephone. In this part of 
Whimper^ Mr. Gilbert Earquhar deserves 
all praise; it is a careful study of a quite 
possible, though, of course, eccentric character, 
and it is redeemed from absurdity by the little touch of genuine sen- 
timent which the old servant exhibits when he has to, in effect, turn 
Jedhury Junior out of Jedhury Senior* s house. Mr. J. L. Mackay, 
as Major Hedway^ is in perfect keeping with his artistic make-up. 
Mr, Arthur Playeair tones himsSf down to Tom Bellahy^ and 
renders valuable assistance. Is it an oversight on the part of the 
author that Bellahy comes in hot haste, and with the utmost 
earnestness, to borrow a fiver of his friend, but forgets all about 
it after the first two minutes of conversation, and ^roes off without 
ever recurring to the subject? Miss Eva Moore is charming as 
Nelly Jedhury^ and Mr. Beecher hard as nails in the character of 
Mr, Simpson, the thieving manager of Jedhury ^ Co,h “ Bombay 
House,” whose method of fraud is so crude and simple as to afford 
every ground of hope for his going through life, in a highly satisfac- 
tory manner, as a stupid forger and absolutely transparent swindler. 

Mr. L. Power’s Job is, in every 
way, a clever and original per- 
formance. The “ confidential 
valet,” who will ultimately grow 
into a family butler of the Whim- 
per sort, is a very old friend inf arce 
and comedy, and is a character 
that, if brought into a piece, has 
to be very carefully treated by 
the dramatist, and with still 
greater care by the actor, Dickens 
hit off the essentially stagey aspect 
of such a character when he made 
Mr, Lenville describe the kind of 
part that Nicholas Nichlehy had 
to write for him. The comic con- 
fidential servant, and the irascible 
old father, always readjr to “ cut 
off his heir with a shilling,” are 
old friends, but possible bores. 

When we see either of them on the 
stage we say “ connu ! ” But in 
this play, though the stern, stony- 
hearted, but subsequently relent- 



Motto for the latest edition of Master 
Silence, I acta non verha,'*^ 

yet the 

. ^ , _ I in new 

aspects, and the authoress is to be congratulated on the exponents of 
these two parts. Jedhury Junior has in it plenty of the right mate- 
rial for the achievement of popularity, and Mr. Kerr ought to do 
well with it for some time to come, 


ing father, belongs to tiie old school of irascible parents, y 
sympathetic butler and the friendly valet are ancient friends : 


PAEADOXICAL. 

{By a Brttssian,) 

Krupp’s hundred-tonners topped the run. 
We thought, but WnxHELM’s wiser ; 
They ’re beaten by the Teu-ton gun, — 
According to our Kaiser. 


Everything’s in a Hame.*~A man named Blight has just been 
sent to prison for defrauding the Board of Agriculture. 


TO BEATEICE. 

On February the Twenty-ninth. 

Fair Beatrice, — this is not your name, I know 
(I couldn’t print it, sweet one, in a journal), 

Bat that ’tis you whom 1 address below, 
Perhaps you’ll learn from evidence 
internal. 

Bead, then, between the lines — ’tis now a 
year [matters ; 

Since last I rhymed to you on sundry 
You lived then in a diff’rent hemisphere— 
A distance which attachment rather 
shatters. 

You’re back again, our letters cross no 
more I [playmate ” ; 

I’m now promoted to be “friend and 
Of times that I ’ve “ proposed ” I ’ve kept 
no score, 

But as a minimum I think I ’d name 
eight ! 

Well, now ’tis Leap Year, surely ’tis your turn 
To take a hand at this exhausting pastime ; 

That you should beat my score I do not yearn — 

You ’d win at once I Try, then, the fupst and last time I 

Look in your calendar— next Saturday 
You ’ll see’s the twenty-ninth — ^’twiU not be reckoned 
A^in for eight years ; don’t, then, wait, I pray I 
Your question can be popped in half a second ! 



COSIEE COTS. 


[Mr. Ernest Hart in The Queen makes various revolutionary proposals 
on “ how to go to bed.”] 

Time for bed. Glad I ’ ve followed Hart’s hints. Quite look forward 
to my co^ortable room. Also to getting there— having provided oil- 
stoves in all passages and staircases. What ’s the good— as Hart says 
— of being warm in your bedroom, if you are to catch cold on the way ? 

Find I have to put out the oil-stoves as I pass (as servants have 
retired long ago). Bather a nuisance, this. One won’t expire for 
quite two minutes. What a draughty comer it’s in, too! Don’t 
believe the beast is ont yet. Maker assured me these patent centn- 
plex kerosine stoves never smelt of oil. Wish maker could smell 
them now. ChiUed, 

Bedroom, anyhow, looking cosy. That idea of the bookshelf, 
with a few favourite authors close to bedside,” admirable. And 
Hart quite right in calling nightgown the “ clothing of the pri- 
meval savage,” and recommending pyjamas. 

Have got the “two levers, one for controlling fire, other for 
contiroUing light.” In bed. Jolly light from the electric lamp, 
HuBo I WTiat ’s it doing ? Must really “ control ” it — seems going 
ont. . . . All right now. Take down Guy Mannering-~hx!x^ the 
bedstead. Hart says old bed is a “ ridiciuons contrivance.” This 
one seems to be trying to chuck me ont on to fioor every minute. 
Perhaps it’s the “movable head-hoard,” . . . Out of bed. Have 
controlled head-hoard. In again. . . . Odd — seem to have been 
reading for an hour. How time does slip away when you ’re really 
enjoying yourself I It’s one o’clock in the morning. Must finish 
this chapter. Ah I Next chapter is the exciting one— two more. 
What’s that curious scraping noise outside? Or is it downstairs ? 
Can it be burglars ? 

My pyjama suit just the thing, Mr. Hart says, for “ night alarms.” 
Nuisance to have to get up, though. Why can’t there be a third 
lever, to control burglars ? Put nose out of door— by Jove, how cold 
it is I That dratted oil-stove still smouldering— smelling I 

Noise seems to have stopped. Still, can’t go to sleep just yet. 
Take down Pickwick , . . . Not as funny as I used to think it. . . , Two 
o’clock I . . . After all, isn’t use of a bedroom to go to sleep in ? Lie 
down ; what a bore that one can’t have electric light half off ; room 
in darkness, except for gas-stove. Suddenly remember to h ave heard 
that gas-stove left burning in bedroom sure to suffocate one ! But 
if I turn it out, where ’s the use of having it ? Wish Mr. Hart were 
here to advise. No, on the whole, glad he isn’t. Turn off gas— 
rather heroic of me. Have, of course, discarded “the mass of 
blankets and sheets ” which &. Hart condemns. Not “ tucked in ” 
at all, either; how can I be, as that sort of thing seems to constitute 
“ huge set of swaddling clothes, such as only savages now employ even 
for children ? ” The fight eider-down, however, lets in fearful lot of 
draught. . • . Tip again, shivering. Three o’clock I Turn on gas in 
stove again. Lever won’t work, or gas won’t light. Hang Hart ! 

4 A.M. Just got a lot of good old-fashioned blankets and sheets 
from n^ room. Fearfully chilled, but have some prospect of a few 
hours’ decently warm sleep. 
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CONDENSED OONEIDENCE. 

Etheliuda, — E or mauvaise plaisanterie command me to 
a Man m Anthoiity. I need say no more. You know the cruel 
practical, too practical, joke played upon me last week, when all the 
names of those who benefit Commerce and Art, and therefore the i 
treneral Public, were ruthlessly excised by a Hand but too well i 
aequamted with the scissors, and asterisks were substituted for their 
honoured appellations. Again, I say, cherchons Vhomme! under 
such circumstances, and when found, make a note of him. He ia 
tound, he 18 noted, and he will be yet more noted. Meantime, let 
his pliable tiick recoil on his own head. 1 hereby initiate an 
Comnetition, viz., I offer a prize— my 
poems, TmUerwgsof a Tom^lit, with autograph- to the ready- 

correctly fill in the spaces 
made by the ^erary censor {plus Muscovite qu^un Busse). and send 
A- to teU you of a lovtly confection of 

vt, A^f-r~7;’ ^ will not eyen Ireathe her name in ink. Let 

h« die like Chaitjstoit, unknown to fame, and the product of her 
struck down by the bolt of Him who 
MMt be Obeyed I I have no heart to write more, but here is a new 

-STan ou Midaeteurimpalabh. 
ftlUni™ mdted butter seasoned with garlic, pimrato, and 

bon»w’Ti j tablespronful of curry powder, which should be 
^’i“dred yarfs from the upper end of Banker’s Hill 
ff’wAiA ® V «ien add^S^ tumbler of bran^, dX 

aieoa and sliced capsicums. This is an 
extent night-oip. Byer, dear. Tour loying cousin, Kadj. 

bnt‘‘%ibS>M''o^y®,,||?,“ “priyate,” 

r«Ar -D A KOHUTD-ELAT OP DISTRESS. 

9 ^cketer, for skill renown’d, ^ 

Gainst any pace would take his stand : 

has, to his sorrow, found 
That cyclmg fast is underhand. 

ScMMABY OP THE Kew Maintekanoe Act,— “*A ll'for Her,” 


WHAT MR. H T PERHAPS EXPECTED. 

Mt Deae TiM, — With tears cf joy gushing from my overladen 
I hasten to accept your srenerous offer of the Chairmanship 
01 the JNational Party. It t^I afford me the greatest satisfaction to 
oe able not only to pour Eome soothing whiskey into our somewhat 
troubled waters, but also to heap up unlimited burning peat on your 
proverbially thin scalp. Turning to-day to a merry- thoughtful 
newspaper, with which I know you are connected, I find myself 
described (1) as an unmitigated rogue; (2) as a thief; (3; as a 
hcksjnttle adherent of Dublin Castle ; (4) as a law-abiding landlord ; 

^ polRical Got Eawxes, anxious to blow up Committee 
itoom JNo. 15. In each of these well-turned jests, dear Tim, I reoog- 
nwe your masterful way of saying what you didn't mean. *Tis the 
Ola story 01 &ing blank cartridges from behind a hedge, to amuse 
me bhoys —the best, most loyal, and most devoted of followers. 
Do you rmnember, Tim, that character drawn by either Levee or 
hovEE: the literary man, who’d praise somebody to-day in one 
^per, so that he might abuse himselt to-morrow in another ? Paith I 
I on might have served for the model. You ’re as brimful of fun as 
WB.BMandy Andy, Good luck to you, my boy ! May we have roar- 
ing times together ! Cead mille failthe ! 

Ever yours, affectionately, T. S. 

Cockawhoop Criticism. 

When Art-criticism ’s cocky, spleenful, rude, and mnlioh, 

^ niay think it’s Pennell- wise, but it is found foolish. 
Donkeys bray, but clever sketohers really ought to kuow 
Ihat — as Mr. Mobley mentions — Elions do not crow ! 

rooster, or a game-cock brave. 

Would scarce care to cockadoodle on a great man's grave. 

CoMP^ATi'vj! ^RiTS. — ^What collection of books is better than a 
free Library.'' — Why, certainly, the Frere Library, that once 
belonged to John Ttjdoe Ebebe, and which has been reoentiy dis- 
posed 01 and dispersed by Messrs. Sotheby & Co. 

MpAOEmL Pbotebb as TO Opebatic Doves.— Y on may go in 
for the b^ng ” of the doves as mnch as yon like, but it is quite 
another thing to rely upon their making a coup. 




Febbuabt 29 , 1896 ,] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTKACTED FEOM THE DIART OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday, February 17.— Since Mr. Caldwell 
retired from the calico-printing business and took to Imperial politics 
he has snfEered some snrprises and snrvived many disappointments. 

Never did for- 

j . tune treat him 

^ j th ^ ^ 

‘ ^t dow^ ^ 
By Special Licence. 

T-by, the Dog that Caa’t and Won’t be Muzzled, ddi^t A long 


sitting, full of inconsiderable speeches about immaterial things. 
The case of the dynamite prisoners restated by J ohn Redmoitd ; 
Atheeley- Jones on Yenezaela ; Weddeebden on Chitral. Each 
came on in turn ; talked of at length ; shovelled out of the way : 
midnight at hand before Crofter’s Amendment was reached. 

With assistance of pince-nez and tragic tones Weie floundered 
through succession of incoherent remarks. Then Caldwell rose; 
began to reel off speech with smoothness and rapidity of the engines 
canco-printing in the paternal establishment in far off Milton-on- 
Oampsie. Before forty yards had been neatly flnished there was a 
hitch in the machinery. Thought at flrst it was a pebble from the 
in^gnant Dee protestant against its neighbourhood being dese- 
crated by a caUco-printing industry. Turned out to be all due to 
Peincb Aethub. He had been in his place through night; had 
made several speeches; kept watchful eye over varied course of 
business. Now, at sight of Caldwell with bundle of notes sugges- 
tive of small bale of calico ready for the printer, he incontinently 
fled. 

Caldwell gasped for breath ; rubbed his eyes ; regarded with 
startled gaze the empty seat. Was it possible the Leader of the 
House, having in near view prospect of discourse from him, should 
have left ? No doubt about fact. Prince Aethxje had gone, appreci- 
ably reducing number of audience. The Loed Advocate moved into 
his place, with evident intention of replying. Too much this for 
human nature, howsoever trained in adversity. Mastering^ his 
emotion, Caldwell lifted up his voice, and denounced the guiltily 
absent Minister who, he added, in sorrow rather than in anger, had 
“ apparently deputed the task of reply to a junior member of the 
Q-overnment,” House so affected that everyone glad when midnight 
struck a note of sympathy, and a veil dropped over painful scene. 

“And they will have it,” said Saek as we wended our 
melancholy way homeward, “ that the Scotch people have no sense 
of humour. Is there any other of the three nations capable of ^e 
practical joke of supplying the House of Commons with opportunity 
of hearing in succession James Calloway Weie and Jemmy Cald- 
well ? The humour, I admit, is subtle. Prolongation of its flash- 
injr is prone to depression. But there it is ; superb in its way, quite 
unique. AH that is required for perfect success is capacity of appre- 
ciation on the part of the audience.” 

Business done.— StiU talkiug round the Address. 

Tuesday.— JmmY Lowthee, saddlmg and bridling his old roadster 
“ Protection,” trotted up and down the yard just now.^ jEioirrides 
weU; has as good a seat on horseback as he had on judicial bench 
when he presided in wig and gown at Jockey Club mquiry. 

“ Seems to me,” said John Mowbbay, one of the few MEembers of 
the present House who knew Jemmy in days of (Parliamentary) sin, 
“ a great pity J. L. cannot take his seat in the House as he appeared 
on that memorable occasion. There are times when,^ contaminating 
the decadence of a country given up to Free Trade, his face takes on 


a look of awesome gravity. But the wig and gown are adjuncts of 
inestimable value. Jemmy, so arrayed, seated at the corner of the 
front bench below the G-angway in full view of Irish Members, would 
have distinctly salutary effect. Of course it cannot be : must make 
the best of him as he ie.” 

Performance of to-night not inspiriting. House already iu this, 
its earliest, lustiest infancy, oppressed by deadly weight of Minis- 
terial majority exceeding three flfties. Irish Members subdivided 
tiU there seems nothing left but Tim Healy. Scotch Members all 
gone to pieces ; cannot be brought u]^ to the scratch, even though 
CJaldwell and Weie, claymore and pince-nez in hand, essay to lead 
them on. Welsh Members have re-elected Osboenb Moegan as 
Chairman of their Parliamentary organisation. That looks blood- 
thirsty, But to-nightis uprising on Education Question proved 
a fiasco. English Liberals chieflv anxious to arrange dinner pairs. 
Of the freelances, even Cap’en Tommy Bowles beginning to look 
wistfuUy towards G-reenwieh Hospital. Been making furtive in- 
quiries from JoEiM as to terms of board and lodgings for an old 
salt who has lost an arm and found a voice in the service of his 
countrjT, 

“Quite a hypothetical case, you know,” he said to Joeem, 
fastening a hook in his buttonhole (“ As if it were a newly-developed 
orchid,” Joeim said, when telling the story), “But suppose 
there was a case of a man who had sailed on many seas, in- 
cluding Norfolk Broads ; had boarded more ships than lie at this 
moment in the Pool of London ; had attempted to teach Mtindella 
navigation when he was President of the Board of Trade ; had seen 
himself passed over when allowance of Ministerial groer was served 
round ; and when approaching middle age found himself stranded in , 
shoal water in a dull House of Commons— suppose, I say, there was I 
such a case, would he he put up comfortably, of course at country’s 
expense, at (jlreenwich, there to spend his last watch meditating on 
party ingratitude ? ” 

In such circumstances, at ten o’clock at night, when dolorous 
Debate on Address flickering out, Jemmy took his melancholy trot. 
Wasn’t allowed even to put up hurdle in form of amendment. 
Managed to give one kick out at the Maeeiss, who, amongst other 
things, has been sajdng that in Prance, where Protection reigns in ^ 
extremest force, agriculture is worse off than iu England. “A more 
unfounded statement never made by mortal man,” exclaimed Jemmy. 

“ I might have put it shorter than that,” he said, as he got down 
and led the old horse limping hack to its loose box in the Sentinck 
stables. “ Might, indeed, have got it all in three words, including 
an article. But they ’re so particular here.” 

Business c?owe.— Address agreed to. 

Thursday.— BTZGKm brought in Light Railways BiU ; first con- 
signment a million sterling drawn from Imperial Treasury to be . 






The “Cheistian Bbothers!” 

; Messrs. D-ll-u and H-ly. 

distributed among agricultural parishes. All the county Members 
rose up and called Ritchie blessed, Beycb dissenibled his love, 
remembering that when last year he brought in similar measure it 
was kicked down stairs. As for Suttiee of Malwood, he smiled 
sardonicaHy when he heard Rtichie describe how the million was to 
he dispense in gifts or in loans. 

“ My miQion, dear Toby, or at least one of my many millions. 
Do yon remember how, during the Gordon Riots, the mob 
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streamed down, to the ‘ Maypole Inn ’ at Chigwell, /^*'*'*^ 

tied Joh 7 i Willet, tlie landlord, in a chair, when ce 

he could, more or less comfortahly, ceit^ly wim ^ ^ 

full command of the situation, watch the rascals _ _ _ 

helping themselves to all the good things he had 

stored up through a life of long industry? I dont J^/i ' ■ 

mean to lihenHer Majesty’s Ministers to anotous, h^T^I " 

looting moh, still less would I suggest that between iraraE^X ? 

myself and the landlord of the ‘Maypole !^n is I \m \llm ' 

there any resemhlanoe, personal or otherwise. JN ever- iiAw V, V^iiiJLALU ' 

theiess, as I sit here watching Ritchie hand out a -fo V 1 rr. 

millionfor Light Railways; Jokim preparing to spend \ I / / iiHcS- 4 ^®\ \ T 

many millions on strengthening the Navy ; expectmg WN ^jU^ / / \ \#l'< 

soon to have donsT, who dearly loves a parson, forking \ L 

out more millions for the parsons* schools, I am able I jjL 

to enter into the feelings of John TVillot with keener j . ::zz:- 

appreciation and fuller sympathy than when, in my V 

mind’s eye, I first saw him hound in the chair of his ^iCHir 

once snug bar-parlour, AR my miRions, Toby. 

Hoards for which I toiled, rich webs I spun. W I TC 1 u 1 ^ T 1 ' llBlil 

Sie yos non voMs fertis aratrahoves; - ^ fX lllll ill v / 11 ) 1 ' iiliffi 

Sic Tos non votis mellificatis apes ; W M \ \ nmTniW I I I \ 1 lIlHii 

Sic Yos non y obis yelleia fertis oves ; w iliun ml / I W 1 li\ 1 ' I IIIHP 

Sic Yos non vobis nidificatis ayes.” iT ^ J j Ji. J L JnUl l) flWi 

“ WeU, you know what happened to Bathtlltjs,’’ ^ jp fOl 'A 

I said, moved at his honest emotion. , 1 \ m T ' 1 ^ 

“Yes; hut his discomfiture was sudden and swift. ^ ^ p\ % v— 

We*R probably have to wait six years before the vfe n n ^ ^ \ 

Bathyllits - BALrom famRy are brought to hook; * / • %''\ \i \ 

and where shall we all he then ? ** ^ ^ ..... ' '"f 1 w ■ 

Business done, — Q,uitealot, Ministers bringing in ^ 

Friday, — Stanley Leighton, The Man from w 

Shropshire, in liae form to-night. ^ Rushed in in 
usual abrunt, excited fashion, crying not My ^ ^ 

Lordl MyLird!** hut ‘*Mr. SpeaxehI” dues- V 

tion was, grant for Welsh Museum. Difficulty is X ^ ^ 

Wales has no town which aR are content to regard a 

“ Very well,” said The Man from Shropshire, his 

logical mind piercing film of doubt and difficulty ; ‘ ‘ you A Shaxbpebian Illustration. | 

have no capital in Wales. Then take Shrowshtuy.” Julius Cmsar {Lord 8 -Uh-ry) suspiciously, to Antony {BAf-r), “ Let me have men about 
Members not indisposed to accept this solution of xue that are fat^leek-headed men, and Buch as sleep 0’ nights. Ton Cassius has a lean and 
difficulty. First wanted to know where Shiowsbuiy kungry look. He thinks too much, such men are dangerous .... Would he were fatter ! ” 

is. Whisper went round that Leighton meant Shrews- — ; _ . . z; ~ 7 IT Z- ZZ Z~- v I a TT 

bury ; the otiher pronunciation specimen of the fi.ne ancient Britain The Man from Shro]^hire sat down triumphan^ Seemed to 
tongue he had lauded. Crowning recommendation of Shrowshnry is he aU settled, when Hoest explained that he had no money 
that someone, at some time, had there been hanged, drawn, and avaRahle for scheme. So something Glse wiR nave to be done with 
quartered. 'V^at more could anyone want in way of recommenda- Shrowsbury. 1 1 « 

tion of locaRty for museum ? Business done, — None ; but much talk. 






A COOL AND COLLECTED CALENDAR. 

{Suggested "by the Calm Conduct of an 
Unemotional People,) 

Jtfbwc?ay,— Morning papers aimounee mis- 
understanding with TT. 8. A. General astonish- 
ment. Evening journals indignant. Every 
Londoner in a condition of wRd excitement. 

Tuesday , papers devote leaders 
to “the serious news from TJ.S.A.” Re- 
ports from the provinces of greatly increased 
recruiting. Evening journals call for national 
support. Entire British race (those beyond 
the sea by wire) express their intention of 
raRying round the dear old flag. 

7F<3c?Mesdfl(y.— Morning papers print a tele- 
gram^ “made in Germany,” Misunder- 
standing with TJ.S.A. entirely forgotten in 
the amazement caused by the latest outrage. 
Evening journals suggest armament en masse. 
Proposal received with delirious delight by 
Britons inhabiting both hemispheres. 

Thursday , — ^Morning papers enlarge on the 
International Insult. Cockneys and proyin- 
cials vie with one another in examples of self- 
sacrifice. The army should he recruited with 
the entire population up to the age of eighty. 
Evening journals propose increased expen- 
diture on the Navy. The inhahitants of Great 
Britain demand, with one voice, twenty sMl- 
lings in the wund for income-tax. 

Frif?<zy.--Mormng papers give accounts of 
cruel suHeiings of an aUen people. Latest 
international insult entirely overlooked in 


the clamour for immediative mediation. 
Evening journals review foreign policy of 
the Government. Universal demand for the 
depatch of a couple of armies and aR the fileet 
on “ special service.” 

Morning papers narrate ter- 
rible accident abroad. Everything forgotten 
in the zeal for ooReoting subscriptions. 
Evening journals give “ latest details,” Any 
amount of charitable chatter before aR con- 
cerned go home to enjoy the morrow’s rest. 


Judicious Mixture. 

[Earl Grey is to succeed Dr, Jm as Adminis- 
trator of the South African Chartered Company’s 
territory,] 

The introduction of a Rttle Grey wiU tone 
down the rather Black Look of South African 
AfPairs. 

When Judges themselves are Tbied,— 
During the hearing of an election petition 
which promises to he still hale and hearty at 
the heginning of the next century. 

Spoht most Appropbiate to the Locaiixy, 
—Shooting pigeons at Monte Carlo. 

A Boebish Pbovbbb.— When the J ohannes- 
huigher ’s in the Wit-lander ’s out. 

i A Short “Taxe,”— Abion, art off ? 1 


8PORTIYE SONGS. 

The Billiabdist sn famille, 

I ’ll give you twenty I There ! you make 
A rather lucky fifteen break, 

And now miss cue for want of chalk. 

I foRow on. You clearly see 
That unexpected kiss robb’d me, 

And sent you into baulk. 

You ’ve got the points you asked, and yet 
My calcmations you upset 
By getting up to put me down, 

I don’t complain, I don’t rebel 
If at the sport of “ Blanche ChapelW^ 
You seek to win renown. 

Hal hal I have you! Q/uickl the rest! 
That was a stroke I the prettiest 
Of hazards, giving me a chance. 

And there again with certain pride 
I demonstrate the power of side, 

And mace as in France. 

You ’re right I The middle pockets draw. 
See, you ’re a gainer by the flaw I 
Under the cushion red should he. 

That ’s what I caR a master-shot ! 

1 ’ ve broken down when on the spot I 
■\^at ? ninety- six to fifty-three ? 

No fluke ? Then I apologise. 

Yon ’ve won the game. A great surprise. 
You ’re warmer, dear, than any bRster, 
I ’m very rude ? Your temper smother I 
J can’t he Someone Else’s brother, 

Hor youy alack! that Som^oRfe’s sister! 
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ANEWFftENCH EXERCISE. 

They say {on dit) that 
we shall have an income- 
tax (tax on incomes) in 
Prance. The (3-ovemment 
desires the tax. Does the 
people desire the tax ? The 
people does not desire it. 
The people remain, hut the 
Governments do not re- 
main. By whom was this 
piece of paper brought to 
my house? The piece of 
paper was brought by the 
polioeman(^ewdfarme). Seel 
It contains many ques- 
tions . It appears that if 
I fail to answer the ques- 
tions they will send me to 
prison. It is a veritable 
tyranny thatthey establish ! 
Beautiful France is no 
long er a democratic country. 
Still, it’s necessary that 
we should all obey the laws. 
Take, my son, some ink (de 
Vencre)^ some pens, some 
paper, and write down 
what (that which) I dictate 
to you. Have you told them 
that the profits of my occu- 
pation of charcutier are 
none at aU ? Then send the 
paper back to the wretched 
Government. What? Has 
the policeman called again ? 



Yes, the policeman has 
called again, and has 
brought with him the 
gaoler, the prison chaplain, 
and the examining magis- 
trate. The honour of such 
a visit is too unexpected. 
You may tell the gaoler, 
the prison chaplain, and 
the examining magistrate 
that I am sufiering from 
illness. The examining 
magistrate is desolated to 
hear it. They have actually 
entered my room! My 
wife, my mother-in-law, 
my grandfather, the cousin 
of my wife's sister, and 
my six children, have burst 
into tears. How (he is^ 
polite this magistrate (is) ! 
Say then {done) I am not 
obliged to go to prison, 
or to pay? Ho, because 
parents with six children 
are exempt from the tax. 
Are aU laws bad? Ho, 
there are some laws which 
are bad, and other laws 
which are good. The law 
about large families and 
the income-tax is a good 
law. Though I do not pay 
the tax, my neighbours 
(^oisina) will have to pay 
it. Beautiful France is a 
more democratic country 
than I thought (it). 


TITTLEBAT TOMKINS. 

Tp Mr. Btjchanah and Miss Jay had produced their play of The 
Shopwalker about forty years ago, with Robsok in it, and had 
titled it Titilehat Titmouse, adding that it was adapted from 
Warden’s Ten Thousand a Yeai^, it might have achieved success, 
had it not been anticipated by Peake’s drama of Ten Thousand a 

Year, which was pro- 
duced at the Adelphi in 
1842, with WfiieHT as 
the comic hero and Paul 
Bedford as Kuckahaek, 
the friend who gives him 
the first information of 
his accession to fortune. 
The “ J and B " treat- 
ment of this old subject 
does not exhibit the latest 
modern dramatic im- 
provements. It gives 
Tittlebat Thomas Tit- 
mouse Tomkins a mother, 
who is a character simi- 
lar to Mrs, Brag in 
Thodore Hook's Jack 
Brag, and also a good, 
true - hearted girl like 
Mary Anne Hoggins, 
who was devoted to the 
immortal Jeames, created 
by Thackeray. So that 
The Shopwalker is a 
hotoh - potch of old - 
fashioned materials, 
without any particularly redeeming feature in the way of dialogue. 
It has a long scene or two that could be cut down with advantage ; 
but,— and this is the saving clause,— it is capitally acted by every- 
body in the cast. 

For example, no one could be better than Mr. Sydutey Brouoh as 
the virtuous and rather 'aughty young lover, with little to do, and 
not much of any valne to say ; and who, other than Mr, Warden, could 
Mtter represent the not absolutely colourless, because bilious-looking, 
rat always aristocratic Earl? Miss Yictor, admirable as Widow Brag 
T^kins, makes a brick or two out of the meagre amount of straw 
which fall<i to her share. Mr. David J ames, representing a lawyer’s 
villanons clerk, cf Scotch extraction, has the best of the game; and 
Mr, Weedon Grossmith, after he has made a good start in the earlier 



part of the first Act, has, for the remainder of the piece, up-hill work, 
about the result of which he must have felt rather uncomfortable 
during rehearsals. However, being manager, actor, and Shop- 
walker he has presumably selected this play as one of the best," if 
not the best in his rSpertoire, unless he has a surprise for us up his 
sleeve. Miss Hina Botjcicatjlt is delightful, even in this sketchy 
part of Mabel ; but 'tis a pathetic sight to witness the struggles of 
Miss May Palfrey, vainly attempting to interest an audience in the 
authors’ story of her overwhelming woes. Mr. Yolpe, as Hubbard, 
Father Hubbard, not Mother of that ilk, is as good as he can be ; 
and to say this of him in snch a part is high praise. In the hill it 
is described as “a new and original comedy," which are epithets 
generally difficult to verify of anything dramatic nowadays, and in 
this instance absolutely impossible. 


SOHG FOR BAROH POLLOCK. 

{Some way after Sir Charles Sedley.) 
Air — '‘'Phyllis is my only JoyP 


Willis does me much annoy, 
Doggedest of all Q,.C.'s, 
Clients who his skill employ 
He can never fail to please. 
If with a frown, 

I set him down, 
Willis, smiling, 

Jelf be-riling, 

Pops np perkier than before ! 


I Tbnngh, alas I too late I find 
! Hothing puts him in a fix ; 
Yet I try to make him mind ; 
I am up to all his tricks ; 
Which though I see 
Yet baffle me. 

He affronting, 

I low grunting,— 
Election oases are a bore I 


“HOM D’UEE PIPEl" 

** Quoth Jack Tar, * Blow me tight, here ’s a sip of my sort ; 

Without * paying the piper,’ a pipe full of port ! ”, 

Despite the forensic skill of Mr, A, G. Steel— perhaps “ hatter'^ 
known as a hatter than a banister — ^the proprietors of a “ pipe of 
port,” which had been shipped from Oporto, and which on arrival at 
Liverpool was “found practicaRy empty,” were unsuccessful in 
obtaining damages against the shipowners. For there was no 
“ satisfactory explanation or evidence” forthcoming as to the cause 
of the mysterious disappearance of the “ old tawny." Evidently some 
“ sucking Helson ” on the “ port watch ” was at the cask during the 
voyage, or else the “ pipe” evaporated— smoked itself out, in fact. 


Stran&e Fact.— Sir Francis Evans, who has just been returned 
for Southampton as a Separatist, is Chairman of the Union Company. 


VOL. cz. 
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WHEN BAE MEETS BAE. 

{Entirely Nevs and Origmal Suggestion for a 
Eofrce to hejproduced at a Matinie.) 

Scene— .4 Court of Justice, presiding. 

Witness in the Box, Connsel examining 
and cross-examining. 

First Counsel, I did not quite catch that 
last answer. 

Witness, I said I drank three pots of beer. 
{Laughter,) Yes, I drank three or fonr. 
[Boars,) 

First Counsel, And not for the first time, 
T ’ll be bonnd. (Benewed laughter , ) 

Second Counsel, 1 must re^y complain of 
my friend’s conduct. I am surprised at his 
levity. 

First Counsel, I will not be insulted I You 
are surprised at everything. We all know 
you. 

Second Counsel, I am honoured— for it is 
more than anyone will say of you. 

First Counsel, My Lord, I really must ap- 
peal to your Lordship. This is not the first 
time that my friend has grossly affronted me. 

Second Counsel, 1 claim the protection of 
the Bench also. It is simply unbearable. 
My friend loses no opportunil^ of holding me 
1 up to contempt. 

I Judge, I have known you both for many 
years, and I am sure you are each of you iu- 
capable of harbouring anything other than 
I harmonious feelings towards one another. 

Witness, You seem to be forgetting me. 

! {Laughter,) I shouldn’t mention it, only I 
promised to take my old woman for a walk 
this afternoon. {Boars,) 

Judge, You said you had taken four pots 
of beer ? 


Witness, So would you if you had the| 
chance. {Laughter,) 

Judge, It is fortunate then that I was here 
—in another place. {Loud laughter,) \ 

Witness, That’s a matter of opinion. I 
prefer the “Pig and Whistle,’' myself, 
{Screams,) 

First Counsel, You make a pig of yourself 
while you wet your whistle. ( Yells,) 

Judge {rising). This seems an appropriate 
moment for adjourning until to-morrow. 

\_Curtain falls^for a time-— upon the costs. 


THE BEAL EASTERN QUESTION. 
{By a Prosaic Sufferer from the Season,) 

What Wilxiah Watson calls “ The Purple 
East,”— 

And why—1 know not ; but in simple prose 
Its wind, that ’s neither good for man or beast, 
Brings that particular colour— to my nose ! 

If the great bard will pardon the suggestion, 
How to avoid it is my Eastern Question. 

And he would do wide good, depend upon it, 
If he will teach us that in one more soimet. 
Here ’s “ winter lingeringinthe lap of spring” ; 
And of the purple east to go and sing 
Is most superflaous in a patriot muse 
When Britons generally have got the blues. 
How can one listen to Armenia’s woes 
Whentheeastwindistweakingone’spoornos9? 
And that, however bards may chant or chirple. 
Is the sole way in which the east seems purple I 


“Oh! would I were a Babd.”— Sir Edwin 
Arnold has gone to the Canai^ Isles. No 
doubt he will sing more like a bird than ever 
on his return. 


JIM AND JILLS. I 

[“ About 130 letters .... awaited Dr. Jame- I 
SON. , . , many of them containing offers of 
marriage.”— “ Westminster Gazette Feb, 27.] 

They all run after Dr, Jm, 

And yet they can’t all marry him. 

One Dr. Jut; 

The tall, the short, the stout, the slim, 

The olSsh maidens, somewhat grim, 

(Poor Dr, Jim I) 

The young ones, sweet and neat and 
trim, 

The youthful widows, slyly prim, 

(Eh, Dr. Jim?) 

Soft eyes, which tears make sometimes 
dim. 

Sweet lips, to charm the seraphim, 

(Oh I Dr. Jot I) 

It is perhaps a paeslng whim. 

Like ripple lost on river’s hrim, 

For Dr, Jim ; 

They cannot tear him limh from limb, 

That each may have a piece of him, 

Their Dr, Jm. 


Better than Leather. 

The London police-constables have by a large 
majority preferred to receive a money allowance in 
lieu of the boots hitherto supplied to them.”] 

Sagacious Bohhy. on the tramp, 

(Whatever he the style of weather,) 
You’ve learnt on beats of direful damp 
There’s something that outrivals leather. 
For you no hoots of doubtful form, 

But that which will brave any storm ; 

It compensates for mnd and splash, 

And makes no errand bootless— caim I 
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THE SENSITION OF THE MOMEOT. 

{A Story wafted from Berlm,) 

WsAT was tlie matter ? Ho one oould 
give the reason. It was astonishing, and 
caused a feeling of uneasiness that conld 
not be overcome. The Chanoeiiob shook 
Ms head. So did the PREniEn. Then the 
Minister for Foreign Affairs confided 
Ms apprehension to the Minister of the 
Interior. The chiefs of the Army were 
in dire distress and regretted the absence 
of their comrades in the Havy. Even the 
sentries walking outside the portals of the 
palace were apprehensive. What did it 
all mean? That was the question asked 
in whispers in the editors’ rooms and re- 
peated in the class-rooms of the academies. 
The students forgot to fight their duels, 
the professors to study philosophy. The 
entire population gave up their beer. 
Then the doctors woke up. There would 
be certainly work for them if the strain 
continued. The public were unaccustomed 
to the situation. 

It was then the correspondent of a 
foreign newspaper thought it time to ask 
for further and better particulars. 

He soon found a crowd surrounding the 
study of the Inscrutable One. They were 
listening eagerly, and keenly on the watch. 

“ WTiat is it all about ?” asked the re- 
presentative of the Press, 

Then came the reply wMch explained 
everything. 

“The Kaiser has kept quiet without 
doing anything startling for the last five 
minutes ! ” 


MR. PUNCH’S PLAYING CARDS. 



Ho. I. —The J-m-s-n-Rh-d-vS Combination. 


OH THE CARPET (TURKISH). 

{To the Editor of Pwiich») 

Dear Sir,— As I havenothmg very much 
to do just now, and have some note-paper 
on the desk before me, it has occurred to 
me to make you a proposal. As you know, 

I have been writing letters broadcast. 1 i 
prefer stamps to post-cards, and in this 
respect difEer from that “ unspeakable ” 
but right hon, gentleman Mr. Gladstone. 

I difEer from him in other respects, but 
that is a matter of detail. 

How, it has occurred to me that many 
of your cartoons and articles are very un- 
satisfactory— from my point of view. The 
result is that your admirable paper has no 
sale in my country. You may suggest 
that the cause of this failure in circulation 
is attributable to the fact that it is not 
allowed to cross the frontier. Yery likely 
yon are right, so I beg you to “regularise” 
the situation. TMs could be easily done. 
All I would ask is that you should vacate 
your chair, and allow me to take your 
place. Then I should be able to do some- 
tbiug for you. It would be simplicity 
itself, especially on your side. You see 
from this suggestion that I am a bit of a 
wag myself. 

But let us be serious and business-like. 
I make the concrete proposal that I should 
become your Editor. 

Pray accept my distiuguished considera- 
tion, and believe me (if you can) to be 
Your greatly maligned model. 

The Sultan. 


GABBY; OR, REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

Ho, XIY, — By ** ffomsom Jaeh** 


matinee at the Prince of "W ales’a is nothing if not thorough. Not ‘ fellow- 
cabbies ’ merely, but * their wives and babies ’ also, are invited to celebrate 
Gmtlman Joe's first birthday .” — Daily News,"] 

Gentleman Jo'S — a gentleman I Yes, and I reckon and gueas, 
though we ain’t toffs or bankers. 

There ’s more that sort to be found, if they *re sought, amongst 
wot I may call London’s “ Gentleman Rankers.” 

Grammar and gab don’t make gents on a cab any more than they do 


“ ‘ Spring, Spring, bae-yutiful Spring I ’ ” pipes Jumpy, ’is voice like a 
feller saw-rasping ; 

“Wish rhymy mugs could try spring on my box with old Jenny 
a-wbeeze like ’er marster a-garsping. 

Potry’s like parsons, all flowery- ware, and no square solid facks as 
a cove can freeze on to. 

Me go see Gentleman Joef Twig thess togs I There wos gentle- 
men, oust ; I dunuo where they ’re gone to. 

“You'refmd of the flowery in gab or in garden-stuff, sing-song 
and patter, or smart button-’oler. 

Flower’s won’t feed yer. Jack. Give me good cabbage. It ’s all 
iky sniff wiv smart slops and brown bowler. 

So trot to yer Prince o’ Wvles maUvnav. Jack, and see snide 


■D Pfh-room or pulpit; [day ’e ’ll ’ave a rare full pit. So trot to yer Prince o’ Wyles mattynay. Jack, and see snide 

But Gentleman Joe is a gent, and I ’ll bet that upon ’is first birth- Arthur Roberts a-doin’ the dandy, [baccy and brandy.” 

I know some dirty pertaters, I do, who disgrace a cab-rank as they ^ and di a nice skulk over 

n 1 - picked that apiple. Ah, poor old Jumpy, ’e’s gone a bit balmy with troubles and tippling, 

the Ola Saroent m ad ’is fair pick, ’igb and low, ever since ’E ’s arf off ’is crumpet, [like ’is style you can lump it. 

Balfourses and Piggots, our fiddlers and Audif you remonsterate friendly like, snubs you, and sez if you don’t 
crawlers and cadges. . ^ ^ “ Rum ’s my religion and bacoy ’s my Bible,” ’e sneers, ‘ ‘ and they 

But wot pnce outsiders, wherever their pitch, under scarlet and don’t ask no pew rents at my church, 

eppiets, or drab capes and badges ? Sacks and dry stror is old Jem’s Sunday-best, and in them no one 

Lent ’s on, a slack time, but the weather is prime, and the winter’s wants ’im at low church or ’igh church. 

xr- ... “ Druv a old miwy to chauel larst Sandav. two mile and ten yard, 


, “Rum’s my religion and bacoy ’s my Bible,” ’e sneers, “and they 

But wot pnce outsiders, wherever their pitch, under scarlet and don’t ask no pew rents at my church, 

eppiets, or drab capes and badges ? Sacks and dry stror is old Jem’s Sunday-best, and in them no one 

Lent ’s on, a slack time, but the weather is prime, and the winter’s wants ’im at low church or ’igh church. 

NTn w X- - , “ ® mivyy to chapel larst Sunday, two mile and ten yard, 

JNo tog and no snow, not worth inentioning,— no, but east-winds and she tipped me— a shilli Ti i [degryded old willin, 

K . . foriist two ‘d’ more, for atot 0 ’ rnm ’ot, and she sez, ‘ You 

pose; leastways fares about now You dirty old drunkard, ’ow dare you? On Sunday, too, when we 
vx ... should aU go to church.’ If Jdo mum. 

^ s€z, most respekful, you’ll find me a seat nigh to you, I’ve no 
me, most arsh, to shut up, and look slippy. doubt ; but then, who will drive you, mum f 

on> my wMp. as the first sign 0 ’ “She sniffed and flounced in. leaving me aU-a-sMver houtside. 

uor’”^eLSl^^^^ ^ But ^h^ ia^’e?^«m lllks^ “d^fuSf ow the Sabbath, must treat a 

w fumblin’ thus^’aud chilled. How. I arsk 

“ , , yer, wot sort of a sperit 

^ev^eoffl^rLvA?!^^’^®^'^^^^^^ Wos eAe in for wurshup? If that’s Sunday-hest-go-to-meetin’. 

tneyareottliiearocketl I’ll stick to my pub-aud prefer it 1” 

^ wieeli of ^ Jumpy Jim, a four- Wot could I say? “Fellow-cabbies” sometimes is not Gentleman 1 

»• - 1 . ... .V . „,.,/oe«,1)iitatidyway*ofEit. [tried, with a good deal o’ profit. 

tLt’is^ton^«f» than they do Still, Aethttr’s plan, dlasB to dass, man toman, might be oitener 

I^ks iusMfnTS nio ni . j a. .V There, by Jove, go my Voilets a flying I PWnpbya 

minadhlv^r of packed for th^ gmbof agaltoq.Fla«h JiatiTl 

All yon see is the toD of a^nllM«Tnr -nJ^^ wiros without number. She ’s pinimg them into ’er shabby old shawl, with a smile I "Well, 
an^see is me top ot a mulberry nose ’twixt a shiny sou’-wester all right, I don’t grudge ’er that penny I 
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SPORTIYE SONGS. 

A OoWAKD Otolist to his Oompahioh 
IH Elopsmbrt. 

My nimble steed giyes gallant stride, 
Yotir Safety ’s fresh and oiled : 

For love and liberty we ride, 

With oonrage never foiled ; 

Within my pocket lies the brief, 
Episoopally sealed. 

That makes our hope, a £rm belief 
In Paradise revealed. 

Mark ! how we send along thejtrack 
With unabated dash ! 

What matter if the night be black ?— 

It shows the lantern’s flash ! 

What matter if the wind be cold ?— 

It only warms my heart. 

See 1 By that milestone we are told 
We have a ten-mile start I 

Tour father is a grave J. P., 

And mles with iron sway ; 

Your uncle is a grim C. C.— ' 

They shall not stop onr way ! 

They may not catch the deetestipair 
That ever “ bikes” bestrode. 

I ’d like to know the man who ’d dare 
Dispute onr right of road ! 

Hal Ha! r^The wheels are whirling 
round! 

The goal ’s no longer far ! 

Ha! Ha!^ The end will soon be found*,! 

I laugh like Lochimar ! 

What ho ? A locomotor’ s sound ! 

Tour father’s latest fad ? 

Together we must not be found. 

Farewell to you and dad ! 

Too bad I ’Tis sad ! 

Did you say “ cad” ? 

Well, still I must to treadles trust. 
Farewell to you and dad 1 


BY THE BEACH. 



Johnny {who has to face a laJ, Monday^ to Manager at Messrs, JM^sch-ld s). ” Ah I I — ^want 
TO — ^AH 1 — SIB YOU ABOUT AH OVBBDBABT.” 

Manager. “How much no you require?” 

JoMny. “Ah I— HOW much have you got?” 


Our winter season at Little Puddleton (uot- 
fect southern climate) is in full swing, ^e 
JoHESES are down from Balham, the Smiths 
from Tooting, the other Smiths from Bays- 
water, and the Eobihsohs from Walham 
Oreen. The Smiths know the other Smiths, 
and the Joneses, too : in fact, young Smith 
is said to be rather gone on the eldest Jones 
girl, and the two have been noticed more 
than once in the moonlight (lovely moonlight 
nights here, not a bit cold), wMspering sweet 
nothings on the pier. The Joneses are a 
numerous family. When fresh visitors arrive 
at Little Puddleton, the first thing they do 
is to try to coimt them. Estimates vary, 
and old friends have been known to quarrel 
over their results, but on one^int all a^ee 
—it is a perfect marvel how all those children 
! can be packed away at night into those poky 
I little lodgings. 

I Ma Jones is a large, worried-looking lady, 
who is always forgetting something. Gener- 
ally it is the dinner. On these occasions thero 
is a rush to the confectioner’s, and the family 
dine immoderately on pufis ana pastry. After 
that come the bilious attacks, and Ada, the 
eldest, spends the night administering pills. . 

Pa Jones, for the most part, takes matters 
quietly. " At times, however, and without any 


|iis^the way people get drowned, you block- 

Toung Smith, Ada’s young man, is a very 
beautifm creature. He wears a blue serge 
suit with brass buttons, a yachting hat, and 
a telescope, ^ On ver^ calm days he sometimes 
takes a shilling sail in The Sunbeam : on 
other occasions he paces the pier, or looks 
through Ms glass at a herring-boat and ai^s 
the coastguard what he makes of her. If no 
sail he in sight he turns his telescope upon 
the Parade and critioises the firls. “ Taut 
little craft, that, by Jove! beatmg up for the 
shelter, but don’t much like the look of the 
hulk lumbering in her wake. Phew ! saucy 
little barque scudding down there! Half a 
mind to run alongside, and hoard her. And 
that’s her consort, flying the blue blouse I 
A regular clipper, hejove I ” 

Ada thinks* him not only very beautiful but 
astoundingly clever. She admires him m- 
meusely ; not, however, so much as he admires 
j himself. He has proved a perfect gold miue i 
I to the beach photographer : he has been taken 
! over and over again : sighting a sail through 
the telescope ; with the telescope under Ms 
arm ; with the telescope extended ; with the 
telescope diut up ; with the telescope stand- 
ing in the foreground ; with the telescope lying 
at Ms side— in short, with the telescope in 
every pose into wMch the beach photographer 
could persuade it. 


apparent cause, he bursts into a spasm of . couIdpersuad,eit. 

excitement; wd ever and anon, when you ^ Ana once, to Ada’s great delight, young 


least expect it, Ms agonised voice is heard — 
“George! George 1 Do not climb on that 
bathing-machine, Sir I I’ve seen so many 
bsM accidents happen I— Harry I Harry I 
Come down fi^m that breakwater! That’s 


was quite an event on the beach, and all 
little Puddleton crowded round to see. They 
made a charming group; the photographer 
bimaelf said 80, and who should Imow so 


well as he ? Ada is standing with her back 
against The Sunbeam ; young Smith is bend- 
ing over and explaining the uses of the tele- 
scope wMch he nolds out for her inspection. 
Ada’s head is thrown back as she looks at 
her lover: her lips are parted in a happy 
smile, and she listens to the words of wisdom 
with wonder and interest. Altogether a beau- 
tiful picture. “ He looks so noble I ’’ think s 
Ada ; and the photographer hands it round 
amongst the spectators as a triumph of Ms 
art. “It oughter ’ave a frime. Mister,” 
says he, “A pink piper mount don’t do it 
no justice, yer see.” “ A frame let it have,” 
replies young Smith, with a lordly wave of 
the hand. The crowd applaud. “Ah!” I 
cried the photographer, “ them ’s the sort for 
me I (jMmne a free ’and like that and I ’ll 
show yer what Hart kin do ! ” 

It is very beautiful. Ada agrees with the 
photographer, and even young Smith admits 
that it is not half had, by Jove! “You’d 
better keep it,” he adds, in an off-hand way, 
as if it were a mere nothing. May I?” 
says Ada, blushing with deught. “May I 
really have it ? ’* Ada is raMant all that day ; 
she cherishes the tin-type in her bosom, tod 
I fancy you would be pretty safe in making 
a bet that when she retires to rest at night she 
dreams with it under her pillow. 

Eeception of the Prince at Brighton 
BY its two Eefresbhtative Hoblemen.— 
The Chain Peer, in full armour, and the 
West Peer, in his best west coat, were, of 
course, among the first to wd.oome H.E.H, 

, to. Brighton. 






PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CH ARIVARI. 


[March 7, 1896. 


















WHAT OUR POET (THE NEWLY-MARRIED ONE) HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 

**I’VE JUST RECEIVED THE PROOFS OF MV COLMOTED POEMS, DEAREST. Sir DOWN IN THE ARMCHAIR, AND MAKE YOFRSELF 
TKORODGHLT COMPORrABLB, AND I ’iL READ THEM TO TOXT.*' 

“Ohi that will be dblightfdl, Darling ! only, roc sir in the Armchair^ and I ’ll sit on this little Wooden Siool 

WITHOUT A BACK TO IT— LEST I SHOHIiD SUDDENLY FEEL SLEEPY, YOU KNOW.” 


EOUNDABOUT EEADING8. 

Old Servants. 

Tp I ever start a hobby— and a bobby-less old age woxild seem to 
cffcr a melmeboly prospect -1 think 1 shall set up as a collector of 
old Beryants. ^ Oid servants -the genuine variety, I mean^ are rare, 
and rarity is in the collector’s eyes the highest recommendation. In 
the feverish hurry of modem existeuce there is apparently no room 
for the eervant who is not merely oM in years, but old also in regard 
^ the period of service daring which he has been attached to one 
family. Here ani there, for the most part in qniet country places, 
specimens are still to be fonnd. They are easily recognisable. The 
skilled collector cannot be deceived as to a Chippendale table, a piece 
of old Leeds pottery, or a Stradivarins vioHn. Similarly, I shall lay 
my hands unerringly on the old servant wherever I find him, and 
fchaU ei^loy all the diabolical cunning and persistency of enthnsiasts 
in the effort to gain posaession of my specimen and and him (or her) 
to my album or my gallery, 

I AM cooMionally privEeged to htar from a lady of my acquaiat- 
anoe about her maid, a real old serraut if ever there was one. Far 
back in the mists of ^ a remote antiquity are concealed the beginnings 
of her wrvu^. Originahy, I incline to believe, she was a nurse- 
maid. She then passed into the housemaid’s department, continued 
as a parlonr-maid, and then married. After a short spell of married 
happiness her husband died, and she returned to her ancient 
service, under the name of Mrs. Watson, in the capacity of lady’s 
mmd. Ten years p^sed and she married again, her second husband 
being a Pok named Bobrinskt. He, too, went the way of all Poles, 
and she returned again— this time, as it appears, for good and all— 
and now remains m unquestioned authority in the establishment of 

j old mistress. Por some reason the second manlage is ignored; 
Md although she has every right to be called Mrs. Bobrinsky, she 
Siorr^ as anything but Mrs. Watson, or Watson for 

“Watson” writes my friend, “is a great stand-by and helpia 
the house, and 18 sewing and cutting out and planniug to her heat’s 

heard her remarks this morning 
about Bobrinsky s funeral, and undertakers in general. I must try 


and remember some of them for you. Time, 8.30 a.m. Scene, my bed- 
room. I am in bed, taking breakfast. Watson is seat^ at the 
bottom of the bed taking hers. We have it together, so that she cm 
wield the tea-pot and help generally ; and you will qtdte understand 
that, in order to show a proper respect, she takes hers on the most 
uncomfortable seat and in the most unoomfortabie way ingenuity can 
devise. I happened to be reading something out of the morniag 
paper about a funeral, 

“ Watson, interrupting, ‘ Lor I I wouldn’t ’ave married a under- 
taker for all you could a’ given me. No, not if ’is ’air was ’ung 
with di’monds, I wouldn’t, I’ve ’ad enough of ’em; first when 
the little un went, and the silly bit of poetry printed on the memorial 
card, pore little dear, about setting on is father’s knee no more, and 
’im over seven and never ’ad set on ’is father’s knee since ’e was 
! three,’ ‘ But who wrote the verses, Wat son ? ’ I venturt d to remark. 
Watson : ‘ Why, of course, the undertaker, ’e ’ad ’em done by some 
cheap poet. There ’s lots of ’em always readyr for a ob and they was 
all the same for all the children in our district, so stupid, but 
Bobrinsky bein’ a foreigner and knowin’ no better, ’e rather liked 
them, and ’im and me ’ad a few words over it. But no more of 
them verses for me, said I, and when Bobrinsky went, I told ’em, 
just a Plain— as plain as could be 1 ’ 

“ ‘ Tbcet said they should advise feathers as more respectful, and 
would only rise it up to thirty shillings more, hut I told ’em I wouldn’t 
’ave a feather, not one, as I knoo Bobrinsky would ’ate them plooms 
a noddin’ over ’is ’ead. A plain nrse and one, said 1, is all I want. 
But all the same it came in eleven pound six, and my brother, ’e got 
Ellen, ’is wife done for six pound ten. That shows you ’ow they ’ll 
take a single woman hi. I ’ad nobody to ’elp me about it all, but my 
brother ’e made a bar|cain about Ellen, and got ’er done at trade 
price, bein’ in trade ’isself, you see, penny ices and periodicals, hut 
still pays ’is way. S he was a great trouble to my brother, was 
Ellen, and a good job too when she went, which of course she was 
paralyzed in ’er chair and used to gibber at ’im when ’e asked ’er a 
question. But them undertakers, lor’, I ’ave a ’orror of ’em— a 
swindling lot I If !ftn 3 r more examples of Mrs. Watson’s wisdom 
should happen to cone in my way I will not fail to make them 
known to my readert:, and on the general subieot of old servants 
there may he much more to he said on another occasion. 
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THE MARCH OF SCIENCE. 

iNTBEBSTINa ReSTTLT ATTAINED, WITff AlD OF RaNTGEN RATS, 

BY A First-floor Lodger when Photographing his Sitting- 
room Door. 


JEmpress, Are you there, eitel Fritz ? Did you take your proper 


Second Prince, Oh yes, rather I Three doses. (Astde^ to Pro- 
fessor and Crown-Prince.) Bother that telephone. 

Empress, Are you sure that you haye on your extra warm woollen 
underclothing ? 

Second Prince, Should think I had, and two pairs of socks 1 

Empress, Good boy ! . . t 

[More Virgil. Most exciting part of race interrupted op 
telephone, _ i ^ . Ji. 

Emperor, I forgot to say that I wish you, when addressing the 
recruits, to wear your uniform as Honorary Colonel of the Royal and 
Imperial Corps of Express District Bicycle-Messengers. 

Urown’-Prince, I won’t forget. But I really must have some new 
uniforms soon. The people here know all mine by heart now. 

Emperor, I will at once design you half a dozen or so myself. By 
the way, don’t forget to say something about the Navy. We must 
have a German Navy three times as powerful as the combined 
fleets of 

Professor (reading aloud from text), “^uamquam ol sed su- 
perent quibus hoc, N eptune, dedisti I ” 

Crown-Prinee, Very well, I’R remember. But we really must 
get on with the Virgil now. Just got to a good part. 

Emperor, Your love of study is gratifying to me ; but do not 
forget that I expect you to also include swimmiujg, fencing, bicycling, 
boxing, football and cricket, tkating and tennis, rowing, yachting, 
hockey and chess in your daily curriculum. 

Crown-Prince, Oh, do shut up ! (Leaves telephone,') I say, Pro- 
fessor, look here I This telephone ’s a beastly nuisance, don’t you 
know. What do you say, Fritz, eh ? I vote we go and cut the 
wire I [JJnanimous adjournment for that purpose. 


CUCKOO ! 

[“The cuckoo has been distinctly heard in the neighbourhood of Hat 
field .’’ — Daily Press,) 

In the neighbourhood of Hatfield now the cuckoo has been heard, 
Which establishes a record for this very early bird : 

Yet the sceptics are declaring that the statement is absurd, 

And a “ cuckoo ” I 

Once we thought the bird o’ freedom— -that ’ s the eagle swif fc of flight- 
With his talons and his beak aeainst the lion wished to fight ; 


AT SCHOOL. I 

[“ The Q-erman Emperor is having a telephone put up between Berlin, 
Potsdam, and Ploen, so that he and the Empress will be able to talk to 
heir sons when they are away from them at school.” — Sunday Times ^ 

Scene— Professor and young princes reading Virgil, 
^^Mneid^"* Booh F., line 47 . 

Croum-Prince (construing), . , , “ bones of my divine father 

[Telephone, 

Emperor, Well, hoys, what are you doing this morning ? 

Crown-Prince, Going to do the boat-race. Rare i^rt I 

Emperor, Boat-race, indeed I I won’t have any of your nonsense. 
You know perfectly well that it doesn’t come off till March 28. By 
the way, I must not forget that telegram to the Oxford crew if they 
win ; and 1 won’t have you going to boat-races when you should be 
at your studies. Do you hear me ? 

Crown-Prince, All right, Sir. But it ’s the boat-race in Virgil, 

don’t you know. Trojan regatta and sports in Sicily 

[Emperor retires from telephone. Construing proceeds. Pre- 
sently hell rings again. 

Emperor, Are you there ? 

Crown-Prince, “ Salve, sancte parens, itemm I ” 

Emperor, Simmel, I will not endure these impertinences. If 
your professors cannot check your flippancy, I will have them all 
proceeded against forthwith for lese-mafeste. Acquaint them with 
my resolve. 

Crown-Prince, It’s all right. Sir, Comes in the text, line 80. 
Look it out for yourself and you ’ll see. 

Emperor, Oh, very well. That’s different, but don’t let it occur 
again. I was going to say that to-day, being the anniversary of 
the battle of Donnerwetterenhurg, you would do weU to address a 
natriotio speech to local recruits. If no recruits, raise a regiment 
instantly. 


Crown-Prince, Right you are, I know. Eegis voluntas suprema 
c, and all that sort of thing. Getting on nicely with my Latin, 
usee, — [Lessonproceeds for a few minutes. Telephone hell. 


Or the “ cuckoo.” 

If a ruler is as restless as the blatant Kaiser Bill, 

With his telegrams and twaddle, with his paiatiag-brush and quill, 
Wiser folks can only smile and say, “Poor thing ^ it can't keep still. 

Silly cuckoo ! ” | 

Now, behold, the bard official twangs bis lute bo*h loud and long, I 
But the instrument is crack’d, or else the strings have gone all wrong : 
For ’tis positive that ev’ryone would rather hear the song 

Of a cuckoo. 

When the bobby on his beat in wintry night ’mid storm and hail 
Halts and turns his searching bull’s-eye fight below the area rail, 

It is NOT to brave the burglar, but to get a glass of de 

From the cook-oo. 

In the Arctic Expedition Nansen hold, with trasty band, 

By discovering the Pole has glory shed upon his land ; 

A-ntl the voice he heard the very first — “ irom telegrams to hand — 

Was the cuckoo ! 

The Compleat Angot-ler. — Two sheriffs, who raided St. John’s 
Market, the Liverpudlian Billingsgate, in order to effect a “ distress ” 
upon a certain fish- wife, had a very warm reception at the hands of 
the marchande de marie. The debtor, or rather debtor^s^, seems to 
have been what the Liverpool Courier^ with breezy originality, caUs 
“liie pet of the market, like Charite, the Offenhachian heroine in 
La fille de Madame Angot!'^ (We always had a vague idea that 
toig opera was from Lecocq’s pen, and that Clairette was heroine 
thereof.) Anyway, the lady in question was “ably supported,” her 
fellow-tradeswomen rising up iu arms for her against the invading 
sheriffs who— “ telle etait la mere would have met with an 

untimely fate had it not been for the arrival of a posse of police to 
the rescue. A Hibernian spectator of the fray is^ said to have 
remarked, “ Avick I shure an' it reminds me of an eviction I ” 

What Sih A, Macheezie omitted to Sat in his Remarks on 
“ Musical Pitch.”— That “ this was a sort of pitch which you could 
touch, and yet could come out with clean hands.” 

Classic Commingling,— Dr, “Jim” is LeandersjcA rolled 
into one, - 
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THE CHILDREN'S CORNUCOPIA. 


PROTEST BY A PRECISIAN. 


Class 3. 


{fjtmSAJxied hy AwnMe OhickaUddy,) 
OUR PRIZE WINNERS. 
Glass 1. 


Class 2. 









Bunthtg Bubbles. Cora Benangel. Dora Dimple. 

(Aged 6.) (Aged 13.) (Aged 9.) 

Prize.— The Poet Laiixe- Prize.— Adam Smith’s Prize.— Young’s 

ate’s Englmd^s J)arling. Political Meonomy, 2^ht Thoughts, 

Dear DAEUircs,— The above are the portraits of j;otir little friends 
who have been clever enough to carry off the prizes in the three 
classes devoted to English Composition. I give their essays below so 
that you may see for yourselves that Cora, Dora, and Bunting 
have fairly won the diplomas which accompany the valuable books. 
The judges were the Dowager Countess of SNurjpiNGTOir, Lady 
Theophbasta Charlemagne-Tubbs, and the Hon, Mrs. Camelsttmp. 
Ask Papa, Mamma, or governess to show yon these ladies’ names in 
Burke's or Waif or Ps Peerage ; either work yon will learn to love 
and appreciate when you are older. I have not been out latelp on 
account of a severe cold, so you cannot expect much news, but this 
must interest you. My beautiful Kamtobatka pussy, Buz’-Wuz^ 
has made me a present of £ve lovely wee-wee kittens. I am going 
to sell them to my friends for the smaU sum of £2 a-pieee in order 
that I may help a poor lady, who does not wish her name to be 
known. So if any of your relatives would like them they should 
write at once, for I want the poor lady to go to the South of Prance 
as soon as possible. Charity begins at home, but often ends abroad. 
My doctor says that I ought to seek the bright sun and fair flowers 
of the Riviera, so, perhaps I, too, may have to tear myself away from 
dear, dismal England. But I shall be back, if I do make the 
journey, in time to arrange your Easter Panoy-dress D iuce, invitation | 
cards for which can now be had, price half-a-guinea each. As the 
number of guests must be limited, it would be as well to apply at 
once for the cards. The refreshments will include tea, coffee, 
lemonade, sandwiches, cake, oranges, apples, and, perhaps, ices, and 
I hope to engage the Green Bohemian Band. The Grand Duchess of 
Gruntbrsheim: (look up this country iu the map) has graciously 
promised to he present. So we must look forward to a gay and select 
meeting. Always, darlings, Your true friend, 

Atjniib Chicrabidpx. 

P.S. Here are the successful essays 

Class I. 

Subject : The Rise and Fall Napoleon the Great, 

Dear Auntie,— Napoleon was a bad man, but he crossed the 
Alps by the use of vinegar. He fought everybody, including the 
King of England and the Emperor of Russia. It was on his famous 
retreat from St. Petersburg that he skated over the Danube on the 
ice. Afterwards he lost the battle of Sedan, and died in the Isle of 
Elba, of a broken heart. He invented boots like his rivals, the Duke 
of Wellington and Colonel Blitcher. I hope this will ^in the 
prize. Tours, most affectionately, Cora. 

Class II. 

Subject : Vegetarianism, 

Dearest Auntie,— The cow is a vegetarian, and so was Nebu- 
chadnezzar (I didn’t spell this word myself), and so are my rabbits 
and Chablbt’s guinea pigs. So is grandma, who likes sparrow- 
grass, and always chews the cud. If a Hon was one, he would eat 
vegetable marrow-hones. Oar pon:!^oves ai)ples and sugar. So do I, 

X our loving Dora. 

Class III. 


Subject: Babies, 

Darling Auntie,— I used to Hke babies when I was one. Now I 
don’t. They cry all day. Your own Httle Bunting. 


UNCONEiRioa) Report. — ^That President Cleveland was, on the 
anniversary of Washington’s birthday, presented by his oouatry- 
men with a facsimile of Httle George’s axe, Oliver Tmsfs “ax” 
is more in Grover’s Hue. 


{After reading an Article on “ Amedeur Sport,** Gup and 
League Football,) 


0 Sporttvb Muse, 

We can’t refuse, [to twist ; 

For you our EngHsh tongue 
But we do squirm 
At that vile term, 

A “ semi-finaHst ” I 
It is too bad I 

The stalwart lad [mate round,” 
Left in “ the ante-penulti- 


We ’re game to praise. 
Although that phrase 
Hath a pedantic sound. 

But ‘ ‘ semi-flaaHst ” I Alas 1 
That “ weU of English unde- 
filed”! 

Such bastard lingo who can 
pass 

And not feel lilel ? 


A PROBLEM. 

Why is a traveUer by the L. C. and D. Railway, who cannot 
afford first-class fare, and who refuses to travel third, Hkely to do 
the journey from Victoria to Ramsgate by the Granville Express in 
less than a seven thousandth part of the two hours usually occupied ? 
-^Solution : Because, starting from Victoria, he arrives at Ramsgate 
in a second. 


TO valetudinarians, advice por march 10. 

Go to Bow Street if ailing in health or iu limb, 

Por you ’ll find Surgeon Bridge there, and eke Doctor Jim. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED PROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday^ February 24. — A pleased smile 
illumined Prince Arthur’s countenance to-night when Private 
Hanburt was brought up to the triangle and received three dozen. 
Don Jose smiled responsive. “Most useful fellow,” said Prince 
Arthur ; “does his work capitaUy in Downing Street ; says nothing 
with becoming grace on the Treasury Bench ; and now, when yon 
and I might expect to be hauled up with embarrassing reminiscences 
of what we said and did when a much milder gag than ours was pro- 
posed by Mr. G. in order to carry his Home-Rule Bill, Hanburt is 
dragged out, takes his punishment, and we escape.” 

A good deal in this. ^ , 

“ Remembering, and it seems but yesterday, all that was said and 
done in Session of 1893, iu denundatiou of time-closure invoked tem- 
porarily in face of avowed obstruction, after prolonged endeavour to 
make way under ordinary sail, it takes away one’s breath to hear 
Prince Arthur blandly propose a severer form of ga|^, not appHea- 
ble to a B 01 in exceptions! circumstances, but automatically choking 
difcassion on the Estimates, not for one Session but for all time.” 

Thus Sark, his honest face flashed with surprise, his tender bosom 
heaving with emotion. But Sark is comparatively young ; superla- 
tively honest ; a sort of Parliamenta^ ingenu. To older Parlia- 
mentary Hands the situation is charmingly interesting. They have I 
seen many things on the same lines. No place in the world where 
conversions are more rapid and complete than in the House of 
Commons. Kie Right Hon. Member for Tarshish rides out one day a 
Coereionibt. His horse stumbles ; he remounts a Home Ruler, and 
gaUops over everything in his new career.^ Or the other way about ; 
or the same thing on half a dozen leading^ questions of the day. 
If the iodividual is prominent, spiteful things are said; speech^ 
deHvered in his earlier mood are resurrected; he is pelted with 
passages. But not in modern times has the somersault, taken by a 
whole Treasury Bench and the bulk of a great Party, been so 
sudden, or done within the bounds of so narrow a stiretch of carpet. 

Cap’en Tommy Bowles, faithful among the faithless found, will 
have none of the business. No ParHamentary Benedick he. When 
Prince Arthur and Don Josf, said they would die rather than con- 
sent to the gag, they did not beHeve they would Hve to force it on to 
the House of Commons, Cap’en Tommy, with them in 1893 when 
they walked the strait path, parts from them in 1896, when ^they go 
astray. The Cap’en is, after aU, almost human, and his voice 
falters, his eye is clouded with unwonted moisture as it falls on the 
figure of his apostate friend, now seated 9 n Treasury Bench. 
Memories of early happy days soften the indignant rigour of his 
regard. He remembers how, a ParHamentary infant, he sat 
on the knee of Private Hanburt, was sucHed on the Estimates, 
weaned upon motions for the reduction of Ministers’ salaries* .^d 
now his nurse, Ms mentor, just for a handful of silver, just 
for a ribbon to stick in his coat, has joined the brigand band he 
taught the Hsping Tommy to shy stones at. The only comfort 
the deserted, desolate humsm wreck has is in the refieotion that if 
some of Private Hanbury’s earliest efforts had succeeded he would 
now he drawing only half his Ministerial salary. 

Business done,--Fsis(OE Arthur brings in the gag ; lays it on the 
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table; 8Pks Honse to oi^en its moutli and sbut its eyes and see wbat 
he and Don Jose will give it. 

When, jnst before midnight, after s«^v«n hours’ debate 
on and round the gagging resolutions, Yica.bt G-ibbs was observed 



“Over the Boeder with Morley.? 

Sir ‘W-U-m explains the mysteries of “cess and stent.’’ 

rising to his feet, a shudder ran through hitherto languid House. 
Old Members recalled how, on a famous night in July in the Session of 
1893, Yicaby’s hand set a light to the smouldering fires of resent- 
ment, causing them to hlaze forth with uncontrollable force, un- 
paralleled ferocity. New Members had read all about it. Here was 
(but for a minor detail) a repetition of the causes that led up to the 
famous free fight which earned for Colonel Sattnjdeeson favourable 
mention in the despatches. The gag, more severe and more syste- 
matic than that whose operation was the signal for the historic 
scuffle, was again proposed. 

The miaor detaSl, of course, is that the very men who, in the 
Home-Eule Session, indignantly denounced, resolutely resisted, the 
ini(iuitous attempt to tamper with freedom of debate, to-day occupy 
the Treasury Bench. That, of course, has little bearing on the 
incident of the moment. However it he with them, to a man of 
Yicabt’s independence, Trojan and Tyrian are the same. Not for 
him to afflrm that that in PjaoNCB AiTHurn’s but a choleric word 
which in Mr. G, was fiat blasphemy. He will do the right thing 
whate’er befall. 

Members momentarily withdrawing their gaze from the prema- 
turely brindled hair of the still young advocate of freedom of speech, 
looked round for H^tes Fisher. Was he ready to play again his 
patriotic part ? YHieu, on that fateful night, Logan, sauntering 
past the Front Opposition bench, seated himself partly on Carson, 
Q C , and partly on the bench, Hates Fishee, safe in entrenchment 
on the bench hehird, punched him on the nape of the neck. Real 
merit is always modest. When called to account !^yes Fishbe, 
whilst blufihingly admitting his intrepid action, iusisted upon 
assigning the whole initiative of the row to Mr. Gladstone. Mr. 
G. is far removed from the scene to-iught, restful by the bine water ! 
that laps the shore at Cannes. If Hates Fisheb means business, i 
and, in obedience’ to instinct of a noble nature, insists on appor- 
tioning elsewhere the meed of praise, he must pick out some one 
else. 

But Hates Fisher is not here. As for Yicaet, he is nearly three 

ears older, and has evidently done with war and its alarms. His 

elm is now a hive for bees. They buzz reproach round the head of 
Peince Aethue, inasmuch as he “ has put a very heavy straia on 
faithful and loyal followers.*’ But it is a mild reproof, grand- 
motherly compared with the fierce trumpet-tones of defiance that 
rang through the same Chamber on the same provocation three years 
ago. Colonel Saunderson having, when Yicaet rose, grasped the 
Btoeet-door key, without which, since his experience of that July 
night, he never approaches Parliamentary debate, let it drop again 
in the recesses of ius pocket. It will not be wanted to-night to cool 
abraised cheeks, smitten in hand-to-hand fight in resistanoe of that 
unholy, un-English institution, the gag. 

’ JSusiness done , — Gagging Resolution discussed. 


Nothing so pleasing duting course of debate on onr 
Procedure than readiness of the new Members to come forward and 
settle knotty points. Subject full of intricacies. Oldest Pwliameutary 
Hands (with exception, of course, of the Cap’en) occasionally fioored 
by it. Once to-night, just when Prince Aethtje^ seemed to be 
entering port with his precious cargo in prime condition, shipwreck 
was imminent. Something like hopeless muddle ensued ; bewildered 
Members clamoured feebly for adjournment, that being, apparently, 
the only safe thing. Through the storm the new Meinbers sat 
serene and confident, radiant with joyous oonscionsnesB of that 
ability which is prior to knowledge. If there is one thing in the 
world they really know nothing about, it is the bearings of .Parlia- 
mentary procedure. Therefore they can discuss it. 

Deagb did, with efieot accidentally marred by presence of Squire 
OE Malwood. Him he turned out of Derby at General Election. RoUed 
him out of borough like an empty beer- barrel. Emerging to-night 
from No. 1, Cloister, Temple, E.C. (“ Deagb just the man to select a 
cloister for residence,” says Sark), he thought he would tell House 
more lhan he knew about Pf ocedure. Just as he was beginning his 
eve fell upon figure of the Squirb. "With the fine instinct of new 
Member as to what exactly suits taste of House, Drags, having spare 
oyster shell in his pocket, thought it would be nice to shy it at the 
Figure. Nothing House of Commons so thoroughly appreciates as 
spectacle of new Member, of young-mannish appearance, making Ms 
maiden speech, saying something grossly impertinent about the 
Leader of the Opposition. Pleasure enhanced by knowledge of fact 
that in an elector^ contest of recent date the old Member had been 
unseated by the new. “ A monumental instance of inconsistency 
throughout his politicM life,” was the refiection that occurred to 
Mr. Drage as he regarded the Squire* 

Efiect of carefully conned sentence a little disappointing. House 
growled its discontent. Drage surprised; began to wi^h he was 
safely back in the Cloister, E.C. Thought he heard Dr. Clark 
smile. Turned upon Mm with cloistered seveiity* Rebuked Mm in 
the name of private Members. 

“ I made no observation,” said Dr. Clark, j ustly amazed at Ms 
own forbearance. 

“ Ha I ” cried Drage, frowning : “ it 
is perhaps as weR that the hon. Mem- 
ber did not.” 

“Now that at least is good,” said 
the appreciative Sark. “ It comes 
nearer to a repartee by the JSaUer than 
anything heard out of Wonderland^'* 

Applause grew so persistent and 
promiscuous that the new Member 
I abruptly resumed Ms seat, having 
I omitted to say what he had risen to 
roponud on the subject of New Proce- 
ure Rules. 

Busineee done, — Procedure Rules 
agreed to, with proviso that Select 
Committee shall be appointed to deter- 
mine exactly what we and they mean. 

Friday , — ^Romped through the sup- 
plementary estimates. At half-past 
seven, when last was voted, J. W. 

Lowthbe, breathless with rapidity of 
putting successive questions in record 
time, led out of chair and laid on Ms 
back in cool passage. 

Seemed as if under new condition 
of things business of sitting would 
be wound up in time to go to dinner. 

But, Supply disposed of, Havelock 
Wilson hove alongside with his Mer- 
chant Seamen Bill, Not much liked 
in Ministerial circles. But would look 
bad to throw it out on second reading. 

So second readmg agreed to, on con- 
sideration that nothing ihofe shall be 
heard of BUI until Committee on Man- 
ning of Merchant Ships has reported. 

“ Then,” said Ritchie, “ we *11 see.” 

I Bueineee done , — Supplementary Es- 
timates agreed to,^ Prince Arthur 
says he didn’t promise Select Commit- 
tee to inquire into New Procedure Rule 
emd ttll House, which has just passed 
it, exactly what it meant in so doing. 

What he did promise was something 
quite different. “ ’E dunnol where we 
are,” said Cap’en Toivorr, scratching 
the crown of his head with the point 
of his hook as is Ms habit iu moments 
of abstraction, Mr. Leggy, M.P. 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 

Tab GtEnehoits 'Whist-platbb to the 
Erudite Maiden, 

"W E cut for^parfiners. You'and I 
Were destined to be vis- a- vis. 

You said tbe foe we miffbt def 7 , 

You were so glad to fight with me I 
Eor grandmamma had shown you all 
The scientific skill she knew, 

Had taught you how for trumps to call, 
And how to score with chances few. 

With eager zest the game commenced, 
Our adversaries three tricks made, 
How, really, I was not incensed 
When you played club instead of 


MR. PUNCH’S PLAYING CARDS. 


was I angry when you placed 
That fatal king upon my queen. 

Of course, T saw the card was faced. 
Another deal there should have been. 

’Twas scarcely wise the fourth time 
round 

The ace of diamonds to lead ; 

But then it often has been found 
That theory is worse than deed. 

A bumper rubber I Yet your smile 
Was not less joyous than before, 

“ With hearts for trumps, just wait a 
while I” 

You cried, as we began once more. 

’Twas in the middle of the game, 

In dire distress, I breathed a wish 
That grandmamma, of matchless fame, 
Had read a little Cavendish, 

’Twas quite by accident I spoke— 

My stupid tongue I can’t restrain I 
So do blame me for your revoke 
And let us partners be again I 

ROYALTY BICYCLim. 

H.R.H. The Prince of Wales has taken 
to bicycling. After the usual spill or two, 
which all first-rate riders whether on 
horses or wheels must experience, His 
Royal Highness is becoming such an ex- 
pert that a change of title is seriously 
contemplated. If the alteration can he 
made without harm to the British Consti- 
tution (an excellent one enjoyed hy the 
enjoys), then H.R.H. will be known as 
“ The Prince of Wheels.” 



Dr. Eisheb, Suficragan Biehopof South- 
ampton, is evidently exceptionally and 
deservedly popular. Aeon ding to the 
WesiminsteTf “he has enormous influence 
with jockeys in Yorkshire” and “at 
Hewmarket.” “Fisher” is an appro- 
priate name for a Bishop, as Piscator 
hominum ’ ; and it is so proved by his 
already having caught the jockeys, and 
aU “on his own hook,” May he follow 
in the footsteps of the great Bishop 
Fisher; only, may he never “lose his 
head,” as that good ecclesiastic did, — ex- 
cept for conscience sake. 

Competitive Examinations Super- 
seded BY THE Hew Photo&raphy.— T he 
examiners will simply have to use the 
latest photographic apparatus to see if a 
candidate has any Drains or not. Of 
conrse, the examination will be in camera, 

Shaespeare and “The Hew Photo- 
graphy.”—** Sit you down. ... I set you 
up a glass where you may see the inmost 
part of you.”— jBTam/ei, Act III., So. 4. 

Opening Scene or Hew Hautical 
Arctic Drama.. — “ Curtain rises^ North 
Pole discovered,^^ 


No, II.— Trumps— King op Hearts op Oak. 


PROPOSED REG-DLATIOHS FOR HYDE PARK. 

{Corrvpiled to please the Wheeling Minority,) 

1. The gates shall he open from daybreak to sun- 
down. for the benefit of the cyclists. 

2. Carriages drawn by, and riders mounted on, 
horses will be only admitted at convenient hours, 
for the benefit of the cyclists. 

3. Yolunteer corps will not he allowed to take up 
positions, for the benefit of the cyclists. 

4. Public meetings will not be held in the custo- 
mary spots, for the benefit of the cyclists, 

5. Flower-beds will be removed and the sites 
levelled, for the benefit of the cyclists. 

6. Military bands will be discontinued, for the 
benefit of the cyclists. 

7. Schools will not be permitted to take exercise 
in processions of twos and twos, for the benefit of 
the cyclists. 

8 and last. The park shall be closed in tbe face of 
the general public, for the benefit of the cyclists. 


Mem. by a Man. 

{After reading Lord Wolselefs Speech,) 

Despite Hew Woman nonsense, crass, immense, 
If still the Briton is to rule the briue, 

’lis very clear our “ First line of Defence ” 
Must stiU be masou-line I 


Happy AND Impbriax After-thought.— “ By some 
most unaccountable oversight I omitted to send my 
customary congratulations to the Shoau Chief on his 
recent victory. May I ask you, my dear and most 
excellent Mr, P~nch^ to make mown publicly how 
much I regret this strange but absolutely uninten- 
tional omission ? Yours, W-LL-M (Imperator).” 

Latest Cricket. — ^What were the English Team 
in Australia ** out for ” ? They were out for- a 
holiday. 

The Richest Trial Going.— The St. George’s 
Election Petition is said to have cost four guineas a 
minute. Si non e vero e Bsnn trovato. 


THE CHAUNT OF THE BODLEY HEAD. 

{After Praed,) 

I think what modem mortals crave, 

With feverish endeavour, 

Is work erotically brave, 

SatanieaRy clever : 

I think no book should now he long, 

And therefore I determine 
That paradox must mark the song. 

And epigram the sermon. 

I think the business of the wise 
Is with old rules to quarrel, 

Defiant of the decencies. 

Oblivious of the moral ; 

The rule of Art the Autocrat 
Ho ethic impulse troubles, — 

While priest says this, and pedant that. 
Art— blows mephitic bubbles, 

I think they should be brightly blown, 
Though full of poisonous vapour, 

Sin’s iridescent sheen alone 
Outshines duR Virtue’s taper. 

Old Houesty temptation flies, 

And bids the devil behind Mm ; 

But we log-roll the Sire of Lies, 

And Beardsleyesquely bind him. 

I think to grub like ghouls in graves 
For grnesome allegories, 

Creative talent while it saves, 

Gives vogue to vapid stories. 
Old-fashioned critics carp and fume, 
Heurotio nonsense banning ; 

Bnt while the bookstalls give us room. 
Fresh bogies pay for planning. 

I think the Dickenses and Hoods, 

Their stories and their verses, 

Too cheerful far for modern moods. 

Which run on crimes and curses, 

I think Moderi^ must frown 
On Nell^ or We Are Seven ; 

For nothing now will take the town 
That smacks of home or heaven. 

I think Love ’s like a problem-play 
Where Pan and Poole are blended ; 

Or like a foul Hovember day, 

Whose fog in sludge is ended. 

Good fun in coster, cad, or rough, 

In slums and “ fourpenny dosses ” ; 

But, bound in marriage bonds, stale stuff, 
WMch natural iustinct crosses. 

I think that sex, old he and she, 

. Want some new common measure, 

; That love, like union, should be free. 

Its only object pleasure. 

! One man one wife might well content 
The drudge, the saint, the friar. 

Were wedlock more a sacrament 
And woman less a liar. 

I think that Wit should woo St. GHes, 1 
And not St. George, or Stephen. j 

That Rahab and her subtle wiles 
Make Fancy’s truest heaven. 

The pink and pure no more delight 
Your genius-gifted fellow. 

How genuine Art is black and white. 

And Literature all yellow. 

) The world for geniuses has sighed, 

^ And I, in sheaves, have found them ; 

} I’ve printed them with margins wide, 
i And arabesqudy hound them, 
r Some who once worshipped, in remorse 
Their idols now seem onming ; 

But I keep on my even course, 

A lane that has no turning. 

1 ■ 

I Motto for Mr. Lecky and Others,— 
They who play at (Tommy) Bowles must 
expect rubbers. 

s 

% The Best of Smuggled Goods.— 
Jameson’s spirits. 
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THE METROPOLITAN STATUES SUPPLY ASSOCIATION. 

, [“ Mr. Akbrs-Dotiglas, replying to Mr. Laboxjchere as to whether his 
attention had been called to a Etatne * pnrporting to be of the late Mr. John 
Bright in the Central Lobby, and whether it is to remain there,’ said that : 
it was ereeted under arrangements made with his predecessors. He admitted 
that there were very varied views as to its artistic merits.”] 

This company has been formed for the purpose of supplying 
public statues and monuments on the hire system. In consequence 
of the numerous complaints against existing 
statues, there is reason to beueve that tem- 
porary memorials, if obtainable, would be uni- 
versally erected. The promoters expect that 
the company will be immediately ^pointed 
Sole Purveyors of Statues to the Houses of 
Parliament. It is needless to draw attention 
to the many advantages which would have 
accrued to the pockets of the subscribers, to 
the uninteriup'-ed progress of traffic, and to 
the public cjinfort and conven’enoe generally 
—not to mention the cause of Art— if the 
majority of statues and memorials in London 
had been obtained on this system, and had 
been subsfquentlj removed. The apparently 
permanent erections and statues in various 
recent exhibitions have shown that the use of 
real bronze or marble is an old fashioned and 
exploded fallacy. 

Guaranteed Fortrait JDepartmenU — On 
payment of ten per cent, extra on the hiring 
terms, a certificate of correct resemblance, signed by the executors 
of the person represented, will be supplied with the statue. 

drcalating Statuary Statues lent out in the same 

manner as books from Messrs. Mudie’s. For terms of subscription, 
apply to the Secretary. Statues cannot be changed more frequently 
than once a week. 

Memorials Department. — Larger erections, containing several 
statues or groups, supplied at the shortest notice. A large sdection of 
horses, griffins, and other animals. The hitherto disregarded anatomy 
and action of these fabulous monsters will be carefully attended to. 

Fountains BepaHment--Lh.e new patent fountains, with imita- 
tion jets of water^ will be a special feature. This new invention 
obviates the wetting of passers-by, the fear of which has hitherto 
prevented the use of a large jet, and has necessitated a meagre squirt 
(r dribble of water, if mean and ridicule us appearance. The new 
jets, of a patent metallic compound, gleam in the sunlight, and are 
varied at intervals in rise and fall by an arrangement of springs in 
the fountain. They are at present manuf acturea in Germany by the 
Wmenschaftlichekunstgesellschaftf the Scientific Art Company, of 
Berlin. Real water for drinking purposes, rarely required, can, if 
wished, be supplied from a tap. 

Secondhmd Department. — A large numb^ of returned statues, 
misfits, and other slightly damaged stock, will be offered for sale at 
immense reductions. Suitable for provincial towns, tea-gardens, 
newly-erected villa residences, &c., &o. Warranted to sfatd the 
weather if properly varnished once a year. Great reduction on 
taking a quantitv. 

Freliminary Notice of Sale. — A job lot of real bronze and marble 
statues, removed from Westminster, Trafalgar Square, the City, 
&e., will shortly be offered at ridiculously low prices. Also an 
aluminium angel (tarnished), and a griffin. Both with very spirited 
action. Suitable for exportation to Central Africa. 


FASHIONABLE MOYEMENTS, 

{As they ought to he Reported ) 

King Primpeh and Suite are making a length- 
ened stay at Elmina Castle. 

Ex-PiimeMinisterRAiNiLAiBivoNYis expected 
at Geryville, Algeria, from Madagascar. 

Apabi Pasha continues to enjoy the salubrious 
climate of Ceylon. 

Br. Leandee Jaheson, Sir John Willoughby, 
the Hon. H, F. White, the Hon. R. White, 
Mr. C. P. Foley, and friends, have arrived in 
town, after a short tour in the Transvaal. 

Major Lothaire has been summoned to 
Leopoldville, Congo Free State, on urgent 
personal business. 

The King of Bubmah and family are still on 
a visit to the Governor- General op India. 



The Royal Academy has now reached a most Prosperous 
Period.— It is enjoying its Millaisnium. 



HOME! DULL HOME! 

(XIp-to-dixte Version of a very Out-of-date Song.) 

English are learning hoW to live, and even to take our pleasures less 
Ly. . . . Another decade or so may see us a pleasure -loymg nation. Yes, 
we are on the up-grade! The younger generation of husbands and wives 
will not live “ to keep house.” , . . The feminine glory of domesticity is 
^ying, if not already dead .” — ^^Conoernwg JOress^^ in the*^ Westminster 
•udget”] 

^Mid Rinks and Ice Palaces now let us 
roam I 

Be it ever so risky it^s better than 
home. 

A spell as of lead seems to deaden us 
there. 

Let’s mix in the world and cavort 
everywhere. 

Home I home I dull, duR home I 
A slow place is home ! A stow place 
is home I 

To learn how to live we mnst quit the 
fireside, 

The up-grade of life is on Fashion’s 
full tide. 

Your sf ay-at-home dowdy is now out 
of date, 

To keep np to time, you must hike 
and mnst skate. 

Home! h^me! dnll, dull home I 
Be it ever so stylish, a slow place is 
home! 

Keep house,” in a suburb ? What prison were that ! 

No, no, we *11 hang out on a sir a t West-End fiat. 

Sky- scraping, perchance, hut with that we *11 make shift. 

For we ’re raised in the world by the aid of a lift. 

Home I home 1 Who cares for home I 
Be it ever so lofty, a fiat may he home I 

The sweet domesticities women now flout, 

The Darby and Joau style of thing is played out. 

” The social pulse quickens,” as everyone feels, 

And the world, like onr women, now goes upon wheels. 

Home P home ? Man ’s not a gnome, 

To dwell in a du'l hole because it ’s called home ! 

The unselfish stay-at-home girl has no chance ; 

She must tennis and flirt, she must hike, skate, and dance. 

In tammy and jupe, or in rational dress, 

She mnst flourish around if she ’d score a success. 

Home P home P Abroad she must roam, 

Or he doomed all her days to that dull place called home 1 

If married and mother she yet plays her part : 

With six charming children she sfill must look “ smart.” 

For, judging by facts, what Society likes 
Is a maid who is bold, and a matron who bikes. 

Home ? home P Froth, flash, and foam, 

Our women now crave, and they ’re scarce found at home I 

A prisoner at home, woman grizzles in pain— 

“ Oh I give me my knickers and cycle again ; 

The high-coUared Johnnies who come at my call, 

Give me them, with the fizz of mind dearer than all ! ” 

Home P home P DoR, duR home ! 

Till a woman turns sixty a slow place is home I 


Billiards up-to-date.— A match— 7500 np— is being played at 
Manchester between Mrs. Richards aid J. Mack. This is the first 
time, says the Liverpool Daily Post, that a lady player has appeared 
in public. But there is no reason why the fair sex should not 
succeed in this new sphere of action. For ladies are not lacking in 
ewe-riosity, and thoro-oghly underatand the art of “ nursing.” The 
Lady Professional Billiard Player is in training to lead troops, as she 
at least will never faint at the sound of a cannon ! 


Well Protected.— Both Houses of ParRament are provided with 
au inexhaustible stock of great bores, smaR bores, and old-fashioned 
smooth boxes. With their aid either Chamber can he cleared in less 
than three minutes. 

Why is the Primrose League particularly interested in Presidmit 
Kruger’s visit ?— Because he is Premier of a Pretoryau Parliament. 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 

(By Baboo Httbey Bttnosho Jabbesjke, B.A.) 

No. vr. 

Dealing with his Adventures at Olympia^ 

The dialoq.Tiial form is now become an indispensable factotum in 
periodical literature, and so, like a hrehis de JPanurge^ I shall follow 
the fashion occasionally, — though with rather more obedience to a 
literary elegant style of phraseology than my predecessors in Punch 
have thought worth to practise. Time : the other morning. Scene: 
the breakfast-table at Portieobello House, Ladbroke Grove. ^ Myself | 
and other select boarders engaged in masticating fowl eggs with their i 
concomitant bacon, while intelligently ^scussing topical subjects (for 
we carry out the poetical recipe of “Plain thinking and high living”)* 

Miss Jessimina (at the table-head). The papers seem eloquent in i 
laudation of the Sporting and Military Show at Olympia, How I 
should like to go ii I had anyone to take me ! | 

Mr, Wylie (stingily). And I would be enraptured at so tip-top an 
opportunity, but for circumstance of 
being stonily broken. 

[Helps himself to the surviving 

Mr, CosseUer \in sepulchral tone), 

Alack I that doctorial prescriptions 

do^nill for me such nocturnal jinks ; ^ 

[He treats himself to a digestible 

Myself (taking a leap into the 
darkness and deadly breaches). Since 
other gentlemen are not more obse- 
quious in gallantry, I hereby tender 
m^elf^for honour of accompanyist 

Miss Jess, (lowering the silken 
curtains of her almond-like orbs), sfelHr 
Oh, really. Prince I So very unex- ^ ff IHIIBto/ 

pect^I m^t obtain the expert 

Mistress Mankietow did approve 
the jaunt on condition of our being 
saddOled by a select lady boarder of m n 

the name of Spine as a tertium quid //IMn 

to play at propriety ; at which I was /MB U ' Ij 1 1 uMM || 

internally disgusted, fearing she ^ 

would play^the old gooseberry with MMMu m 1 1|/|||||||| | 

Having arrived at Olympia, we ///JflTO H 

perambulated the bazaar prior to the | If ^ |f||| ||ii[|| j]|| 

commencement of the shows, and here / /// Mm/ U J | I M|[||ji |v 

(after parting with rs. 8^ for three ' 1 U /l|f(|P| 

seats on the balcony) I did bleed more Ir I 

freely still, for Miss Jessimina ex- nBlif HM E 

pressed a passionate longing to pos- 
sess my profile, snipped out of paper iSIKmMffm 

by^the sdssors of a SUhouette, for WMmWy/M 

vniich I mulcted one shilling sterling. / 

And, after all, although it proved iX? ' 
the alter ego and speaking likeness of ' 

my em^ssed Bombay cap and golden « wuv „ i 

sp^acles, she found the fault that ^ ^ ^ ^ * 

it rendered my complexion of a too excessive murksomeness ; not | 
^|fi®®ting (Twth feminine imperceptivity) that, the material being 
ftl^ ! ^ Stygian, this criticism applied to the portraitures of all 

F^her on I presented her and the female gooseberry with a 
Mcket-h^dkerchief a-piece, interwoven by a mechanism with their 
baptismal appellation (another rupee I), 

at a cage containing an automatic Devil revealing 
the itttTire for a pe^y in the sht, and Miss Jessimina worked the 
oracle with a com advanced by myself, and the demon, after flashing 
nis optics and cmsultmg sundry playing-cards, did presently produce 
a small paper which she opened eagerly. 

Miss Jess, (after perusa^. Only fancy I It says I 'm “ to marry a 
dark man, and go for a long journey, and be very rich.” What 
n^oulous nonsense I do you not think so. Prince ? 

Myself {mth a tmder sauciness). Poet Shakspeare asserts there ^ 
earth than the Horatian philosophy. 
I am not a sup^titums^and yet this mechanical demon may have 

seen correctly through the brick wafl of Fut^^^ Have y^Ku 

woMhipfnl ^prer who might be described as and ti) iSSose 
native land It is a long journey? ’ ® 

o/ a tomaio). It^s time we took 
our seats for the performance. And you are not to be a silly I 


“With a large, stout constable.' 


It is notorious that the English female vocabulary contains no more 
caressing and flatterinp: epithet than this of “a silly,” so that I 
repaired to my seat immoderately encouraged by such gracious 
appreciation. Of the show, I can testify that it was truly magnifi- 
cent, thongh the introductory portion was soniewhat spoilt hy the too 
great prevalence of the bicycle, which is daily increasing its nhiquity, 
nor do I see the rationality of engaging a sais in topped boots to 
attend upon each machine, under the transparent pretentiousness of 
its belonging to the equine genus, since it can never become the 
similitude of a horse iu mettlesome vivacity. 

My companions marvelled greatly at the severe curvature of the 
extremities of the cycle-track, which were shaped like the interior of 
a hu^e bowl, and while I was demonstrating to them how, from 
scientific considerations and owing to the centrifugal forces of 
gravitation, it was not possible for any rider to become a loser of his 
equilibrium — lo and behold ! two of the competitors made the/acz 72 s 
descensus^ and were intermingled in the weltering hotchpot of a 
calamity. 

But on being disentangled they did limp away, and it is allowable 
to hope that they suffered no serious dismantling of their vital 

organs. StiU, I cannot approve of 
these bicycle contentions, wnich are 
veritable provocative flights at the 
providential features. 

» It is nem, con, and undeniable that 

it was a wise move to transfer the race 
for the Derby Ribbon from the re- 
moteness of Newmarket Downs to a 
spot where it can he competed de die 
in diem and under a cover. And I 
was overjoyed to perceive Hon’ble Sir 
Henry Ievin&, who was pointed out 
to me, returned from United States 
of New York, and driving a small 
open vehicle iu company of Charley'* s 
Aunt and a youth attired as amariner. 
But the pity of it, Horatio I that he 
had selected a steed of such suailish 
propensity as only to be bndged by 
the pricks of a parasol I Moreover, I 
venture to hint that it was infra dig, 
for so respectable a Thespian to chase 
Charley's Aunt around the circum- 
ference of the velodrome, and the 
spectacle of such incongruous spright- 
liuess may detriment his fame as a 

The concluding entertainment was 
a military battle with the Chitralis ; 
and how to express the swelling oi 
my heart with the martial sentiment 
of courage at beholding the warriors 
on the march, and taking tender 
farewells of their ladyloves and 
Hancees^ who were Niobe aU tears on 
^e shonlders of their nearest rela- 

And pride further expanded my 
bosom to witness the construction of 
an impromptu bridge in a storm of 
snow across the bottomless pit of an 
jtout constable.” abyss, and the gallantiry with 

, which British troops volleyed and 
thundered to the dismay of their barbarian adversaries I 
^ Such exhibitions do greatly assist in promoting patriotism, and 
implant the courageous impulse in many an uuwarlike breast, as I 
can vouch from personal experience. 

After the termination I conducted my protegees to the Palmarium, 
where we sat under a shrub imbibing lemon crushes, brought by a 
neat-h^ded Phyllis in the uniform of a housemaid intermixed with 
a hospital nurse. Here occurred a most discomposing contretemps^ 
for presently Miss Jessimina uttered the complaint that two 
strangers were regarding herself and Miss Spenb: with the brazen 
eyes of a sheep, and even making personal comments on my 
nationality, which rendered me like toad under a harrow with burn- 
ing indignation. 

AJ being utterly beside myself with rage, I summoned one 

of the Phyllises and, requested her to take steps to abate the nuisance, 
being Diet with a smiling “ Nolo HpiscopariP So, entreating my 
companions not to give way to panic and leave their cause in my 
hand^ 1 went in search of a policeman. 

Unfortunately some time^ flew before I could find one at liberty to 
understand my crucial position, nor could I obtain from him a legal 
I opmioiL as to whether I could administer a ouff or a slap in the ear 
j to my insulters withont incurring risk of retaliation in kind. 

1 And, on returning to the spot with a large, stout constable, I had 
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the I'mortification to discover that .the two 'JmpoKte 
strangers had departed, and that Misses MANELSTOwand 
Spine were similarly imperceptible. 
i i However, after prolonged search and mental anxiety, 
I Jretnmed alone, and was rewarded by finding my fair 
friends arrived in safety; and hearing that the two 
strangers had explained, in the gentlemanly terms of 
an apology, that they had mistaken them for aoqnaint- 


Conseqnently 1 am thankful that I did not execute 
my design of assanlt and battery, more especially' as I 
am the happy receiver of many handsome compliments 
on all sides npon the tactfulness and savoir faire with 
which I extricated myself from my shocking fix. 

At which my countenance beams with the shiny 
resplendency of self-satisfaction. 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

Moke abott Old Servants. 


I LEFT efi last week having said but little on the general 
character of old and faithm servants—the epithets in 
this connection are practically synonymous. Feudalism 
as a vital force has vanished from the land, but in the 
relation of an old servant to the family he has served 
something of feudalism still lingers, something that 
enables one to understand the deep devotion of m^'eeval 
retainers to their house and the fatherly interest of the 
lord in his dependants. It is curious how, as the years 


go by, the ancient butler or body-servant assimilates 
the ^aracteristics of the master he admires ; imitates, 


let us say, his little bursts of temper, his manner of bear- 
ing himself, his walk, the fashion of his ties, and his way 
of wearing his hat, and ofiters to a difierent circle a 
reproduction, as close as circumstances will permit, of the 
general air of his beloved master. One venerable servitor 


of this kind it was mj lot to know, and 1 shall never 
forget the old man’s grief and vexation when his master, 
who had long worn his collars turned down, was 
suddenly converted to the stick-up variety. It was as 
though the face of the world nad been completely 
changed, so difficult did he find it to accommodate him- 
self to Ms master’s new appearance. 


** Of course,” he observed, “ Mr, B. looks well m that 
kind of collar— he’d look well in anytluM; but there 
was a something about the old ones which I can’t get in 
IMs new lot. It isn’t for me to make a remark, but 
there, Sir, don’t you think them turn-downs gave him a 
more noble look, ’aughtier as you may say, and more of 
the master. I ’m certain it ’s not so easy to respect a 
stick-up.” “Jackson,” I retorted, “I’m willing to 
stake my fortune you ’ll be in stick-ups yourself before a month is 
past.” “Me, Sir? ITever!” But in a fortnight the old fellow 
was in stick-ups, and went about Ms work as if he had never 
worn any other Mnd. He used to be very severe, I remember, with 
the younger members of the family, and used to hurl at them curious 
and terrible compound oaths wMch he had contrived, so he said, to 
manufacture during Ms foreign wanderings in attendance upon 
his master. “ SakrabilliapolakadoMa, Master Freddy, will you 
stop making that noise outside your father’s liber y door,” or 
“ Jessessamanessy, Master Dick, if I ketch you stealing another 
of your father’s cambric hankerchers you and me will have 
to part; there’s no two words about that.” These are two of the 
awTul phrases I have heard Mm use. The youngsters, I am sorry to 



A STORY WITHOUT WORDS. 


lA.nfi'h ftt him. and taka a fiendiab deliffht in irritatinir 


loyal ingenuity can extricate them. And how cheerfully the' old 
fellow’s face glows, how warm is Ms faithful welcome when the 
captain returns from India, or the daughter of the hquse comes back 
for a time M the parental nest with anewlittiefiedgelingrinher arms. 
Old servants and dogs— these are the only classes in wMch you find 
unquestioning faith and an attachment, rooted deep down in their 
very being, wMch nothing can alter or destroy. 


As I write there arrives a further commuMcation relative to Mrs. 
Watson, of whose table-talk I gave a specimen last week. Here is 
another: — 


chrf, 


him almost beyond endurance. and after cleanin’ the boots for me, wMch Bobrinsky bein’ a Pole 

and proud never would do, but my brother o’ course ’ad been a 

The old servant, however, is to be known not merely by Ms venerable dragoon and learnt to be ’andy, ’e used to plarnt them seeds all 
and awe-inspiring appearance. That, of course, is one mark, but it is over the place, and sich a crush when they aU begun a comin up, 
not invariably found. The most certain indications are, first, an and no room for ’em— it was ’ere am I and wlmre are you — ^but my 
absolute devotion to Ms master and mistress ; second, a fatherly brother ’e said when some of ’em died down the ^hers would be a 
interest in the yoxmger members of the family ; and third, a claim, springin’ up, and we should always ’ave a show that way tod e d 
wMch is never contested, to be consulted in all family arrangements, chance it; but not knowm’ the proper seasons for pl^ntin there 
and to have Ms views treated with deferential respect. The devotion was a rare muddle, and the little ’un ’e kep tearm oi "to see 

does not exclude criticism, the fatherly interest often entails dis- where the roots was. StiU it was prei^ cheery, and Bobrinsky e 
approval of pranks to wMoh boys and girls all the world over are rigged up a plank or two, with a mce piece of tarpaulm oyer the top, 
prone. But as against the rest of the world the family is, in the eyes and read ’is noospaper there of a Sunday momin’, and said it rather 
of the old servant, composed of immaculate paragons, and woe betide reminded ’im of Poland. Bob^sky, pore fellow, e died soon 
the rash outsider who ventures to hint a fault ki any one of them. And arter we left Tottaiham of a ploral noomqma, wmeh is when you ave 
the hoys and girlSj though they may grow up and pass out into the it in both lungs they call it ploral. But there, single noomoma is bad 
world tod become m their turn fathers and mothers, are, to the old enough I say.” 

servant, children to the end of the chapter, children who have to be ' ' — 

protected against themselves, and whose wayward dispositions must Utah has just been admitted into the American Union* It surely 

always involve them in scrapes, out of wMch only an old servant’s will be known as the Matrimonial State. 
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THE IRON AGE. 


“CHERCHEZ LA FEWIME.” ' 

CHARaE MB ELEVENPENCE FOR YOUR 'MuTTON, Mb. BaRTON. “WhY IS IT 
^ Hioh Street lets me have it fob tenpefcb?” 

‘I*M SURE, M.’m, I OOUIDN'T SAT— UNLESS IT ’s HE ’s TAKEN A FANCY TO YOU, M’M I”' 


“ CLIENTS FEEL CHEAP TO-BAY.” 

The “World’s Great Maiilage Mart ! ’’ Its 
fate 

Shows it a trap for he’s ; 

“ Good figures ” figured in the bait,— 

And also m the fees I 

1* ” it might Bomtt'mes 

Provide for chaps with pelf ; 
"^^‘iY^-ys.grabbed— chief of its on'mes — 
The best haH for itself. 

thou., we learned, 
Which yearly did increase ; 

But now its managers are turned 
Over to the police I 


With Eve in tow, and dupes to bleed, 

' It swam along quite gaily ; 
j Till the “ Old Adam ” of its greed 
Eud^ in the Old Bailey. ^ . 

“The Boaed of Trade Ebturns,” was 
the heading of an article in the St, Jameses 
Gazette, “Dear me.I” observed an en- 
reader, “what holidays these 
oflaeials do have I How long has the Board 
been away f ” 

Mb. Samuel Storey declines a Testi- 
miotal.— He thanks Mr, Calvert and the 
Liberal Association, hut as to a testimoi ial, 
he says, “Not for me; that’s quUe another 
i Storey 1 ” 


From “ The World,'"* Jwm, 1900, 

The first meet of the Oat-of- Hand Club last 
week was a great success, no fewer than six- 
teen aut( mobile coaches assembling at the 
Magflzine, Lord Penninoton’s tnm-out, as 
usual, was the object of general admiration ; 
the brass- work of his engine was in perfect 
Older, and he handled the lever with all his 
accustomed ekill. That post of hcnour, the 
stoker’s seat, was occupied by Lady Vera 
Plantagenet, Sir Thomas Jones’s petro- 
lenm-oar was also worthy of notice, although 
some of the orib'cs thought that the odour of 
the oil was a little excessive, Pncctually at 
three o’clock, to the cheery blast of the steam- 
whistles, the procession started for Greenwich. 
Unfortunately Mr. Reddington’s accumnla- 
tors refused to act, so that his deotrio coach 
was left standing, and had ultimately to be 
towed home by a traction-engine. Close to 
Greenwich, too, another casualty occurred, as 
L^rd Cobble's car suddenly bolted down-hill. 
We believe that a few pedestrians were killed, 
but fortunately no real harm was done. 

We regret to have to record the death, 
under melancholy circumstances, of the Duke 
of PuDDiETON. His Grac3 was extremely 
anxious to take part in the Division of last 
Tuesday on the Infants’ Suffrage Bill. He 
drove to the House cf Lords in his steam-car- 
riage, and, fearing that he would not arrive in 
time to vote, he rashly sat upon the safety- 
valve. He was said by the passers-by to have 
been travdling fully at the rate of a mde a 
minute when the boiler exploded. We hear 
that such fragments of his Grace as were after- 
wards collected are to be interred to-morrow. 

To those ladies of we^ nerves who are un- 
able to ride a bicycle, and find the ordinary 
autc mobile machine too skittish, we may con- 
fidently recommend Messrs. Dobb’s new minia- 
ture steam-rollers, each of which is warranted 
quiet to ride and drive. Several of these dainty 
engines, tastefully painted in art colours, have 
lately been seen in theJPark, 

A COMPLAINT comes* from the Household 
Cavalry that it is extremely difficult to ride 
their new bicycle- chargers in the regulation 
top-boots. Hitherto their protests have met 
with no attention at the hands of the War 
Office, and we suppose that the usual red- 
tape difficulties will be urged against any 
change. Yet the War Office can be radical 
enough on occasion. It is actually proposed 
to repaint in a d arker colour the famous white 
machines of the Scots Greys, on the plea that 
the present hue would he too conspicuous on 
the battle-field I 

♦ 

9|e * 

■ We omitted to mention at the lime the last 
meet of the Pvtchley,' which took placa some 
' weeks ago. The scent was exceedingly well 
: laid, the paper being snfficiently thick to pre- 
vent any check all throu gh the mn. Amongst 
the first to reach home was that well-known 
rider Mies Buster, who was mounted on a 
“Scorcher” racer, which carried her admi- 
rably. There is lome talk of continuing 
j paper-chasirg in the shires aU the year round I 

, itr the futnre. 

* * 

. ♦ * 

5 Lovers of natural history will be glad to 
[ hear that a specimen of that almost extinct 
■quadruped, the horse, was captured in Devon- 
wiire last week. Seven gamekeepers had 
- attempted to shoot it, hut tortuuately with- 
3 out success. It was taken alive, and removed 
, to the Zoological gardens. Doubtless its pre- 
I? sence there will attract crowds of visitors 
during the next few weeks. 








, *'A ‘Weiggleb Twistbe!** 

Mrs. Patrick Campbell in tbe new Serpentine Sqmrm. 

at Lyoetim. The scenic artists Brother Ktaij and Sister Hairs’ have 


Lady Winifred-Emery-Machetk, Junior {to her hu&hanJ). “Fancy! To 
be a kmg ! to have yonr hair cut ! ! and to wear a nice new royal dressing- 
gown ! I ! Infirm of purpose ! How can you hesitate ? 


suffering from a severe “ cold id de dose,’’ and was 


eicefied themMlvesT ' Ceatest’s picture of Trajan’s Arch most | to say ‘^Vaseline is played with aU the “Emery i»wler” that 


his best 


picturesque. Admirable is equestrian 
statue of Warrior King of Widdin, 
erected to celebrate a battle and a 
Widdin on the same day, modelled by 
Mr. Lttcchesi (an’ sure the figure does 
look aisy on his horse), which leaves all 
previous stage statues tar behind, includ- 
mg our old friend the Statue of the Com- 
mendatore in Bon Giovanni, 

The worst of a stage statue is that so 
much is expected of it. If it doesn’t 
descend, or nod, or show itself to be 
“ something striking,” the audience is 
apt to be disappointed. Fortunately in 
For the Crown^ the interest felt in the 
fate of Constantine^Forhes^Brancqmir’^ 
Robertson and of Mrs, Fatriok-^Militza- 
Campbell is so absorbing that the statue 
hasn’t a chance against wem. True that 
Foebes Hobebtson does place his face, 
profile-wise, against the pedestal, as if 
giving the statue “a bit of his cheek,” 
but as the statue, though very much “up 
in the stirrups,” remains unmoved, the 
public interest in the effigy soon dies out. 

Mrs. Pat Campbell, who was a lost 
angel to Foebes Robeetsok and Enet 
Hattthoe Jones as Angel in the 

short-lived clerical drama, now reappears 
as a warning angel, not, however, to 
Michael (his full title is Prince Michael 
Brancomir)^ but to Constantine his son. 
In this piece the good angel is Mrs. Pat 
Campbell, and the bad angel. Miss 
Emeet. After a most trying scene, 
splendidly acted by Messrs. Dalton and 
Hobeetson, Constantine days his father 
Michael^ who has been trying to “ save 
his beacon,” which Constaniine-Robert- 
son immediately kindles, and in a second, 
before you can say knife, all the fat is in 
the fire I 

/8'tepA«n,theW’arrior-King-Bishop, an 
amiable representative of the Church 

* 1 3 3 1 Tir_ 




/ ' V 



Militant, is impressively rendered by Mr. “The play wants lightening. Here goes! English Ada 

Ian Hobeeison. Ha! ha! a Blaze of Triumph!” —Crosscountry, 


Miss WiNiEBED can put into the 
character. Miss Emery^Bazilide is this 

MichaeP s"^^ Bad Angel, and is intended 
to be a fascinating Lady Macbeth 
Junior, Would it not add to the attrac- 
tion, if, on three days of the week, Mrs. 
Pat were to play Bazilide and Miss ^ 
Emeut Militza, and on the other three ' 
vice versa, and toss up for parts at 
matinees f These two women never 
meet, and consequently never have a 
great scene to themselves. 

Mr. Mackintosh, disguised as a miu- 
strel, with an instrument which he can’t 
play, and without a song, is, musically, 
disappointing : but he is all there as a i 
“ secret agent of the Sultan,” and per- 
haps might just now find diplomatic 
employment between St. Petersburg and ! 
Constantinople. Gael Aembetjstee’s i 
music is in keeping with the general 
excellence that marks the entire pro- ! 
duotion, FfiANgois Coppias’s Coripnal 
I^rench iday may be poetically brilhant, 
but that it 18 so cannot be gathered from 
Mr. John Davidson’s version of it. Had 
CoppIie and Davidson been dramatists, 
they would have given a grand scene to 
the two heroines. Hot too late now. 
However, “ leave well alone ” is a good 
rule, and Mr. Fobbes Robbbtson may 
rest content with its success. 

Ubbi et obbi.— Afr, Punch begs to 
inform every<me everywhere that no 
number of his immortal publication 
wiU again bear date “ Saturday, Feb- 
ruary 29,” until the year 1992. Friends 
at a distance and subscribers yet unborn 
will please accept this intimation. 

Indisputable.— When a Lord Chan- 
cellor quits office he gets the Order of 
the Woolsack. 

English Adaptation of Tbansvaal. 
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me as ohestnut-out-of-the-fiie-pickers, become too inUmate. Heigh 
presto I in an instant I frighten one with an apparition of a Great 
Bear in the Balkan provinces, and I provide the other with terrible 
war-danoiBg in Eastern Africa* The Great Bear himself is not 
inclined to dance just now, but he shall foot the Zardas before I 
have done with him. For my most conceited neighbour, you know 
to whom I refer, I prepared a pretty pic-nic among the morasses of 
Madagascar, I have also, to his ever-to-be-regretted cost, invited 
him to have high words with the noisy Power about the flesh pots of 
Egypt, A conceit^ Iberian monkey has, on more than one occasion, 
made rude faces at me. It less time than it takes to smoke a Cuban 
cigar, I have induced my good Translantio friend to pull his ears, 
and I have, for the chattering magpie rext door to him, a rod in 
pickle, which shall be laid on not a thousand leagues from Delagoa 
Bay. In the far East I stage-managed a very effective drama in 
wMch celestial pigtails got handsomely japanned, and I am busily 
preparing another wondrously-intricate piece of the same nature. 
So you see I keep them all employed and myself entertained.” 

“ But then, Sire,” I cried, ” you must be omnipotent,” 

“ I am,” he replied, proudly drawing himself up till the eagle on 
his helmet knocked some drops off the crystal chandelier. ** 1 shall 
soon be master of the universe, suu, moon, and stars included.” 

At this moment an individual in uniform glided into the room, and, 
withrespeotfnl obeisance, presented a note, heavily sealed withred wax, 
to the August One. He tore it open with a triumphant smile; hut, as 
he read, his countenance changed to an expres.ion of concentrated 
fury, 

“ Beasts 1 brutes ! Unmentionable scoundrels 1 ” be cried savagely; 
and then perceiving me, he crnmpled np the missive and flnng it inli 
in my face. Clutching the precious document in my right hand, and 
forgetting to pick up my hat and umbrella, I fled from the palace 
and rushed to the railway station. The Brussels express was just 
leaving, and I sank exhausted on the velvet cushions of a flrst-class 
carriage. What a terrible journey all on your account. Happily I 
was not pursued. Hot till we had passed the frontier did I remove 
the letter from my boot and devour its contents. It ran as follows 
“ Sirs, — ^The Heichstag declines to spend another mark on never- 
to-he-satisfled naval armaments. — Tour devoted, Von M,” 

How I understand the August One’s wrath, and so I hope do you. 
Awaiting the ever-beneficial and welcome cheque, I am 

Youb Special Correspondent. 


AK IMPEEIAL INTEEVIEW. 

Brussels, Ma^ch 4, 1896. 

Sir,— Armed with your credentials, I had no difficulty in obtaining 
an interview with the August Personage, whose name it is as well not 
to mention in view of the perturbed state of Europe. 1 found him at 
his Imperial Castle of Pansmutter (it is best to be discreet), busily 
I engaged, with a large map of the world before him, in planning, as I 
imagined, some delightf ol foreign trips. As I entered his study he 
was singing, to a not unfamiliar air, the following words 
“ Rule, mle the Kaiseu, 

He rules the earth and waves. 

And Teutons ever, ever must be slaves.” 

“ Words and music mine own,” he said, with some touch of pride, 
as he begged me, as he expressed it, ** to come to an anchor.” 1 was 
struck by the August One’s attire. On his head he wore an ea^led 
helmet ; his coat was. if I mistake not, the full-dress swallow-tail of 
a Britiw admiral, and his legs displayed the tight red continuations 
of a hussar, together with a pair of long sea-hoots. The August One i 
evidently noticed my surprise at his original costume, for he observed j 
gmvdy, “ I amtheimpersonifioation cf the Army and the Havy oom- 
hiaed. 1 am, as it were, Mars-Heptune, formidable, awe-string, 
not to he contradicted. You see,” he added, pointing to the map ; ** 1 
am, as is my custom, amusing myself with a little game of Inter- 
national Hamm-Scarum— my own invention and sufficiently enter- 
taining.” I begged the August One to explain. He graciously 
acceded to my request. 

“Here, for instauce, is Constantinople. A lot of Powers are 
knocking at the Porte— joke of my own, registered for my next comic 
opera. I encourage them to go on knocking, hut I also tell him who 
has the key to be sure and not open the door. One of the Powers 
knocks louder than the others * instantly, in the twinkle of on eye 
[augenhlick)^ 1 suggest to a good friend across the Atlantic that this 
noisy Power is about to poam on his territorial preserves. The good 
friend takes the bait and threatens the noisy Power, who instantly 
suspends his knocking, and, before he can begin again, I myself put 
salt, manufactured solely in Teutonia, on* his leonine, tail by means 
of another friend in South Africa. Two PowerSy who are allied to 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Tax Most Gorgeous Lady Blessington J An attractive title ! 
Open Mr. Fitzofrald Mollot’s book, and regard Sir Thomas Law- 
rence’s portrait of the Most Gorgeous herself I A lovely woman 
truly. Count D’Orsay was not much of an artist, hut he knew a 
pretty woman when he saw one, and the Barou eu-dorsay’s the 
Count’s opinion. Poor “ Gorgeous” one ! This name was fathered 
on her by Dr. Parr. The earliest portion of her existence was 
sEd; so was the latest. In medio ^ ghriossissima ! She bdlonged 
to the Book of Beauty and Keepsake period. Max caret Power 
had a rough time of it in her father’s house, and a still rougher in 
that of her husband, Mr. Farmer. Then, by the advice of a “ kind- 
hearted, honourable man,” Magghb Farmer fanned herself out to a 
protectionist, living for six vears “ under the protection of Captain 
Jeneins,” oolivious of her Farmer husband. Suddenly appeared on 
the scene my Lord Blessington, widower. “ When first he saw 
sweet Peggt,” as the song has it, tbeEarl detired to possets her: 
whereupon unselfish Jenkins nobly effaced himself, on consideraUon | 
of ten thousand pounds paid to him by my Lord Blesstngion ; hut 
before The Gorgeous Mat. caret could obtain a divorce, her husband, 
the fuddled Farmer, during a drqpken orgie, tumbled out of a 


sex Hospital. Then Ho>^to Earl made Peggt Countess, and from I 
that time forth till Hohb Earl paid debt of nature, leaving £2000 
par annum to his widow, the Gorgeous Peggy was Gorgeous indeed! 
Hot a geiius hut was licnised by her. She must have laughed in 
her sleeve (where is her real diary in Pepysiau cipher ?) at a.l the 
geniuses, with the exception of Connt D’Orsat, with whom she 
subsequently lived; and in death they were not divided, as tteir 
stone sarcophagi stand side by side, haviug been design^ and so 
I placed by D’Orsay bims If; the one for Gorgeous Peggy, who died 
liu 1849, and the other for the Count, who became a “Count Out’’ 
iu 1852. In the very full cast of dramatis personce the characters of 
L^.rd Byron and the Conntess Guiccioli are the mo^t interesting. 
In any society, he it were it may, there is always a bore, ar d the 
representative of this genus in this company is Walter Savage | 
Landor, Whether he writes or speaks he is tedious. What a scene 
in Vanity Fair it all is I What showy puppets are the Most Gor- 
geous Lady and the Brilliantly French Polished Count I As a study 
of this artificial period Mr. FixzGERaiD Moliot’s Gorgeous Lady 
Blessington, in two volumes, Irom Downey &' Co.’s, is highly 
recommends by The Baron. 
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THE MUZZLING REGULATIONS. 

Akotbbk Ccupbit. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. I would act in so princely a manner ; and so quietly too. Sabs tells 

^31vnrDA^.m3.T^ ^7.T>r^^lr mrw T.TA-DTr rr/^^^v nr t 5 me he hears Hicks-Beach Wanted to aot anonymously iu the matter. 

EXTBiCTED FBOM THE DIABT OF TOBY, M.P. “Put it down froml* A friend,’ ” he said to Jozm, whenvolunteer- 

House of Commons^ Monday. March 2 . — inp the little sum. 

Hotbiug could exceed the solicituae with which Jokth, not to he outdone in generosity, de- 

JoKiM, expounding his naval scheme, contem- /v |BL clined, 

plated the probable feelings of foreign Powers — - ~ “ No, Hiczs-Bbacb,” he said ; “ a man who 

when they learn how the British Fleet is to be would put his hand in Ms pocket, take out 

strengthened. “ You really mustn’t,” he said, i ~i ' somebody else’s five millions-and-a-half, and 

glancing across the silver streak, “compare this Isy it on the altar of Ms country, deserves to 

^ifiing amount of twenty-two millions spent on # ' have his name publicly mentioned ; and 1 shall 

our Navy, with the francs, or marks, or roubles, doit.” ^ 

or lire you lavish on 3rour puny fieets. Just think * ^ Hicks-Beach had to sit there blusMng 

of your armies. Britannia has no army worth * whilst the House r^g with applause at his 

speaking of; no towers along her steep; her jKlilMM unparalleled generosity. Only the Sqttxre oe 

march is o’er the mountain wave, her home is Malwood unresponsive, 

on the deep. So of course we must make our- " Yes,” he said, with something more nearly 

selves at home there. NotMng farther from our approacjMng a sneer than is accustomed to find 

thoughts or intention than threatening you. In exuression on Ms benevolent countenance, 

fact, if you look at it in the proper ligfnt, you ** men, they ’ve got the ships, 

will see that this expenditure and this labour m iliMMiffllliM aud they ’ve got our money, too.” 

are incurred solely for your benefit. Think how lyVromuu m Business done. — New Naval Scheme ex- 

much more valuable we are made to any friends wmvMWM I ilained. Colossal generosity of a right hon. 
of ours! That ’s the proper way to look at it,” Member. 

House much pleased at this way of putting Tuesday, — Ashmead-Babtlett, like other 

things; hope same point of view will be accepted fonns of adversity, has Ms uses. In the last 

at Berlin and other places where England is Parliament there were Members who affected 

loved. Seventeen millions-and-a-half is the belief that he was in the secret pay c^f Edwaj^ 

amount of additional expenditure involved in r G-bet and Sydney Buxton. ^ Certainly he ^d 

scheme. A tidy sum, wmch House faced with • v-o much to improve and establish the reputation 

equanimity, BScks-Beach has behaved nobly. ’> 3 /V of those eminent statesmen, 'Whenever -^e 

As J'^KiM phrased it, “the CHANCBLion of _ ^ Jm -' X course of evtuts, whether in connection with 

THE Exchequeb will generously put aside the ^ Foreig^n Office or Colonial Office, tended to 

surplus of this year to meet the expenditure make matters embarrassing for Mmisters from 

underthe Naval "works BiU, wMch will amount “Who said AtbocittC-mongebs) !” Party point cf ;dew, np jumped SliOMio, 
to five millione-and-a-half.” A Study of a Yolcano recently extinct, not from dashed in with ridiculons question wMch gave 

That something like generosity. Posdbly no any failure in the supply of lava, but the cold the Minister concerned cpwitunity cf tripping 

country but England possesses a oitiz^n who stream of facts has been too much for it! him up, whacking Mm about the head, and, 




. , , urallriTiff nfP Ms seat or taking: off his hat, he would forthwith he haled forth and 

, amid the cheers and laughter occasioned by incident, walking lowest d^geon beneath the castle moat. On the contrary, if , 

reinstated. , . , j TTmige beinfir cleared for a division, a Member having something to 

^To-night EDWAnnGBBTplaced under renewedobligatioi^^^^ couitSusly rises, bows to the Speazeb, and opens his mouth, 

Quwt«. SiiiSMiiHsutoittedoMeofAmemainoneofthoseforceM, «mgry cries of ‘‘Order I Order!” Aocerding 

to fundamental principle of British Constitution, a Member in such 
drcnmstances must remain seated, press his hat over his brows, and 
cry aloud, “Mr, Speaker 1” , , ,, , , „ ^ 

Taknbe wouldn’t have minded that, only, nnfortunately, hadn’t 
got a hat handy. Mr. O. once, in similar oiroumstanoes, fujoepted 
loan of Farrer Herscheix’s hat— an accidental service which ulti- 
mately landed the then Member for Durham on the Woolsack. 
Takker having no Lord Chancellorships to give away, no one would 
lend him a hat. Before he could ‘‘convey’’ one, opportunity fled. 
When, later, he attempted to recapture it, bellowing “No ! ” when 
Speaker said “The Ayes have it,” Speaker ignored his existence, 

and declared motion carried. t m v -at. u- a » 

These things happened yesterday. I ’ll he even with him yet,” 

said this relic of the Old Guard. So just on the stroke of midnight, 
after long debate on Shipbuilding Vote, Tanner rose. If he spoke 
for three minutes would carry debate over to another sitting. Prijice 
I Arthur, swift as hawk on hapless pigeon, pounced. 

“ I beg to move,” he said, ‘*^that the question be now put.” 

“ Gag 1 Gag ! ” roared Tanner in fury. . xv a -x 

Theu the Speaker, in provokmgly quiet manner, observed, that if 
this sort of thing went on he wonld have to call the attention of 
House to his conduct. “ And this is a so-called free country I ” said 
Tanner, stamping out to the Division Lobby. ^ 

Business House got into Committee on Shipbuilding vote, 

—gxjiHERLAND, K:.C.M.G., back, after six weeks in the 
altematmg sunshine and snow of Riviera. “Hope you haven’t 
been overworking yonrself ,” I said, regarding with anxious sohcitude 
his pensive countenance. ^ ^ ^ a j • i.* 

“No,” said the Chairman of the P. & 0., with hands deep in hia 
pockets, and a far-away look in his eyes. “ But you see, a big con- 
cern like ours requires constant care and absolute seli-devotiou on the 
part of those who manage its affairs. One must have his eye every- 
where. Bombay, Calcutta, Yokohama, and the Austrian ports | 
loom large on our list. But the Chairman must also keep in personal 
touch with smaller ports, such as Rome, Florence, Cannes, and 

Monte Carlo.” , .i -aa* i 

Business Well, we pretty equally divided the _ sitting! 
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The Latest Surprise from the Transvaal. 

pregnant, stirring speeches which are all tw brief for app^te of de- 1 ij^^^gg^^a^local Belfast ^iU and discussion o/ new scheme of Naval 
Ighted House, Edward GBExah9ut to follo^p^henSn,OMio took the|^ « Belfast Corporation BUI, as more important, had 

loor. Evidently in best form; his noble nature stirred to deepest xne -DeuasTi f 


|g] 

depths by aspersions upon the gentle Ttui* , It was true th^, ag^st 
his will, in anguished suppression of his instincts, Turk had butchered 
a few Armenians, inclucung women and children. But it was aU the 
fault of Sam Smith. With^ terrible voice, with fat forefinger 
ominously shaken in his direction, Silomio denounced the blameless 
Samuel and “his co-atrqcity-mongers,” as directly responsible for 
any little misunderstanding that may have arisen between the 
Turks and their Christian fellow-subjects, resulting in bayoneting, 
burning alive, dismembering, and other extreme oontroyersial pro- 
ceedings. After this blatant performance— suggestive in tone and 
manner, as Sabk says, of the Walk-up, Walk-up Genlleman in 
front of the fair caravan just before the show begins — came Edward 
Gbet with his quiet manner, his high tone, his studiously fair- 
mindedness, To him succeeded Georob Curzoct in far away the 
best speech he has yet made in the House. A difficult position for 
the spokesman of Foreign Office inet with a courage, frankness and 
dexterity that charmed the gathering audience. 

“Nothing, my dear Tort,” said Prince Arthur, looking down 
from the pyramidal heiehts of his thirty-eight years, “has for a long 
time given me keener pleasure than listeuixm to these two speeches. 
Endurance of the strength and fame of the House of Commons rests 
not with the old Parhamentary Hands, but with the jeune ecole. As 
long as we have young men like Edward Grex and George Curzon 
coining forward, so long will the Mother House of Parliament maintain 
her high reputation.” 

Cunous to find Prince Arthur quite naturally assuming these 
patriarchal airs, By-and-hy we shall have him adopting Mr. G.’s 
pet phrase, and talking solemnly ahont having arrived “ at my time 
of life.” 

Business done , — Government admit they can do nothing to help 
Armenia. “ Yery well,” says the House, cheerfully ; “ go on doing it,” 

Thursday,— Jit,, Tanner is becoming disappointed with the new 
Speaker. He looks so bland, has such pleasant voice, such courteous 
manner. Seems as if you could do anything with him. Takneb 
discovers that, as he puts It, the leg is on the other boot. No chance 
for a sportive member. Only yesterday Tanner, attempting to raise 
point of order when House had been cleared for division, had every 
advantage taken of him. B appened to he sitting under gallery above 
Gangway when oDportunity presented itself. Sprang to his feet to 
address Chair. That he &ew was out of order. Supposing when 
debateTin progress a Member were to join in it without rising from 



** It had been said that such ideas as he held were prehistono 
Well, he would rather have the doctrine of a prehistoric statesman than tne 
ravings of an up-to-date Jingo. {Laughter,) What was tbe good of a man u 
he had to walk about iu heavy armour all his life. {Laughter.) oir 
Wilfrid Lawson, March 6. 

precedence. When dinner hour approached, and most Mem^rs, 
worn out with squabble in back streets of Derry, had gone oti to 
dinner, took up the Navy Yotes. 

Limerick “Twist” eor New York “Straight 
very day that Lord Dunraven was expelled from_ the New xotk 
Yacht Club, he was appointed Lord Lieutenant of Limenck. 
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PAUNASSTJS PEESEEVED 

{From, the ' Mackimtio^ of Parker 
Smith\ 

To*!** edit ”’.OTir new Lmreate 
BALroiTE'at once refuses ; 

Since no department of the State 
Is managed by the Muses. 

Poesy’s triumph is immense I 
How could it be immenaer ? 
Although incapable of sense 
She doth not need a censor I 
I Sb e ’ s free to shirk that arduou a task 
Beauty to blend with high sense'; 
And is not called upon to ask 
For a poetic licenge. 

Mem. for Football Prophets. 
There is many a slip 
’Twixt the Cup and the “ tip.” 


•VICE YEHSA. 

Sir John Mulais is not in com- 
plete possession of his own voice, 
thoiiarh he has that of the Academy, 
unanimously, for the Presidency. 
Meeting him the other *day, a sym- 
pathising ^ friend * observed, ** My 
dear Sir John,' if you have the 
Academy dinner this year you’ll 
rennire a deputy to speak for you.” 
“ I can get a'lotof people to ‘speak 
for me,’ bless ’em!” replied the 
President. “ You see,” he con- 
tinued, “it isn’t a deputy I re- 
quire : what I want is, as a coster 
would huskily call it, ‘ a vice.’ ” 

A pRACTIOAI. SXTG&ESTION.— Why 
should not the sails of Lord Lctn- 
raven’s new yacht, Can-ac?, be 
utilised by eminent pill makers P 
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Doctor {meeting village dame^ after calling on her hmband), ‘ * Your 
Husband ’s vert low I ” 

Wife , “Oh, Mr, Blandford, SirI Oh, he’s allees been 

MOST RSSPSCFABLE ! ” 


EUS IN UEBE. 

{A Gockney Ehajssody.) 

As I stroll through Piccadilly, 

Scent of blossoms borne from Seilly 
Greets me. Jonquil, rose, and lily, 
Violet and daffy downdilly. 

Oh the feeling sweet and thrilly 
That these blossoms flounced and 
frilly 

From sof c plains and headlands hilly 
Bring my breast in Piccadilly 1 
It subdues me willy-nilly. 

Though such sentiment seems silly, 
Andabunoh,dear, buysyour Willt, 
To dispatch, hy post, to Millt, 
Dwellmg, far from Piccadilly, 

In moist lowlands, rushed and rilly, 
Blossomy as Penzance or Soilly. 
Sweets to the sweet I “ Poor Silly- 
BilltI” 

You may say, in accents trilly. 
When the postman in the stifly 
Eve, from distant Piccadilly, 

Bears this box of rose and Hly, 
Violet and daffodilly, 

To the rural maiden, Millv, 

From her urban lover, 

Willt. 

P.S. 

Dry as toke and skilly. 

Is this arid Piccadilly, 
Notwithstanding rose and lily, 

All the beanteous blooms of Seilly, 
Heft of that flower of flowers — 
Millt. 

So, at least, thinks 

“ Silly Belly.” 

A Chebl Note-taker.— a canny 
Soot suggests that, in view of the 
many nnproteoted children running 
, about the crowded high road of 
Kilbum, the place should be re- 
named Kill-baim. Stick to your 
Burns, douce mon I 


A WOED AGAINST GUSH, 

AND FOR “The Old Gang.” 

{Nofjby Alg-m-ii Gh-rl-s Sw-nh-rne,) 

The Queen of the Sea said one morning : 

“ The mightiest of statesmen on earth 
Are themes for the lute-thrummer’s scnning, 
And matters for minstreHsh mirth, 

With bothers and pothers 
I ’m having a bad time ; 

To school me, and rule me 
I ’U try the lords of rhyme. 

“ Their verses pipe praise of my story. 

My power is the theme of their choice. 

The wrath of my waves is their glory, 
Sea-storms, they declare, are my voice. 
They fear it who hear it. 

(Though poets have told me 
They sicken, sore-striken 
When they are on the sea.) 

“ As lords of my fate and my keepers. 

In charge of my shores and my ships, 

I ’ll try these sweet chirpers and cheepers, 
Who love me so much— with their Hps. 
They ’re haters of traitors. 

False friends or foes descried. 

They ’ll shatter and scatter 
My foemen far and wide. 

“ There ’s Algernon, rapid in rancoxtr ; 

There ’s William, who girds at Turk guile; 
There’s Alfred — on him I may anchor ; 
There ’s Lewis, on whom the Eads snule. 
They deem them, or dream them, 
Greater than the ^eat dead ; 
They’re sunken, and drunken, 

In patriot wrath, blood-red. 


“ I ’ll try their afflatus in action ! I 

Weg ’s gone, and his place is not known ; 

While faction is squabbling with faction, 

Like dogs who contend for a bone. 

They care not, they spare not, 

When at each other’s throats; 

They muster, and bluster, 

“ Blind ranks and bellowing votes.” 

“ The poets are now my sole peerage I 
They will not come shuffling their mobs ; 

Of singers it seems the small-beer-age, 

But— "bardlings won’t nerpetrate jobs. 

The sobbing and throbbing 
Of lyres my State may save ; 

They sneer not, ani jeer not 
At Britons rule the Wave I ” 

* * * * 

Alas I the Bards split into parties, 

As bitter as bitter could be. 

Yelled Algernon, “ Hireling I True Art is 
To sing— upon shore— of the Sea ! 

In justice, my trust is ; 

If f oeman nearer creep. 

Fierce curses— in verses— 

Will drive them to the deep I ” 

Wailed William : “ Our past was right royal, 
But duty no longer we heed. 

Bashed Abdol laughs at us, disbyal, 

We sacrifice glory to greed. 

No nation holds station 
More low than England now. 

Oh, Britain, gold-bitten, 

Cain’s brand is on thy brow I ” 

Moaned Alfred : “Oh, rhyme without reasoni 
Our England is cabn, not asleep. 

To rail at her thus is high treason, 

Her bastions of brine she wiE keep. 


The wages of ages 
Of commerce she has kept. 

Fame f afls them, shame veils them. 
Who dare suggest she— slept!” 

“ Nay,” Lewis retorted, “ we know it, 

This brag about power and fame. 

You call yourself patriot and poet ? 

The glory you hymn is our shame I 
Boom darker and starker 
Is standing at our gate ; 

Those Tories our glories 
WiE shadow,— sure as fate ! ” 

* * « * 

The Queen muttered: “Ah! much I mis- 
doubt me I 

E’eu Bards are not all on one side. 

I ’d best bind my armour about me, 

And look to my statesmen for guide. 

These singers are sEngers 
Of mud, like party bands. 

Lute twanglers are wranglers, 

And fight, with grubby hands I 
“ If Algy meets Alf at my gateway, 

They pause and shy stones by the gate. 

If William sees Edwin, why straightway 
Each other they slangwhang and slate. 

My story^ my glory, 

They sing, but, oh, dear me I 
Power rose not, and grows not, 

By— gush about the Sea! ” 

A Naval Question.— Mr. Robespierre 
Tappertit writes from the Jacobin Club, 
Seven Dials, to inquire whether Mr. Goschen 
ought not, like Charles the First, to be 
impeached for endeavouring to levy ship 
money ? 


VOL. cx. 
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LADIES NOT ADMITTED. 


VniversUy Don '^Ybry sorry, Mks Minbrya, but perhaps you are not aware that this is a Monastic Establishment.” 

the ^ series of rebuffs withiu the last few days. On Tuesday week the Congregation of 

as alterriftti™ Tuesday list it followed up this blow by rejecting all the resolutions proposed 

s, Testerday the Cambridge Senate infficted the uh^ndest cut of all by practically imitating the ungaUant example of Oxford.*^ 

Kmee, March 13, 1896.] 
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ARRY OM BLUfS AND BLUESTOGKINCS. 

Dear, Chajbue,— ’O oray for old Hoxfordl 
She ’s giye the bluestockings wot for ! 
Miss Minerva is chucked, and no muffins! 

That Peri wot wer.t at the door 
Of Tommy Moore’s Parrydise, Charlie, —a 
pome I ’d to mug as a kid, — 

Must ^ave felt pooty much like the lydies to 
whom the B. A. is forbid. 

Quite light and sorootnoodlcous, Charlie! 

Wot next, and wot next, and wot next ? 

1 tell you, old man, it ’s fair monstrous, the 
way we get worried and vext. 

Us men as is men and not mollies, by Woman’s 
Rights ’umbug and slop ; 

Atd it^s yum-yum to find tnere’s still Dons 
as can twirl Mrs. Parxin&ton’s mop. 

I ’m not Hoxford or Cam^^ridge, wns luck I— 
’Cf pfc, of course, at this time of the year, 
When I’ve got my small bit on the Boat 
Race, as Hoxford ^ ill land me, no ftar 
She ’as pulb d me through pr p r f ome seasons, 
and so I still back the Dxrk Blue. 

And I’m happy to see there’s no chance of 
her running di. feminine crew* 

Dark Blue don’t mean bluestocking, Charlie, 
and lor, there ’s some comfort, old chap ; 
We’re a deal too much petticDat-govermd, a 
rule as means treacle and pa)). 

A nice bit of frock is all right, while she plays 
second fiddle all through, 

But not as a Batchlor of Arts, or the stroke 
of a ’Yartity crew. 

Fact is, women are sneaking our rights, hander 
cover of claiming their own ; 

And it ’s time as ns men put our foot down, 
afore th^ she-sarp nt ’ s full grown. 

A good manly crusher, dear Charlie, whilst 
woman is bunder our ’eel, 

Will save us a doRop of trouble, as no doubt 
the ’Yarsities feel. I 


Keep ’em out, my dear boy, keep ’em out I 
They’ve bin creeping and creeping for 
years. 

Ho, it ain’t as I ’m down on the donahs as 
donahs I love ’em, the dears I 

But as cricketers, footballeis, doctors, M.P.’8, 
and the dickens knows wot, 

Likewise B.A.’s and that, I agree with the 
Dons that it ’s all tommy- rot. 

A man as Is really a man, mate, and not a 
mere moUy in bags, 

Knows that women was made to knock under, 
in spite of them Radical rags. 

While us men set the pace, my dear Charlie, 
no doubt we can romp in in front ; 

Bnt if females git sprintiiig away, on their 
own, we mayn’t he in the ’mat. 

And that ’s wot they ’re arter, my pippin, as 
won’t do at no price at all. 

They may mug up, and pass, and all that, but 
they mustn't sJwve men to the wall ! 

Lor’, life ’s a ’ard row, as it is, and onr easies 
is wonderful few ; 

i But we must ’ave the pxdl iu the pace, and 

I we must ’ave first cut at the screw. 

Betsy Boshem, B.A.! There’s a picture! 
Minerva is drawn with a owl ; 

Does she think that a ’ Yarsity Don is a similar 
species of fowl, 

As big and as bleared in the goggles, as blind 
to the true time o’ day f 

Ho, no, sling your hook, Miss Bluestocking, 
and cart your old poultry away 1 

“ Wot do you know of Hoxford, or Cambridge, 
of college or knowledge, young fool ? 

Ihe cheap sporting pypers your books, and the 
streets and the •* public ” your school ; 

Tour B.A. degree Braggart Ass, your exams, 
in back-slang and me hodds ! 

Yah 1 Stick to your gutter snipe patter, and 
don’t touch the girls or the gods I ” 


So snaps snarly old Snipe of onr club. Was a 
schoolmaster once, so ’tis said ; 

But ’is dnds are as seedy as 6uy T'ox^ ’is 
nose end’s remarkable red. 

But if I say one word agin women, or progress, 
*e always chips in, 

And gives me wot for ’ot and ’ot,— till I stand 
’im a rum or a gin. 

Poor old himage, ’e ^as got a tongue on ’im, 
rough as a old reaping ’ook, 

’E mayn’t ’ave a brown in ’is pouch, but ’e 
'as there a greasy old book. 

By some Latin line-faker named ’Orris, on 
wich ’e will browse by the hour, 

With a tot of rum ’ot and a pipe, ’appy,— ah ! 
as a bee in a bower. 

But talk agin laming or lydies, and doht 
the old donkey wyke up, 

And go for yer like a old lion, or leastways 
my tarrier pup ! 

For there’s more snap than roar in old 
Snipe. Well, I worrit ’im awful some- 
times, 

But a lotion, a pipe, and a screw always 
makes ’im f orgit arf my crimes. 

'E brags of some blooming Creek donah called 
Sappo, or some seek a name, 

And swears as the ’Yarsity Partingtons 
won’t, in the end, win the g^e ; 

For knowledge can’t be, like Dutch rivers, 
diverted by dykes and by dams. 

Or kep to one sex by tradition, or cramped 
np by emrses and crams. 

StUl, nevertheless, notwithstanding, I’m glad 
as that B. A degree 

Isn’t copped by tbe bluestockings yet, wich is 
aU bloomin’ fiddledee. 

As the women are welting on now, no one 
knows wot next fort they will carry ; 

But Hoxford, no doubt, will feel ’appy to ’ave 
the approval of ’Abry. 
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THE JOYS OF SCANDAL-BEARING. 

SAT, BoTTNDBESON — ^TOTT KNOW THAT RATHER RUMMY StORY 
YOtr TOLD ME ABOUT LITTLE SOHBBCK, THE YlOLINIST, AND THE 

Dowager Duchess of St. Ambergris ? Well, I met Joe Oadby 
ON Wednesday, and what do you think ? He 's got the whole 

YARN FROM BEGINNING TO END, FIDDLESTICK AND At.t. j ” 

*‘Of course he has. I KNEW THAT,’* 

“Then, why the dickens did you make mb swear on my 

OATH NOT TO BREATHE A WORD OF IT TO ANT LIVING SOUL, ESPECI- 
ALLY NOT TO Joe Gadby ? 

“Because I wanted to have the fun of telling him all 

ABOUT IT MYSELF, YOU JUGGINS 1 WhY, I TOLD HIM THE VERY 
NEXT DAY 1 ’ 

CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. 

{For Ladies only , ) 

Diiirasi Itrani^A,— Don’t be sbooked, but I have been Bo- 
I Sh^ I to confess it P I have been in front at a 
jtosic HaU . . Aiter all, Ce n est qua U premier fatuc pas qui coute ! 
The way it came about was in this wise. Lord Arthur Hantipole, 
who 18 on the best terms with all the theatrical and musical people, 
begged my dear friend Mrs. Plintagenet-Hibbs {nee de WmEras 
to accept ^ i>-ad been placed at bis disposal by the 

meager oi the Eldorado Theatre of Yaxieties, and she very kindly 
Mked me to jom her party. At first I demurred, knowing that papa 
is so l^u-t the curiosity which we all inherit from the 

overcame my scruples, and now I not 
only do not regret the escapade but long to repeat it, feeling quite 
Uulevardiere Bsid . outre Lfanche. Lord Arthur and a young poet, 
T Jenkm, who has written a play, which the cruel 

iis- I was rather 
Jen^s should have condescended to visit the 
Eldorado, but, Rowing back his raven chevelure, he assured me that 
often coruscated in the most tenebrous 
to bis father’s coal pits,” said Lord 
J?9st delightful den of wicked- 
ness in Europe.' I really began to think myseH a female Daniel 
dens, for he is such a fashionable lion 
young, but so disUngue, a chevalier whom it would 

waistcoat^ which a Gf^reat Personage 
has commanded to be a la mode. He is one of the most affable 


of noblemen, and the stately maimer in which he pressed me to 
accept a glass of soda-water mingled with eau de vie would have 
done Wour to a Doge of Yenice on his nuptials with the Adriatic. 
Lord Arthur has what is called a speaking countenance. A flash 
from his steel-grey eyes made the lacquey who supplied our refresh- 
ment tremble when he was found wanting in no less a sum than 
threepence in the change of half-a-sovereign. I recognised the 
alcohol in an instant. It is one which is only to be procured not a 
hundred miles from 3002, Milk Avenue, E.C., and the soda-water 
had all the sparkle of that supplied to the Hoyal Family by the best 
Manufacturer in Great Britain. (You see, darling, that I can still 
circumvent a malicious and ungrateful Editor.) But revenons d nos 
agneaux. The Eldorado is like a Moorish dream, a revival of the 
glories of Granada, when the crescent bade defiance to that Castile 
which is now only famed for an exceedingly emollient soap. The 
canary silk hangings of our box could not have cost less than three 
guineas a yard, and the great crimson velvet curtain which hung 
behind the footlights would cut up into court dresses for Arch- 
duchesses. Everywhere the lustrous eyes of Electra look down 
upon the lavish display of gold and crystal which ornament this 
temple of harmonious luxury. How Lord Arthur could call it a 
den passes my poor comprehension. But then to those reared in 
feudal palaces a recherche villa at Clapham would be but a mean 
domicile. All the gentlemen in the audience were smoking. I 
confess I liked to see this dissipation. It made the expedition ever 
80 much more risque^ especially when naughty Mrs. Plantagenet- 
Hibbs insisted upon taking some whiffs from Mr, Jenkins’s cigar at 
the back of the box. Lord Arthur, who is a confirmed quiz, said if 
Mrs. P.-H. puffed too much she would ruin her complexion. Quel 
drole n^est ce pas f The entertainment on the stage came upon me 
Tpith the agreeable shock of one’s first attempt at swallo^iog an 
oyster. It was so strange and yet so delicious. The haUets appeared 
to me to be worthy of the Court of Sardanafalus, and I could not 
help clapping my hands vigorously when Mile. Mollet, the pre- 
miere danseuse^ executed a series of bounds, which a chamois could 
scarcely have equalled. I noted that this exquisite Terpsiehorean 
reveller wore a necklace of pearls, which, it not Roman, would 
certainly have ransomed Richard Coeur de Lion twice over. Lord 
Arthur tells me that it is no uncommon thing for the highest 
members of the aristocracy to pay tribute in kind to the talents of 
les belles des coulisses, and that some of them have to hire 
policemen to escort them to and from the theatre. Well, such is the 
just reward of fame ! A vocalist, who sang in a language which I 
did not understand—Lord Arthur said it was called Yiddish — con- 
vulsed the house with his drolleries, but I preferred a lady who 
balanced ninepins on the tip of her somewhat up-tilted nose. Every- 
body got up and cheered when a singer, dressed as a Field-marshal 
— such a leonine man, not unlike Lord W-ls-l-y — warbled a 
splendid patriotic ditty with this stirring refrain : — 

“ For battle I am all arrayed, I Of Germany I ’m not afraid, 

I do not care for life or limb ; 1 For I can fight like Doctor Jim.” 

Mr. Swinburne Jenkins said that “limb” and “Jim” did not 
rhyme, but the people did not enter into this question of poetic 
license. They only roared the chorus. The closing item of the pro- 
gramme was a number of tableaux vivants, I can only draw a veil 
over the performers. Heaven knows they wanted it badly enough. 
Lord Arthur said the effect was “most fetching,” and even Mr. 
Jenkins praised some of the poses as being “ ineffably Greek.” My 
hostess was rather indignant with Lord Arthur when she asked him 
“How would you like to see me as Diana? and he answered, 
“ Yery much ; so long as I wasn’t cast for AcUeon,^^ Ho one but an 
Eton and Oxford man could make such classic repartee. But some- 
thing astonished me more than the living pictures. As we were 
leaving the place we passed a refreshment alcove were some noisy 
people were drinking together. One man gave vent to his hilarity 
in a very familiar tone. I turned to look and there, filling a lady’s 
glass with champagne, was PAPA, leper e noble of ottr domestic circle! 
Ho wonder that I clutched Mr. Jenkins’s arm with such un- 
maidenly fervour that I felt him wince under the pressure, and was 
it not natural that on arrival chez moi I should pass the night suffer- 
ing with migraine ? My misguided parent does not -know that I saw 
him, and I have only one rayon de soleil—hB didn’t see me. Mean- 
time I am fasting for my sins, and can highly recommend this 
poidge maigre. Stew half-a-dozen sticks of maccaroni in a pint 
of water, add two sprigs of finely chopped parsley, the rmds of two 
lemons, a sliced shalot, and pepper and salt to taste. Simmer slowly. 

Ever, dear, Your loving consin, Kadj. 

Old Song Redressed, for the Benefit of Baron Pollock 
AND Me. Justice Bruce, — “ Oh, Willis, we have missed you,^^ 

Hew Pronunciation of the Abyssinian Emperor’s Hame.— 
Many-lick, 

Undeniable Court Plaster, — ^The front of Buckingham Palace, 
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n. 

The Tbelawnet Beownes have arrived. 
They made their appearance this morning. 
They were on the Parade for an hour or two, 
three of them, two girls and a man. Young 
Smith’s glass was glued to them for five 
and twenty minutes, “Clippers, bejovel 
Clippers ! ” he murmured, as he followed 
them up and down, “ Ah I ” he said to Ada, 

‘ ‘ there ’s style for you, if you like 1 That ’ s 
what the Prench people call ayclm\ you 
know.” 

Young Smith rather prides himself on his 
French accent. Last summer he went over to 
Boulogne for a day, and for a" month or two 
afterwards (when he happened to think of it) 
he had almost forgotten his English. “ Ah I ” 
he continued, still studying the new-comers 
through his glass. “ What an air distangy ! 
Those frocks hail from Worth’s or the 
Luvver, or I ’m a Dutchman, Ada ! ” 

Ada’s eye followed the direction of the tele- 
scope, and the smile died on her lips. Was 
it jealousy ? Presentiment ? The shadow of 
coming events? Poor little Ada! Beside 
these “clippers” she looked a mere nobody, 
and she was conscious of it. 

Young Smith is a wonderful judge of cha- 
racter. At the very first glance he decided 
that the new comers had “ style,” and before 
the morning was out he overheard the fol- 
lowing conversation, which confirmed his 
judgment. 

“The Colonel won’t be down for another 
week, Aigy,” said Miss Teelawney Beo'Wne. 

“ Really ? ” drawled her brother, 

“No; he is detained in town by Parlia- 
ment.” 

“ Awful bothaw.” 

Young Smith pricked up his ears. Colonels, 
even common Colonels, were a cut above him ; 
but Colonels who sat in Parliament I Phiou I 

“You had a letter from Sir G-eoege this 
morning?” asked the second Miss Teelaw- 
ney Beowne. 

“ Ya- as. The Ba’net wants me to go north 
for the last of the hunting, you know.” 

Youn g Smith's eyes dilated. Baronets and 
hunting ! It was not every day that young 
Smith listened to talk like this. Before 
tea-time all Little Puddleton knew what he 
had heard. “They seem nice sort of people 
these Teelawney Beownes,” he said ; ‘ * well 
connected, and all that sort of thing. I heard 
young Beowne say that some Baronet had 
asked him to go hunting.” 

Young Smith has an elder sister, and her 
name is Madge. Young Smith does not think 
much of her— “not one of my sort, you 
know ; ” but Haeey Jones, Ada’s fifth and 
favourite brother, reckons her divine. There 
is nothing BLarey wouldn’t do for Madge. 
He has called his cutter after her ; he blacked 
a boy’s eye because he said she squinted ; and, 
when he is in funds, he brings her packets of 
fruit-tablets from the penny-in-the-slot ma- 
chine. The other day Haeey caught sight of 
Ada’s photograph. Ada was frightened, for 
Haeey is a great tease, and she thought she 
would never near the end of it. But Haeey 
was intensely interested. He wanted to know 
how much it cost. Ada couldn’t teU him. 
He supposed it could be done cheaper without 
a frame ? And Ada thought yes, certainly it 
could. 

A few minutes afterwards Haeey was down 
on the beach in consultation with the photo- 
grapher, The regular charge was sixpence 
each— a shilling for a group of two. Would 
that include a frame? No, only a pink 
paper mount. A frame was fourpence extra. 
Haeey’s face fell. He would give the world 
to be taken with Madge Smith, but he had 
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What Bait aeb yee tsin*, Billie?” 
“Cheese.” 

“What aee yee tryin’ ter oatoh — ^Mice?’ 


only fivepence-halfpenny. It was no nse 
asking Pa for anylhing, he was such an old 
screw ; and Ada? Ada had half-a-crown in 
her purse, hut she was uot allowed to change 
it. Conld the photographer possibly do it for 


XU« VVUJUi —w* 

less? Haeey nated bargaining ; but, hang 
it! what was a fellow to do? Well, yes, 
to oblige the gentleman, the photographer 
thought he might take the two for ninepence. 
Fivepence-halpenny from ninepence, that 
left fourpence - halfpenny— no, threepence, 
wasn’t it ? Haeey could never tackle arith- 
metic, and, when there was a fraction, he 
always felt uncertain. He thanked the photo- 
grapher, and said he wonld think of it. Half 
the day he spent devising schemes to raise the 
residne. He volunteered to rig ont Johnny’s 
boat for threepence, and to mend the little 
Rohinson-hoy’s cycle-horse for a halfpenny. 
His offers were declined withsuspicion. Paltry 
as the sum was, there seemed no possibility of 


getting it, and Hard y sat about all the after- 
noon, biting bis nails, and f rownin g. He was, 
in fact, qnite metamorphosed. Pa Jones dm 
not once have to tell him how many had acci- 
dents he had seen, and Ma Jones began to 
fear he was developing infiuenza. The whole 
honsehdld was altered. Not one raid did 
Haeey make into the nnrsery; not one doll 
did he Jack-the-Ripper ; not once did he pull 
the twins by the hair, nor smack little 
Toddles’s head. Ada alone had an inkling 
of his ailment, and offered her sympathy; 
hut Haeey would none of it. He sat apart 
in melodramatic ^ence, brooding over Ms 
wrongs, and cursing the fate that left him 
to struggle through li£e on such a limited 
income, 

“ Thott aet so Near and yet so F^.” — 
Appropriate address to a miser residing at 
the Antipodes. 
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THE SIJHDAY PLEASUHE-SEEKEH’S 
YADE MECUM, 

{Compiled ly a TTirngTitfibl Mem in the Street) 

Question, I may take it tkat you are satis- 
fied 'with the Division in the House of Commons 
concerning the Sunday opening of museums 
in the Metropolis ? 

Answer, Certainly ; the more especially as 
it is the first time that such an event can be 
recorded. 

Q, And the fact that the majority of the 
j House are Conservatives adds to the tnumph ? 

I A, ignite so, as the Opposition are generally 
accepted as the only supporters of progress, 

Q. If the London museums come to be 
opened as proposed, what will be the probable 
result ? 

A, That for several weeks those places of 
instruction, if not amusement, will be crowded 
on the day added to the list. 

Q, And afterwards ? 

A, Then, judging from provincial prece- 
dents, the novelty 'will wear ofi, and the 
number of Sunday -visitors will fall to the 
level of the average week-day attendance, or 
even lower. 

Q. Will the 01 i Messers have a beneficial 
effect on the average artisan ? 

-4, It is to be hoped so, although sceptics 
and scoffers may urge that the Old Masters 
have not done much to improve the taste of 
persons moving in a more exalted sphere of 
Society. 

Q, Have not Free Libraries been a sweet 
boon to the working-man? 

A, That is a matter open to doubt; at 
least, so say many influential ratepayers. 


Q. But -will not the picture galleries— Old 
Masters apart— keep the artisans on a Sunday 
out of the public-houses ? 

A, Hot if they are only opened from two 
to six, when the taverns are out of compe- 
tition. 

Q. Then the licensed victualler has no 
cause for apprehension ? 

A, On the contrary, he should be able to 
discover cause for satitf action in a movement 
that may possibly increase his profits, 

Q. Make your meaning plainer. 

A, I consider that the licensed victualler 
will find, when at six o’clock the galleries 
close and the taverns open, that many of the 
pietnre-inspeoting crowd will seek his now 
legally hospitable establishment clamorous 
for suitable refreshment;. 


A SOMERSET SONNET. 

Of a Zuuday mam, as I do zit out door 
’Q-in parch, I do arften zee what volks mid 
carl 

A garden-bed, zim zo, but middlin’ smarl, 

By which wold Missns zet a deal o’ store. 

You never ha’n’t a-zin its like avore, 

Wi’ roses red an’ white, an’ shart an’ tarl, 

An’ stocks an’ poppies, dafEydils, an’ arl, 

Zo bright as any rainbow ’tes for sure. 

I beaut a-tarkin’ ’bout our garden gay. 

What vor’d a man be makin’ rhymes upon it ? 
An’ tidden garden-fiow’rs I do mean no way— 
But arl they fiow’rs to Missus’ Zunday bonnet ! 
WeR there must stop— sohoolmeaster he do 
zay 

’Tes varteen lines do go to make a zonnet. 


SPORTIYE SONGS. 

The CaiTicAXi Oo'csiir to the Lady 
Footballer, 

I CONFESS I’m surprised, cousin Kate, 

At the sport that you’ve chosen to play — 
But your reasons I don’t under-rate, 

For, of course, with a will there ’s a way. 
And your will I have known for so long, 

And your way ’s irredstihle might, 

So whether folks say it is wrong 
Doesn’t matter, so long as you ’re right. 
You ’re a picture, when dressed for the fray 
In yonr jersey of delicate green. 

While your smart knickerbockers display 
The trim shape of— you know what I mean. 
Your ruddy gold locks are tight curl’d 
In a knot ’neath yonr gay tassell’d cap ; 
You ’re the prettiest hoy in the world ! 

I shall certainly call you “ old chap ” I 
Your kicking is— well, <anite A 1, 

And yon move with a great deal of eaie ; 
But why does a feminine run 
Involve such a knocking of knees ? 

You dribble with marvellous zest, 

Yet never give chance of a fall ; 

But, it strikes me, you ’re j ast like the rest, 
A little hit seared by the ball. 

’lis a spirited sight, I admit. 

What I a goal from your iip-tUted toe I 
A hit, Kate, a palpable hit I 
There was no one to stop it you know. 
There— I’ve often indulged in the game 
That I learnt at the best of aU schools ; 

But I ’m blest if this football’s the same I 
When you’ve done, dear, do teach me yom 
I roles! 
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‘A REUNION OF ARTS.” 

At the Savoy Theatre Sir Arthur Sullivan and W, S. Gtilbert, 
reeently re-nnited, have produced a new opera, entitled The Grand 
Duke. “The long and the short of it” is exemplified in the two 
Acts : the second being not nearly so long as the first. It is of the 
old Savoy popular pattern, but a good deal of “cutting out” is 






mi '1 j. 


i) THIS memorial I 

f . IS affectionately dedicatedI 

/ J^^UTHOR&CfoMPOjfER. ^ 
IN (ywt'ErUL REM embrimce: 

■ n\$ /MVALC/A^lf SfERViCE . 

FAOM THE DAY5 





still essential.^ About a third of the first Act and an eighth of the 
sec^d, including the “ Eoulette song and chorus,” might be omitted 
with advantage. Also for the conductor to catch at the slightest 
possible indication of a wish to encore is a mistake, “When in 
j doubt, play trumps”— but don’t give an encore. 

The Q-hbert and the Sullivan Frank Cellier beats the time. 
Once more are hand in hand, Not much of reason I engage 
With Barrington, Miss Brand- Is here, but lots of rhyme ! 

RAM too, Though what about it all may 

The last of former band. he, 

Consented have Sir S. and Q-. Is, I admit, a mysteree. 

A pomt or two to strain, ■ xv i. 

AndD’OvLx Carte, with gladsome show, 

heart W ith chorus, girls and meu ; 

Cries. “ riere we are again 1 ^ve Ijr BaEBitraxoir ; 

No matter what has gone before, * ends 11,10. ^ ^ 

I only for just one more I ” Passhobe, when eeen, is conucal ; 

Miss Perry’s voice earns praise; 
And so a two-act opera, Madame von Palmay should 

TJuequal acts, they wrote ; recall 

Sir .^THUR did the tuuey tunes, Savoyard Palmy days. 

With Gilbert for his “ pote.” It pleases and it puzzles,— but 
Charles Harris puts it ou the One* thing is clear,— it must he 
stage, cut. 


OUE BOOKING-OIFICE. 

About the time violets begin to peep forth in sheltered woods, 
Burdetth Official Intelligence of the Stock Exchange also comes 
out.^ It is in its fifteenth year, and if disclosure were made of the 
particular infants’ food on which it has thrived, it wonld make the 
fortune of the nutriment. Sixty years ago Macaulay, reviewing 
Hr. Nares’ JELietory of Burleigh and hie Times^ summed up the 
merits of the book by the remark that “it consists of about two 
thousand closely printed quarto pages, occupies fifteen hundred 
inches cubic measure, and weighs sixty pounds avoirdupois.” No 
public weighing machine being within convenient distance of my 
Baronite’s humble residence, he cannot fully follow Macaulay’s 
method of criticism. But in the matter of pages and their size, 
Burdett beats Nares. Two thousand one hundred and twenty-seven 
is the_ number^ of pages of the Official Intelligence^ each crammed 
with infomation. Amongst new matter, it contains an article on 
the operation of the Sinking Fund, of peculiar interest just now. In 
it wiU he found the germ of the idea Mr. Goschen has adopted for 
meeting the added expenditure on Naval Works. [ 

By an undesigned coincidence Mr. Frowde has simultaneously 
issued from the Oxford University Press the Frayer Book and 
Hymns Ancient and Modern^ beautifully printed on India paper, 
daintily bound, and held together in a morocco case. In bulk each 
measures IJ inch by a shade over two. Yet so marvellous is the 
print, so delicate the workmanship, that they are easily read. With 
Mr. Burdett’ s massive tome under his arm and Mr. Frowde’ s 
masterpiece in his waistcoat pocket, a man may go through life with 
the happy consciousness of possessing the largest and the smallest 
hook ol modern days. 

“ To those who desire good company,” writes one of the assistant 
readers, “ I can heartily recommend Green-room Recollections^ by 
Arthur W. aBeckett (Arrowsmith’s). The little hook is a model 
of what such books should he ; genially discursive, bright, unpreten- 
tious. and abounding in good stories admirably told. From his well- 
stored memory the author produces a series of amusing recollections 
dealing with the profession. Charles Eeane, Buckstone, Fechteb, 
Frank Marshall, Paddy Green of Evans’s, Paxgbave SmpsoN— 
all these and many others has Mr. aBeckett seen and known, and of 
all of them he has some good story to tell. If I must select where 
all are good, I take as my favourite the account (on p. 218) of how 
the author and his brother, then very small boys, assisted a Poljr- 
tecbnic lecturer with pea-shooters while he was conducting his 
audience through Rome. To receive a succession of peas full in his 
face while he diEcoursed on the city of the C-esars must have been a 
terrible trial to a staid lecturer. Nothing, too, could he better than 
the story of ‘ Oonah^ produced at the Haymaiket by Edmund 
Falconer. ‘ It began at seven o’clock sharp, and was still being 
pl^d at one o’clock the following morning,’ 

What induced a skilled teller of romances, such as, undoubtedly, 
is Max Pemberton, to waste his own and his reader’s time in 
writing such stnfi as A Gentleman^ s Gentleman f The idea is 
Thackerayan, and what he would have made of it it is not difficult 
for the admirers of Barry Lyndon to imagine. But this story, 
though it has aU the advantages that large print, good margin, and 
the being contained in one handy-sized volume, can give it, is dis- 
appointing and wearisome. The Baron de Book-Worms. 

A Stroke in Time saves EigRt. 

“ Time is money.” We ’re frequently paying 
Through the nose for this apothegm old. 

But at Oxford they have a new saying, 

’Tis that Camhiidge will find time is Gold, 

BURNS ON BILLS. 

It is reported that Mr. John Burns objects to hill posting on the 
London County Council hoardings. Probably this is the first time 
that the ratepayers were informed that the L. C. C. hoarded any- 
thing, as the bills posted by them never contain saving clans es, hut 
generally refer to increased expenditure, and, in fact, refer to ^ost~ 
ulata^ or more money to he required presently. 

Got his little Bit of Sugar.— Major-General G, C. Bird, C.B., 
has been appointed to a First-class District in India. His adminis- 
tration is expected to he note-worthy. 

The Nick oe (Pas)timb. — Sir Henry Mephistopheles Col- 
viLB, E.C.M.G.— Knight Commander of the Mummer Guards. 

The Bitter Cry oe Mr. William Cuthbert Q^uilter, M.P.— 
Pure beer I 

Rotatory Knife (and Fork) Machines.— Pullman Dining Cars. 
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Behevolent Old G&nUema.%. “Now then, little Boy, What do you mean by 
BULLYIHO THAT LITILB GlEL ? Don’T YOU KNOW IT ’S VERY CRUEL ? ’* 

Eude Little Boy, “ Garn 1 wot *s the trouble ? Sbe ’b by SwxsTEEAnt ! ” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

“The Red Badoe op Courage,” 

THisl)ook,'by Mr. Stephen Crane, liaskeeii 
praised in the most extrayagant manner by 
all sorts of critics. I have no wish to detract 
from such credit as may attach to Mr. Crane 
for having taken a subject outside of the ordi- 
nary ruck of subjects, and for having treated 
it in an unconventid manner, I venture, 
however, to suggest that the book does fall 
short-very far short— of the high level to 
which most of the critics assign it, and that it 
falls short for very obviousreasons, which can- 
not fail to suggest themselves to anyone who 
reads it witha desire toestimate it impartially 
according to those standards which are gene- 
rally accepted amongst students of literature. 

The hook professes tobethestoryof a youth 


enrolled in one of the Northern regiments 
during the American Civil War. I said 
“ story,” but, as a matter of fact, there is no 
story in the nsnal acceptation of the word. 
The youth— he is scarcely ever called any- 
thing hnt “the youth,” the expression ooonr- 
ring with dismal iteration on every j are— 
the youth, as I say, appears vaguily as ia a 
cloud, he commits dialogue aud p^-rpetrates a 
chaotic series of self-analysis, heflics fromthe 
battle-field, retuTLS to it, analyses himstlE 
over and over again, is understood to behave 
heroically, and finally vanishes back into a 
thick mist of impressionism. Of story, in 
truth, thereis absolutely nothing; notasingle 
character is clearly defined, scarcely an inci- 
dent is described in such a way as to force 
upon the reader (njponone reader, at any rate,) 
that over-mastenng sense of its necessary 
truth whichis the mark of really greatfiotion. 


In the second edition of The Red Badge of 
Courage are to be found excerpts from some of the 
Press notices which hailed the first edition. In one 
I read that “ Mr. Stephen Crane’s picture of the 
effect of actual fighting onaraw regiment is simply 
unapproached in intimate knowledge and sustained 
imaginative strength, • . . This extraordinary 
bookvrill appeal st^ngly to the insatiable desire lio 
know the psychology of war— how the sights and 
sounds, the terrible details of the drama of battle, 
affect the senses and the soul of man,” “The 
reader,” says another, “ sees the battle not from 
afar, but from the inside.” ‘ ‘ This, we feel instinc- 
tively, is something like thereality of war.” These 
are samples of the eulogies which have been libe- 
rally showered upon The Red Badge of Cowage. 

It will have been noticed that the common note 
struck by the reviewer is the masterly analysis of 
the reality of war. This is curious, for it turns out 
that Mr. Crane is a young man of the age of 24, 
who, being an American, has presumably no per- 
Bonid knowledge whatever of the emotions he 
undertakes to describe. And it may further he as- 
sumed that nine out of ten of his critics are in a 
similar case. The se, therefore, who are ignorant of 
war and its emotions testify to the absolute reality 
of war-pictures, painted by one who has himself 
never been near a battle. I am oonsoions of the 
retort that may be made, and I am prepared to 
admit at once that I myself have never fought 
through a battle or been near one ; nor have I ever 
oocimiedthe position of referee at afootball match- 
All r say is, that this very confused and disjointc d 
account of warfare does not impress me as being 
any tHng like what the real thing ought to be ; and 
I may go further, and add that, written, as it is, 
by a young American of 24,^ it cannot possibly 
pjssess the quality of “intimate knowledge” 
with which it has been almost universally credited 
by those who have reviewed it. 

I HAVE read many stories of war, some imagina- 
tive, some written by men who had borne a share in 
the fighting. I have spoken to many men who have 
tought- modest, manly fellows, for the most part, 
and by no m ean s incl ined to exagge rate either their 
own heroism or that of their companions. And, 
putliogaside allthe tawdry nonsenseof romancers, 
who give you merely the tinsel glitter of war, 1 
much doubt if “the youth” whose heart-search- 
ings are described in The Red Badge of Courage 
is at all a common type. The mass ot men may not 
be brave to desperation ; but they are braver, I take 
it, than this poor, sickly, sentimental, hysterical 
fool, who is constantly engaged in probing his own 
seasations when he ought to be loading and firing 
his rifie. The great battles of the world have all 
been fought by common men, and common men in 
the mass are brave and not cowardly. Michael 
Hardy, who is commemorated in Sir Evelyn 
Wood s book on the Crimea, was a common man; 
Iheheroesof thel4»hR€giaaent of IheFrench army 
who perished almost to a man at Eylan, were c jm- 
mon men ; so were the sergeant and bis men to 
whose memory Sir Francis Hastings Doyle has 
dedicited The Red Thread o/irowoMr,oneof the 
i noblest and most stiri in g battle-poem s in our lan- 
guage. And for myself, I prefer the heroes of 
' The Red Thread of Honour to the miserable 
creature who is dimly revealed to us in The Red 

■ Badge of Courage. 

I HAVE said nothing of the literary and gram- 
i matical styl e of the book. Here are two examples. 
L “ Buried in tiie smoke of many rifies, his anger 
j was directed not so much against the men whom he 
I knew were rushing towards him, as against^ the 

j swirlinghattlephantomswhiohwerechokiQgMm.’' 
i “ A lad whose face had borne an expression of 
i exalted coura ge, the ma j esty of he who dares give 
5 his life, was, at an instant, smitten abject.” On 

■ the whole, 1 cannot in the least agree with the 
reviewer who declares that, “ as a work of Mt, 
The Red Badge of Courage deserves high praise. 
As a moral lesson that mankind still needs, the 

• praise it deserves is higher still.” 
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LATEST dUOTATIONS. 

Some weeks ago I asked J ones 
what he would recommend as an 
investment. “Well/^ he said, 
“if you want something perfectly 
safe to pay not quite tnree per 

cent “My dear feUowI” 

lezelaimed. “But,” he continued, 
“if you want something profit- 
able, just a spec, you know, keep 
your eye on 'em, and sell out as 
soon as they rise, why not try 
that Debenture Corporation? If 
you '11 sit stiU a minute, I 'll read 
you the full title.” Then he took 
an old prospectus from a drawer, 
and began, “The Imperial and 
Colonial Pioneer Land, Finance 
and Exploration and Amalga- 
mated and Consolidated G-old, 
Diamond and Miscellaneous Mines 
and Agricultural. Sheep and Cattle 
Breeding and Ostrich Farming 
Estates of West Africa and South 
Australia Mortgage Debenture 
Corporation, Limited.” I waited 
patiently till he had finished, and 
Qien I drew a deep breath and 
recovered, “You would recom- 
mend,” I said, “ some shares in 
the— in that— how on earth can 
anyone remember all that name?” 
“ Oh,” he said, “ we don’t bother 
about the fall title, we call ’em 
Imps.” So I bought some Imps. 

Then my trouble began, for 
Jones had told me to keep an eye 
on the quotations in the papers 
every day, and sell out as soon as 
the shares rose. That is what I 
have been doing, and my eyesight 
is failing, for every newspaper 
prints eveiy day, in a different 
place and in the smallest type, 
the quotations, which vary every 
hour by sixteenths or by thirty 
seconds. And the evening news- 
papers, which are the most excit- 
m^, since their quotations are the 
prices of the actual day, must of 
course set up and print these tiny 



Gassius Murrmim . . M, Hon, Adhr B-lJ-r, 

Scipio Mmor (Dux JVobHis) H,R H. D’-ke of C-mlr-d^e 
Oassim Mummius, Hail, Noble Chief 1 Hebe from my hands 

BECEIYE 

The gifts the gods provide I 

Sctpio (**in a graceful and dignified mcmrter**), I thank the gods I 
But for a soldier tired of war’s alarms 
There 's no reward, save virtue 1 All the rest 
la DROSS 1 I ’ll none of it ! Yet for your courtesy 
I thank you . — ** The Homan Warrior,*’ Jet Last. 


figures in such a hurry, that the 
part of most interest to me is 
often smudged and illegible. But, 
worst of all, every newspaper, 
morning or evening, has a different 
abbreviation of the company's 
title. Of course, in a line half 
an inch long they cannot print it 
in full. So in one I find^‘ Imp. 
Col. Land Fin, Exp. Deb. Corp,” ; 
in another, “ I. C. Deb. Corp. of 
W. Air. S. Aust.”; in a third, 
“ Pioneer Mort. Deb. Corp.” ; in 
a fourth, “ Imperials” ; in a fifth, 
“ Mines Estates Deb. Corp.” ; in 
a sixth, “ W. Air. S, Aust. Mort, 
Deb, Corp.” ; in a seventh, 
“W. A. S. A. Land Fin. Exp. 
Corp.,” and so on, I can never 
remember under which initial 
letter I shall find it in the alpha- 
betical arrangement; I believe 
that several of the papers try a 
new abbreviation daily, and I am 
sure that I shall become blind or 
mad if I^continue this search much 
longer. I wish I had bought Con- 
sols, thetitleof which never varies, 
and need never be abbreviated. 

What are those shares now? 
Here 's a paper. Has a new abbre- 
viation been discovered? Yes. 
Here they are: “Am. Q-. D. M. 
Mines W. A, S. A, Corp.” They 
have gone down H since I boug^ 
them. But I shall sell them to- 
morrow. 


A DIFFICULTY. 

How shall I turn a rhyme for you ? 

The songs have all long since 
been sung. 

Beneath the sun there 's nothing 
new, 

How shall I turn a rhyme for you ? 

Forestalled these many ages 
through 

Bypoet'spenand lover’s tongue. 

How shall 1 turn a rhyme for you ? 

The songs have all long since 
been sung. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Souse of Commons, Monday, March 9. — Spectacle of good man 
juggling with adversity ever touches the well-related heart. 
Presented just now when Weddebbubn essayed to load truck of 
proposed Light Railways with his speech, and run it over main 
Ime. Unfortimately for him this particular level crossing is 
guarded by a signal-box represented by Speaker’s Chair. Question 
before House was that Light Railways Bill, hayinsr been read second 
time, should be referred to Grrand Committee on Trade. Wedder- 
BURN, as he winsomelymentioned, had prepared speech on second read- 
ing, Had seyeral times attempted to catch the train on this particular 
joimey ; had always missed it. “And then,” he said, with wail in 
vome, recalling^ memories of G-lenooe, “the Closure was moved.” 

T • everything comes to the man who waits, even for a lift by 
Light Railway. Subject up again now. Fortunately Weddebbubn 
had in his pocket notes of second-reading speech. Would work them 
up into the truck forthwith. Perhaps rf he hadn’t uttered his 
lament over earlier misadventure he might have got in a few more 
spadesfnl before he was pulled up. But so pleased with this fresh 
opportunity, couldn’t help chuclaing over it. Signalman in box on 
sharp look out. Weddbbbxjrn not reached second page of treasured 
notes before Speaker down on him with reminder that merits of 
Bm been fully discussed on second reading. Sole question now as to 
which Committee the Bill should he reterred. 

oue chance of using up treasured speech. If Bill went to 
wand Committeeall was lost ; if referred to Committee of whole House 
speech might he worked off, if not at one hurst, then in cheerful spurts 
on succeeding amendments. Such a happy thought this I Wedder- 
not refrain sharing with the House joy of its possession. 

The ^ason why,” he said, “ I wish to keep tins measure in the 
House IS because I have not been allowed the opportunity of speak- 


! ing in debate on the second reading.” Whereat frivolous Members 
opposite burst into hilarious laughter, amid which Wedderburn 
wondering, sat down. 

Mr. Weir much touched at countryman’s calamity. “If,” he 
whispered, “ yon 'H lend me your speech, I '11 put it in the form of 
questions for yon. At the rate of three or four a day they will carry 
yon over Easter. Nothing easier. Take out a passage ; put before 
it Query—* Is the right hon. gentleman aware ; ' stick note of 
interrogation at the end ; and there yon are.” 

Light Railways Bill safely shunted into Grand Committee Yard ; 
House got into Committee on the Navy Estimates. Sage or Queen 
Anne’s Gate nneompromisinriy oimosed increase; quoted, in 
support of argument, fate of the First Napoleon, and example of the 
Early Christians. This last feU a little fiat, for, as Cap’en Tommy 
Bowles shrewdly observed, Sage much more nearly resembles a late 
Pagan than an Early Christian. 

Business done , — ^Voted the Men for the Navy. 

Tuesday.— St tu Bartley?” Gerald Balfour murmured, 
looking with sad eyes below the Gangway. 

Little been heard of the Blameless One since New Ministry formed, 
and he and Ca'pen Tommy left on the leeshore. The Cap’en stands 
by his old quarters, on second beach above Gangway, Has even 
appropriated comer seat once filled by Private Hanburt, now joined 
tUe officers' mess. But the Blameless Bartley to-day blushes below 
the Gangway in quarters where tea-room cabals are got up, Round 
Robins signed, and similar hints given to esteemed Leaders that they 
would have been wiser had they made other distribution of offices. 

Business before the House, a private BiB promoted by Belfast 
CorpiratioD. Under existing arrangements, 70,000 out of p ^pulation 
of 250,000 have no voice in.4Danagement of municipal affairs. Men 
in possession want to make things permanently snug on same basis. 
Johnston of Ballykilbeg, waving Orange fiag in face of Nationalist 
Members opposite, declares that Belfast is prosperous because_it is 
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Protestant. Any attempt to remove bann from CatlioUc citizens would 
be immediately followed by decadence of the shipbuilding trade and 
limpness in the linen market. When B, B. rose from quarter in which 
Baxlykilbeo beats the Protestant drum, it was taken as a matter of 
course he would follow on same lines. In last Parliament, when he sat 
above Gangway, wanting to know when Squire of Malwood was goiag 
to bring in his Local Yeto Bill, any spare moments not devoted to con- 
sideration of that entrancing topic were given to banging Irish Nation- 
alist Members about the head. House now had its breath temporarily 
taken away by hearing the Blameless B., in the familiar gruff voice 
and unoompromiBing manne?, denounce the Belfast business as 
“ unfair, unjust, un-English.” “ It seems to me. Sir,” said B. B-, “ a 
monstrous thing that we should talk so much about justice to Ireland, 
and permit this outrageoii? anomaly in Belfast to continue,” 
Courtney had said much same thing half an hour earlier. Awk- 
ward thin gs from that quarter not unfamiliar on Treasury Bench But 

with Blameless, Blushing, 
Bashful Bartley “kicfc- 
ing out ahind and afore” 
tbiogslookedstrange.fully; 
accounting for reducti )n o f 
majority to 55. 

“Curious effect air below 
the Gangway has upon the 
blameless men,” said 
(} , Gerald, continuing his co- 

/FAl ! I i “1/^ gitation. “Must have it 

h y A sample 3 jCarefuUy analysed. 

aad gee what we can do to 
\ coii^iteraet evil properties.” 

^ ^ done. — Motion 

!' 'L¥' «- \for opsuing National Mu- 

\ fh jseums and Ait Galleries in 

yaLiOiidon on Sundays carried, 
r i Thursday.— Pretty to Bee 

what surging passion of 
personal desire Don Jose 
1 creates in breast of Irish 

// ^ Members. They can neither 

// M without 

// To-night when Com- 

j \ \ mittee of Supply had for 

j \ 'I I hours lain under gas-lit 

u i \ I 3 roof a slnggish pool, Don 

j V\ } V :( stepped down and 

// \ 1 grievously stirred it. Tu- 

// ) ‘ \ i ^ broke forth with 

jf I I volcanic tuidenness and 

^ energy. All about Ashanti. 

That clear-sighted, high- 
" souled statesman, Willie 

K,edi[Ond, regards the whole 
business of the Expedition 
*• I Bountiful, Bashful Bartley ! *' as “ iniquitou?.” John 

Dillon, not to be outdone by spokesman from other camp of United 
Ireland, condemned it as “inglorious and degrading.” “Wicked 
and unnecessary” was Dr. Clark’s commentary, as he rushed in 
breathless, fearful that all the hard language would he used up. 

This touched Don Jose on tender spot. Pardonably proud of 
manner in which he has conducted this little war ; to have it spoken 
of in these terms more than person even of his ordinary equability of 
temper could stemd. 

“ ’Twas ever thus,” said Peinob Arthur, soothingly. “ SciPio 
Atbicanus had his Petilh, you remember. If Clark and Wilub 
Redmond had been in the flesh when SciPio came back to Rome, I 
bringing his laurels from Zama, they would have moved to reduce 
the vote on account of the expedition by the equivalent to £100,000, 
bewailing the exceedingly rude treatment of Hannibal.” 

Don Jose Aericanus appeared at table with ominous calmness of 
demeanour. Got on pretty well till Daiziel interrupted. “ As the 
hon. Member,” he retorted, “has not read the Blue Books, he is 
probably going to join in the debate.” 

Gentleme n bel ow Gangway howled with anguished iudignation, 
Prince Arthur looked uneasily at clock; midnight approaching; 
must get vote ; all going on nicely, and now the fat in the fire, 
fizzling up aU round, turning to ashes hope of quietly snatching 
vote in that moment of exhaustion to which twenty minutes earlier 
Committee closely approached. 

After this continuous- storm, the Closure and Tim Healy. Tim 
been in comparative retirement through sitting. Scented the battle 
from afar ; drawn by irresistible chain. For some moments of wild 
delight, he stood shouting back contumely and scorn at gentlemen 
opi)osite, who wanted to go to division. Don Jos^: having, with 
assistance of Closure, obtained vote in which he was interest^, went 
off home. Hereupon grief of friends opposite broke out in fresh 
.place, more than ever uncontrollable. House sat aU night. In any 


pause in conversation was heard the voice of W'illie Redmond 
crying alond, “Where’s Chamberlain?” and no answer came 
forth from the secretive Night. 

Business dfowe.— Supplementary Army Estimates voted. 




Evictbd prom A-shantt ! 

King Brempeh. ** J’Uy nice f’lers Re’mond an’ Dill’n t’ shtan’ up fer a 
f’ler when he can’ shtan’ up fer ’imself ! We won’ ao ’ome till mor^(Mc).” 
(And they didn’t! House rose at 5.15 a.m. !) 

"Friday. — The Reverberating Colomb back a^eiu. Like his 
distant relation, the Colonue Yenddme, has been laid low by ad- 
versity. Set up 
agsiaatlastGene- 
ralElection ; h ere 
he is to-night, 

shouting ^ at the ^ ^ ] } 

top of his voice 

for a full hour , 

by Westminster ' I 

clock. “Doesnt - : | 

want much,” as \ 

the ’bus conduc- / J 

tor observed of \\ 

the old lady who -- 

said she “wanted \ 

theBank of Eng- \' jJ 

la^^” Sir John ;Z:_ JTk 

Financial Seere- c - 

'7' LIWLH 

mationof himeelf \ ^ , Eli^(&ILAyE)o 

and the world A 

generally, full 

particulars, now - ^ ° ^ 

jealouslyguarJed ^ 

in pigeon holes ^ i f- 

of War Office. 
of the general 

scheme of If a- ^ . . . .. ws mwt ! « 

tional Defence. ■" m 

St. John Shod- T-'':' - 

^ravoM rf ttiB Pagan” bepohe his Altab. 

speech ^ thii^ks Cap’en Tommy Bowles. 




veae IHISRS- 

feVSTPStfl. 


3 m m^r ! 

RBt^eetevs bD-ffVbt 


“A Late Pagan” before his Altar 
Mr. L-b-ch-re, as seen by Cap’en Tommy Bowles. 


not. The Colomb having made its speech offers to withdraw its 
amendment. House insists on negativing it. 

Btesiness done. — G*ot into Committee on Army Estimates, 
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8ACA OF THE SACACIOUS 
NORSECAL. 

See in the paper that there is 
a movement for getting Scandi- 
navian female servants over to 
England. They are said to he 
plentiful, and strictly honest, and 
to regard £12 a year as untold 
wealth. 

Have ordered one. A Yiqueen, 
fresh from the fiords. Thought 
she would understand G-erman. 
She doesn’t— at least not my 
German. Wife tries her with 
French. She grins amiably. This 
is rather serious. Forgot all about 
the language difficulty. 

Get Scandinavian Dictionary. 
Try her with simple sentences. 
“Do you come from Sweden?” 
Curious, she seems cfiended at 
the question. Why ? It appears 
she IS a Horsewoman, and Horse 
and Swedes don’t love each other. 
How childish I Possibly a refer- 
ence to Ibsen will mollify her. 
“ Do you know Herr (do they call 
them “Herrs” in Horway?) 
Ibsen, mein frdulein f ” Says 
she ’s never heard of him. Sach 
is fame I 

Best point about her is, that 
she is undeniably strong. May 
not be true or tender, but, any- 
how, strong. Moves our grand 
piano with one hand. Guite a 
“ feat oj'the fiord,” this. 

As cook, our hardy Horsewo- 
man slightly primitive. Has a 
passion tor caraway seeds. Wife 
















THE NAVAL PREPARATIONS. 

Suggested Corps op Submarine Oavalry (Royal Mounted Sub- 
marines), NOT INCLUDED IN THIS YeaR^S ESTIMATES. 


obj ects. She ? ay s “ caraway seeds 
used in every dish in Horway,” 
That decides me— shall not take 
a tour among the fiords this year, 
as I was thinking of doing. Even 
the Horth Cape would be spoiled 
by a diet of caraway. 

Our Gretchen (query — is “Gret- 
chen” the correct Horse word?) 
becomes gloomy. Evidently pines 
for home ; naturally, perhaps, as 
Horway the home of piues ! Wife 
interrogates her. She complains 
of an absence of avalanches in 
London, Sorry we can’t oblige her 
with these. Also, it seems, Eag- 
land is “ not cold enough for her.” 
But she hasn’t seen our summer 
yet. Then she would like a few 
reindeer about the place, and con- 
siders a cab a very poor substi- 
tute for a carriole. 

To comfort her, I try a tip. 
She at once warmly shakes hands 
with me 1 Appears to be the cus- 
tom of her country. Extraor- 
dinary and a little embarrassing. 

She is off to Hull ! Hot even 
a princely fortune (£12 a year) 
will induce her to stay in a city 
which never has au avalanche or 
an aurora, OurjHortheiu light 
has gone out I 


Eoyai. Academy op Music. 
— “ Potter Exhibition prize 
awarded to Mr. H. Heville 
Flux.” We’ve often heard of 
“ By flux of time,” but his future 
compositions will be by “Flux of 
tune.” 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 

A Bridegroom at Monte Carlo to his 
Bride. 

I AM lounging at ease ’neath a tropical pa’m 
That looks up at a tropical sky, 

While the water below has a tropical calm 
And the breeze gives a tropical sigh. 
There’s a trooical sun to illumine the green, 
There are flowers of tropical hue. 

There are tropical folk to embellish the scene. 
There ’s a tropical look about you. 

We all of us speak with compassionate smile 
Of the land of perpetual fog, 

Where continued existence is scarce worth 
the while 

Of a well-bred and well-to-do dog. 

It is only when safe in this thrice happy 
spot 

That one dreams of the Isles of the Bh st, 
Tnat one pities the ever exiguous lot 
Of the many, who work without rest. 

Here ’s your cloak I there are clouds, and the 
air ’s not so clear. 

Yes, in England we’d say, “There’ll he 
snow.” 

Such a thing in this country could never 
appear ; 

It ’s a tropical climate, you know. 

You call it the mistral f It ’s awfully chill, 
And.^ by Jupiter I here comes the wet 
Down in buckets I Ho waterproofs ? Hever 
naind. Still 

We can get warm again at roulette I 

You ’ve a system ? Bravo I If I follow your 
play, 

Then by doubling we must win a coup ! 
That ’s nineteeu times runniug your luck ’s 
gone astray I 

So has mine, and I haven’t a sou ! | 


What, you ’ve still got a “ Hap ” ? There ’s 
our number 1 It’s not ? 

What, you chang’d? Then the hank we 
can’t break. 

Though the tropical gentry are cerbainly 
hot, 

Yet no woman here could Io7e a rake I 


MR. PUNCH’S PLAYING CARDS. 



Ho. III.— The Knave oe Clubs and 
Shillelaghs. 

D-ll-n. H-ly. 


ECHOES FROM BERLIH. 

“ Have you carefully packed up^ that silver 
cup and despatched it to Cowes?” “Yes, 
your Majesty.” 

“ Have yon looked out a showy decoration 
for the acceptance of theHegus?” “Yes, 
your Majesty.” 

“ Have you had a copy of ^e engraving of 
my famous picture framed in diamonds for 
the Khedive ? ” “ Yes, your Majesty.” 

“Have you selected a diplomatic suit 
(cocked hat, sword, breeches aud all) for the 
use <f President KRiiGER?” “Yes, your 
Majesty.” 

“Have you forwarded my plan for the 
Paris Exhibition of 1900 to President 
Faure ? ” “Yes, your Maj esty.” 

“Have you mailed my scheme for a new 
constitution of the TJ.S.A. to President 
Cleveland ? ” “ Yes, your Majesty.” 

“ Have you posted my pamphlet, * How to 
Ride a High Horse,’ to the Emperor of 
Austria, on the ooeasiou of his becoming my 
brother officer in the British oavalry ? ” 

“ Yes, your Majesty.” 

“ Have you handed my last sermon to the 
Archbishop of Canterbury, the Emperor of 
Ahvsfcinia, General Booth, and the Pope?” 
“Yes, your Majesty.” 

“Have you sent my memorandum, *Ou 
the Extraction of the Yolks of Eggs by 
Suction,’ to the most venerable of my revered 
rdatives ? ” “Yes, your Maj esty.” 

“ Then, after you have filled up a telegram 
of congratulation to the winner of the Boat- 
race, leaving the name blank, you can go to i 
dinner.” “ Yes, your Majesty.” 


Suggested Mottoes eor the Green Pahk 
Club.— Vir non semjper viret^ and Virtus 
semper viridis. 


VOL. ox. 
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CHARLES THE BOLD. 

tried by it was proved we had not, he ought to be 

OhairUs{solo'). -‘^li bs b7 a Commission, 

We have sot ■^< twoN his ow admission, 

And we 've not, 

ChmVJS, tt A* . 0 He ’Ll BE SHOT, 

AlO> TVB VE NOT ? ChoTUS. * * MuST BE SHOT I ” 
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CHAELEY AND THE NA7Y. 

[“ An archangel could not work under the pre- ! 

sent system. ... He wanted to make what was 

now a sham into a reality.” 

Lord Charles Beresford on Naval l)efence.'\ 

Air: — “ Nelson and the 

I SAT, my hold hearties I here ’s one who ne’er 
shirks. 

! He ’ll give it oni f oemen—wlth gravy. 

I And what with the Frenchies, the Yanks, 
and the Turks, 

Old England has need of a Havy. 

Lord Chariet has got a determinate view 

To keep up our national glory. 

We want lots o’ ships, lots o’ guns, and men, 
too; 

Yes, Charley, my lad, that’s the story 1 

To England and honesty true he has been. 

Though he ’s better at fight than at parley. 

Let ’s be loyal to country, and true to the 
Queen ; 

And drink to the Navy and Charley ! 

He knows the right orders are free cash — and 
care, 

And by heart he has perfectly got ’em. 

They have wasted our wealth upon ships as 
won’t wear. 

And some have gone smack to the bottom. 

It isn’t so much that our taxes has growed, 

Though enough of that tack we have tasted. 

We want a good fleet, and expenses be 
blowedi 

But so much of what’s spent now is 
wasted ! 

Can’t follow their figures, I give ye my 
word. 

As the landlubbers tot ’em and twist ’em. 

But what strikes a plain sailorman as absurd, 

As Lord Charley says, is— the System I 

In course for our ships and our guns we must 
jpay, [kick ’em I 

But if big-wigs wiU squander, why. 

Give us value for money, in Bbreseord’s way. 

Then show us our foes and we ’ll lick ’em ! 

They chatter and patter, and squabble and 
shift, 

And don’t know their minds half-a-minute. 

If officers quarrel and let the ship drift. 

She ’ll sink, or the dickens is in it. 

If Ministers, stuffed with their figures, like 


Know no more of facts than this paper. 

They ’ll land us in war whilst they ’re crying 
out peace I 

And smash is the end o’ that caper. 

The Adm’ralty bosses, who handle our cash. 

Do seem to get worser and worser ; 

A chap who’s now stingy, now spendthrift 
and rash, 

Is not the right party for purser. 

It seems to me, somehow, they’re mostly 
asleep. 

And when they are waking they ’re snarley. 

That ’s not the right way for to hold or to 
keep 

Oar rule of the waves, is it, Charley ? 

If we ’re not up to date, but a moment too 
late, [crockery. 

We’ll get smashed, like a basket o’ 

We are game to fight odds if prepared for 
our fate. 

But muddling and bragging mean mockery. 

Those dashed “ Little Englanders” give me 
the spleen, 

Bat let patriots be cautious and steady. 

Pass the word, and we’ll fight for country 
and Queen, 

But, as Charley says, do let’s be ready I 

Here’s Beresford's hesdth I He’s the Navy’s 
best friend. 

As true as the keel to the kelson. 



But a system what ’s rotten wiU baulk in the 
end 

An archangel, or even a Nelson. ^ 

If his money’s well spent, Bull will “ part ” 
with a smile. 

For ships, men, forts, harbours, and cannon ; 

And then he won’t bother at threats from the 
Nile, [Shannon. 

Though backed by black scowls from the 

Then for England let ’s join, spite of partisan 
spleen. 

And Parliament splutter and parley ; 

Let’s fill a joint bumper to Country and 
Queen, 

And drink to the Navy and Charley ! 


ALFRED AMONG THE IMMORTALS. 


{The JPoet Laureate is on view at Madame 
Tussaud's , ) 

Let them jibe, let them jeer. 

Let them snigger and sneer 
At my dramas, my lays, and my odes I 
Others know mv true worth— 

Mid the Great Ones of earth 
They have shrined me at Madame 
Tussaud’s! 

Leather-lunged Patriotism-. — While 
“Labby,” M.P.J is invoking “ congenial 
souls,” his constituents are providing suit- 
able boots for the Soudan Expedition. 
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separated by the old long: sign of a longinanity. "What followed I 
iriTTIWfiQ AND TITTLINGS- shall render in a dialogne form. 

JU I I . Why, Tomkins, you have a prosperous appear- 

(Bt Baboo Htteey Bungsho Jabbebjbe, B.A.) Tomkins. When last met, you suffered from the impecuniosity 

« of a churched mouse. Have you made your fortune, Tomkins ? 

Mr, Tomkins, I am too easy a goer, and there are too many rogues 
How Mr, Jahherjee risked a Sprat to capture something very ^ world, that I should ever make my own fortune, Johnson ! 

like a Whale, Happily for me, an opulent and ancient avuncular relative has lately 

I AM this week to narrate an tinpreoedented stroke of had Inpk departed to reside with, the morning stars, and left me wealth outside 

‘sss.' ^ i,u» ^ »uu s- Hk. 

Pw*roal]tog action to the grwt ^piousness of my literary out- the go^ luok. (To me, whupering.) A poor ^y-hammer sort of 
^ mkSI4W^g lespmenoed to behold the colour of money chap he will soon throw it away on d^es and.ducks ! (Aloud, to 

m amuS O^wh®! returning post, my parched soul was re- Mr Tomkcns.) Splendid I congratulate you sincerely. 

onaceo^Ti. unwmtu, uy icuuku s ^ ^ ^ ^ dolesomeness). The heart knoweth where the 

thl^Ltha f^tioS« * A PayaT>>l® “y M » rose-bed. Formy aut^ue 

'^rSted^S rt finding the msigmfihant crumbs I had cast and eccentric rdatave must need.s msert a testamentary oonditaon 
UDon^^'ramSiftio waters reton to me after numerous days in the commanding me to forfeit the mhentance ^ess, within, three 
fmpmTcd foSurf loaves and fishes, I wended my footsteps to the calendered months from his last o^^«4meSj^I ^mds^SMst 

y®Ti“« deserving forrtgnas. 
To-morrow time is up, and I 


bauk on which my cheque was 
drafted, and requested the 
bankers behind the counter to 
honour it with the root of all 
e^, which they did with ob- 
sequious alacrity. 

After closely inspecting the 
notes to satisfy myself that I 
had not been imposed npon by 
meretricious counterfeits, I 
emerged with a beaming wd 
joyM countenance, stowing 
the needful away carefully in 
an interior pocket, and, on 
descending the bank step, was 
accosted by a polite, agreeable 
stranger, who, begging my 
pardon with profusion, in- 
quired whether he had not 
had the honour of voyaging 
from India with me in the— 
the— for his life he could not 
recall the name of the ship— 
he should forget his own name 
presently I 

“ Indeed,” I answered him, 
“I cannot remember having 
the feUeity of an encounter 
with you upon the Hai$ar-i~ 
Hind.^^ 

The Stranger : “To be sure; 
that was the name I A truly 
magnificent vessel! I forget 
names— but faces, never! And 
yours I remember from the 
striking resemblance to my 
dear friend, the Maharajah of 
Phfilkarribad— yonknow him ? 
—a very elegant young, hand- 
some chap. A splendid Shi- 
karri! I was often on the 
verge of asking if you were 
related ; hut being then hut a 



have stiU a thousand pounds 
to give away! But how to 
discover genuine young de- 
serving foreigners in so short 
a space ? Truly, I go in fear 
of losing the whole I 
Mr, J, Let me act as your 
hudli in this and distribute 
the remaining thousand, 

Mr, T, From what I re- 
member of you as a youth, I 
cannot wholly rely on your 
discretion. Rather would I 
place my confidence in this 
gentleman. 

[Indicating myself, who 
turned orange with 


.iVJJU xuuJLA TTJ.UU juu. uuv m mniiBMH aHiw Stan III iiniuifua git '‘wwv an i at 

;he— for his life he could not i Indeed? And how 

recall the name of the ship- X he may not 

le should forget his own name |l adheM to the ent're tnon- 

“ Indeed,” I answered him, jj jljlllKlIjm ^ Mr, T, And if he does,^ it 

“I cannot remember having MlllWIIlllllllllInlll is no naatter, if he isa genuine 

bhe f eUeity of an encounter deserving. I can give the 

vi'^ you upon the Haisar-i- I wlmletobin^if lam ^so minded, 

^The Stranger : “ To be sure ; Penny of it unless mclined/ 

that the name! A truly oIm f / jj MmJMjm [At which I was fit to 

magnificent vessel ! I forget JOT / JW|| j dance with delight, 

names— but faces, never! And Mjll /ffIMi j ^ 

yours I remember from the jjro'l 1///| J f possess the power, seeing that 

striking resemblance to my Mj | y 'I £ If vBililill he is a British subject, and as 

dear friend, the Maharajah of v m i n I styled a 

Phfilkarribad— yonknowhim? ) K X | If “foreigner,” 

—a very elegant young, hand- There you have 

some chap. A splendid /S'Ai- mooted a knotty point indeed. 

karri! I was often on the Alas, that we have no forensic 

verge of asking if you were ^ ,, „ big- wig here to decide it I 

related ; hut being then hut a accosted by a polite, agreeab.e str.i gcr." Myself [modestly), As^ a 

second-class passenger, and under an impecunious cloud, did not | native poor student of English law, I venture to think that, by dint 
dare to take the liberty. ITow, being on the bed of clover owing to of my legal attainments, I shall be enabled to crack the G-ordian nut. | 


the Maharajah (of whom, indeed, I had never heard), did inform assertion hy a logomachy of such hrilliancy and erudition that I 
him that I, too, was munching the slice of Inck, having just drawn completely convinced the minds of both auditors, 
the prmcely instalment of a salary for jots and tittles contributed to Mr, I, (grumhlingly^ to Mr, Tomkins), Assuming he is correct, why 
peiiodical PmcA. Whereat he warmly congratolated me, expressing favour Am more than we f 

high appreciation of my articles and abilities, but exclaiming at the Mr, T, Because instmot informs me that a gentleman with such a 
miserable paucity of my honorarium, saying he was thick as a thief face as his— however duekv— -maybe trusted, and with the untold gold! 
with the Editor, and would leave no stone unturned to procure me a Mr, J, [jealously). And I am not to be trusted ! If you were to 
greater adequacy of remuneration for wrilings that were dirt cheap hand me yaox portemonnaie now, fall of notes and gold, and let me 
ata Jew^s eye. , , . , walk into the street with it, do you doubt that I should return? 

And presently he invited me to accompany him to a respectable Speak, Tomkins ! 
sort of tavern, and solicited the honour of my having a “peg ” at Mr, T, Assuredly not; but so, too, would this gentleman. ^ [Tome, 
Ids expense ; to which I, perceiving him to be a good-natured, as Mr. Johnson sneered a doubt,) Here, you Sir, take this ports- 
simple fellow, inflated by sudden prosperity, consented, accepting, monnaie out into Ihe street for five minutes or so, I trust to your 
contrary to my normal habitude, bis offer of a brandy panee, or an honour to return it intact. (After I had emerged triumphantly 
oM ^ ^ from this severe ordeal of my bona fide.) Aha, Johnson I am I the 

Wnile we w«e digcoursing of India (concerning which I found that, judge of men or not ? 
like most globular trotters, he had not been long enough in the Mr J, [still seeking, as I could see, to undermine me in h's friend? s 
country to be accurately informed), enters a third party, who, it so favour). Pish I Who would steal a paltry £50 and lose £1000 ? If I 
ppened, was an early acquaintance of my companion, though had so much to give away, I should wieii to be sure that the party I 
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was about to endow had corresponding confidence in me. Now, 
though 1 have always considered you as a dull, I know you to 
be strictly honest, and would trust you with all I possess. In 




outside. Stay away as long as you desire. You will return, I 
know you well I 

Myself {penetrating this shallow artifice^ and hoisting the 
engine- driver on his own petard^. Who would not risk a paltry 
£2 to gain £1000 P Oh, a magnificent confidence, truly 1 

Mr. J. {to me). Have you the ordinary manly pluck to act 
likewise ? If you are expecting him to trust you with the pot 
of money, he has a right to expect to be trusted in return. 
That is logic ! 

Mr. T. {mildly). No, Johnson, you are too hasty, Johnson. 
The cases are difierent. I can understand the gentleman’s very 
natural hesitation. I do not ask him to show his confidence in 
me — enough that I feel I can trust him. If he doubts my 
honesty, I shall think no worse of him ; whichever way I decide 
eventually. 

[Here, terrified lest hy hesitation I had wounded him at his 
quicks and lest, after all, he should decide to entrust 
the thousand pounds to Mr. Johnson, I hastily pro-‘ 
duced all the specie and bullion I had upon me. in- 
cluding a valuable large golden chronometer and chain 
of best English make, and besought him to go into the 
outer air for a while with them, which, after repeated 
refusals, he at last consented to do, leaving Mys^ and 
Mr. Johnson to wait. 

Mr. J. {after tedious lapse of ten minutes). Strange I I ex- 
pected him back before this. But he is an absent-minded, 
chuckle-healed chap. Yery likely he is staring at a down- 
fallen horse and has forgotten this affair. I had better go in 
search of him. What ? you will come, too. Capital I Then if 
you go to the right, and I to the left, we cannot miss him ! 

But, alack ! we did ; and, in a short time, both Misters were 
invisible to the nude eye, nor have I heard from them since. 
Certain of my fellow-boarders, on hearing the matter, declared 
that I had been diddled by a bamboozle-trick ; but it is egregi- 
ously absurd that my nuissance in knowledge of the world 
should have been so mucn at fault ; and, moreover, why should 
one who had succeeded to vast riches seek to rob me of my 
paltry^ possessions ? It is much more probable that they are 
still diligently seeking for me, having omitted, owing to hurry 
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NEW DEFINITION. 


still diligently seeking for me, having omitted, owing to hurry tell m®, Alice. Is 

of moment, to ascertain my name and address* and I hereby Mice {after a pause). “Wei 
request Mr. Tomxins, on reading this, to forward the thousand Handkerchief up his Cuff,’* 

pounds (or so much thereof as in his munificent generosity he 

may deem sufidcient) to me at Porticobello House, Ladbroke G^rove, 0111? 1 

W., or care of his friend, the Editor of Punch, by whom it will (I wuxt j 

am sure) be honourably handed over intact. Mess Ellen Thobnetc: 


“But tell me, Alice. Is he — ^wbll, is he qxtits a Gentleman?” 
Alice {after a pause). “Well, he's nice-looking, and he’s got his 


OUE BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mess Ellen Thornetcroft Fowler’s Verses Wise or Otherwise 


Nor need Mr, Tomkins fear my reproaches for his dilatoriness, for (Cassell) are certainly all good. Many are reminiscent of Praed’s 
.ere is a somewhat musty proverb that “ Procrastination is pref^- light touch. The dainty little volume is rich in poetic fancy, winged 


there is a somewhat musty proverb that “Procrastination is prmer- _ 

able to Nevemess.” in-skilfnl verse. 

- . - I suppose the Unfinished Novel “ catches on,” or the kind of story 

, represented by Netta Strett’s Nobody's Fault, which may be 

L'UUJkUU ! described as belonging to the “ So-far-as-it-goes” class, wonld 

(After 3iot be published. The characters aw«&en your interest; so does 

^ ^After Shakspeare.) so-far-as-it-goes,” for the story is weU written, and the 

w ^N t^gs are bare wd noses blue, leading dramatis personce well imagined. But the story, not a long 

And the far hills with snow still white ; one in a single volume, is “ endless.” It is a cul-de-sac with an 

fit6s the few ^ enHoing entrance. You turn back again to see if you 've missed 

Who to the mornmg papers write, nny opening, any hint of a way out of it, hut you find none. And 

Thecjickoo, then— ’tis fiddle-de-dee I the moral of it? “You takes your choice.” The methodless 

Ttiey’ve heard, they vow, chirp o’er the lea, method of thus writing a story seems to me to save a lot of 

n 1 f J nji trouble and much patient thought. You start a story, JSappy 

Cuckoo Cuckoo I— Oh, word oi fear someone who does something ; who meets somebody ; who 

TJnpleasing to an honest ear I does something else ; who gets into dimculties — and then ? How to 

Amateur naturalists have jaws get her out of them? Another Sappy Thought, — bother! 

That neither truth nor honour looks. I)on’t try to get her out of them. Leave her there. The story s 

They do not heed discretion’s laws ; good “ so-far-as-it-goes,” and if you want more for your money you 

They care for cuckoos, not for clocks. can’t have it. You’ve got a third of a three- volume novel and you 

The cuckoo-song in Feb-ru-a-ree, ps-y a third of a three-volume price. Q,uite fair. If, says the 

They swear thev hear. Ah. me I Ah. me I wily author, “I see how to finish the adventures of my heroine 

Cuckoo! (Thackeray used to “ carry over” his figures to his next account) 

Cuckoo I Cuckoo I— I greatly fear, satisfactorily, that is, either kiU her ( r cure her, then I will w^e 

Your naturalist hath a false ear I you another volume, or, mayh^ The Story ^ Bridget, in two 

- volumes. But that will he -another story,” Hopmg that Netta 

Syrett will do this, I strongly recommend the careful perusal of her 
Honours East. — Last wcdc the Conservatives acknowledged their present book. Nobody s Fault, which, as a specimen of “ The So-f ar- 
deht to Captain Middleton, “ the controlling spirit of their organi- as-it-goes” and of “The Altogether,” I venture to consider well 
sation ” during the past eleven years, hy presenting, him with a worth reading. The Baron. 

little cheque for £10,000. We heueve it is also proposed to change - — 


the name of Middleton into “ Captain Mid^eman.” 


“For the Next OcouPiEa.” — Last Friday’s Gazette announced 
that the Q,ueen has approved of the retention of the title of 
“ honourable ” by Sir David Tennant on his retirement from the 
Cape House Speakership. It is to be hoped that in the future the 
Cape House will find as good a Tennant. 
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A TEW PIOTUEES. 

Happx insR be his dole who is the fortunate 
possessor of even a few of tib.© speciinens of 
gaxbizoiiian art now exMbitiiig at the Grafton 
Galleries. Do not omit a considerable pause 
before No. 127 and No. 125, by MATtra . 
especiaDy 125. showing an old woman oomine 
away from the sea, homeward, across the 
sand m a sea-weed gatherer's cart. She has 
probably been ooUectmg wreck-rubbidi, odds 
and ends, on the rocks. The title might well 
We been A of Uncomidered 

OT ''A Marine Widow toith her 
Sea-weeds:' So. 61, Miuair’s " Angelus” 


all his pictures represent that peculiar hazy 
atmosphere which makes the foliage of a 
French- ^rey tint. The much- travelled oh* 
server will have noticed this atmospheric effect 
on the line between Calais and Paris. The 
idea conveyed is either that there is no sun to 
speak of in this part of France, or that the 
artist invariably selected a dull day for his 
work. Corot is the brilliant painter of a 
“ Bull Bay'*'^ in France. Tbe exhibition is 
well worth several visits. 

A aUARTER-DAY BALLAD OF SPRING. 

You sing a song of life renewed. 

Of buds that promise leaves, 

Of lawns with daffodils bestrewed, 

Of swallows 'neath the eaves, 

Of tiny blades that shall be corn, 

Of flowers wrapt in scent, 

Yon hail the welcome April mom, 

And I the (inarter's rent. 

You tell of how your feeliDgs thrill 
■Wheu'touched by Springtide spell, ! 
And speak of tender hearts that fill 
Like buckets at a well. 

You ask me if my troth was true P 
If all my love is spent ? 

Both vows and bills I will renew 
When I have paid the rent ! 


Literary aud Dramatic Guesiions. — 
The success of Trilby and the Prisoner of 
Zenda has set actors novel-reading, has in- 
spired novelists to vBrite their navels with a 
view to reproduction on the stage, and is 
likely to turn playwrights into a sort of 
newspaper hoys eagerly waiting for novels to 
be given out to them to dramatise. And 
where do the public come in? Is the piblio 
to read the novel first and tbe a see the play, 
or mce versa? And isn’t it a six to fmr 
chance that those who have read the story 
will not want to see the play ? Also, in the 
end, will not the practice, should it become 
general, he injurious alike to novelist, drama- 
tist, and actor? and wearisome to the public? 


SATED I 

The view from Richmond Terrace^ owing to the 
rejection of Petersham and Ram Lands and 
Footpaths Bill on March 12.) 

The view from Richmond Hill is saved, 
Out Petersham and Ham way ; 

Those open fields shall ne'er be paved. 

Nor scored with lines of tramway. 

Her landscape London ill could spare ; 

For chimney-pots to barter 
The famous stretch of prospect fair 
Seen from the Star and Garter I 
The House of Commons now may use 
Its name with new intention ; 

Our commons all too rare we 'd lose 
But for its intervention. 


41 renown. No. 95, Michel's 

WxndmiliP More wind is expected. The 
artist evidently knew how to “raise. the 
wind” when he drew this. No. 13, Is this an 
Irish cabin, with mother and son at a meal of 
potatoes and point ” ? A touching subject, 
mely painted by Josee Israels. They are 
both hungry, but the guestion arises, which 
IS to commence ? The ancient dame or the 
hungry hoy? 

No. H2. ^ Herr Diaz has had a happy 
day in Epping Forest, and gives a charming 
remmiscence of the event. 

The great attraction, to a majority of land- 
scape-lovers, will he Corot's work; almost | 


University Intelligence. 

Earl of Berkeley couldn't he excused 
from “pernoctation” on the ground of ill- 
health, That his lordship must “pemoct” or 
give it up, was decided by 79 votes to 63, 

On another subject, “The Warden of All 
^uls deprecated alarm.” Delightfully sooth- 
ing title, “ The Warden of JJl Souls,” and 
how gratifying to know that he “ deprecated 
alarm,” But what a tremendous respon- 
sibility 1 1 

Suggested Name for a New Dining 
Association.— The Swallow Club. 


Eton Intblligbncb. — Sovereign-tipping 
uncles are now knovm as “ quid-nunks.” 







Shade oe Seneead Gobdoit {iu Johe Bode). “ BE TffBW BEB 
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PROOF POSITIVE. 

Podsm {lately retimed from abroad), **Well, I hear you’ve been having a capital Season, Thruster,*’ 

Thruster, “Oh, rippin* 1 Why, I’ve had both Collar-bones broken, left Wrist sprained, and haven’t got a sound 
Horse left m my string 1 ” 


EOTJNDABOUT EEADINQS. 

Some Indirect Effects of the Boat-race, 

The direct effects of the great contest between the two universities 
aiQ of course well known. It draws the country parsons to London 
in shoals ; it opens the flood-gates of reminiscence in countless 
elderly gentlemen, and induces them to relate marvellous stories of 
prowess and endurance in bygone years ; it covers Putney with dark 
and light blue bunting; it decorates the whips of cabmen, bus- 
drivers, and butcher-boys; it arrays unoonsoious dogs in the rival 
favours, and ranges them in hostile camps and it causes sixteen 
healthy young men to affront the wind and rain of March, in 
clothing which can only be described as just adequate for decency, 
and totally inadequate for anything else. There are other effects, 
those, for instance, which the ups and downs of practice exercise on 
the impressionable minds of the gentlemen of the Stock Exchange, 
and on the variegated and descriptive vocabulary of the assiduous 
journalists who compile reports in the sporting papers. It is only 
during Boat-race time that “the clock of Putney Church chimes 
high neon,” or that a crew’s endurance becomes so extraordinary, 
that at the end of twenty-one minutes of hard rowing, “their breath 
would not have flickered a candle.” 

Bdt the effects that I wish chiefly to refer to are those which are 
caused in the family circles of the members of the crews. It is not 
too much to say that, as the day of the race approaches, some sixteen 
quiet establishments scattered up and down the country become con- 
vulsed with excitement and anxiety. The minds ot fathers and 
mothers are torn with conflicting emotions. Pride in the achieve- 
ment of the beloved son struggles with a painful solicitude as to his 
power of enduring the stress and struggle of the race, and the 
Sportsman and Sporting Life are devoured every day by the un- 
accustomed eyes of mothers intent on discovering the weight of their 
darlings and their chances of success on the fateful day. As an 
example, I may describe a terrible scene which took place only the 
other day in (let us say) a Surrey home. 

Papa, a man used to stratagems and wiles, got into the breakfast- 
room a quarter-of-an-hour before the usual time in order to read the 
account of the previous day’s practice in the Sportsman at his 
leisure. He found that excellent pa]^r in the hands of the butler, 
who was reading it out to an eager au^ence of servants. Papa dis- 


missed them with some asperity, and sat down to the paper. Just as 
he had done so, mamma came in. She is ordinarily a lady of the 
most regular and methodical habits, scarcely ever varying by a 
minute the moment of her morning appearance. On this occasion, 
however, she was at least ten minutes before her usual time. The 
fact was, that she, too, was bent upon the Sportsman^ and had come 
down in high hopes of anticipating papa. Seeing, however, that she 
was too late, she made an unimportant remark about the weather, 
and sat down to endure with as much resignation as she could com- 
mand xmtil her lord and master should have exhausted the acquatic 
I news. She was too proud to ask him to read it out to her ; besides, ' 
I to have a paper read to you can never give anything like the same 
satisfaction as rea^g it yourself. So the minutes sped by, the 
I breakfast was brought in, and papa still sat reading, while mamma 
I waited to step into his shoes. 

I A LATE son (sons are always late at breakfast) as he approached 
I the breakfast-room, heard his mother’s voice declaiming, in tones of 
I unwonted anger, and marvelled as he heard. He entered, and his 
mother saluted him with these memorable words : “Arthtjr,” she 
said, “ I have been waiting half an hour for the Sportsman^ and I 
can’t wait any longer. You are young and strong. Take the paper 
away from your selfish father by force, and give it to me. Why, he 
won’t even tell whether Harrv’s weight has gone up or down.” Papa’s 
silence was perhaps excusable, for mamma had announced her inten- 
tion, if the boy’s weight dropped another pound, of fetching him away 
from Putney at once. Harry’s weight had dropped, but, by a curious 
chance, that part of the Sportsman which recorded it was found to 
have been torn out when it arrived at length in mamma's hands, 

A FIRM of tailors has sent me a letter containing one of the longest 
and most unfinished sentences I have ever come across. Here it is : — 

“Bbab, Sir, — ^We respectfully beg to say, that having been further 
recommended hy our Patrons, who, finding our System of Business, as most 
fair to the advantage of our Clients, of which the principles are, by not 
making one Customer pay for another, and by not maintainiDg an enormous 
(and Buperfinous) show and establishment at the cost of our Patrons, and 
personally supervising and making of every garment, aU of which being 
made on the premises, and our prices not being based on the credit system, 
the combined principles of which by strictly adhering to, we have succeeded 
in proving with every satisfaction, that it is quite possible to continue 
supplying the very finest quality of Groods and of most exquisite Cut and 
workmanship as per Price list enclosed.” 





A PARLIAMEIMTARY SCHOOL OF SCULPTURE. 

ESTABLISH A STXJDIO AT WeSTMINSTEB, WHERE HON. MeMBEES MAY, AFTER A FEW LeSSONS, CREATE StATUES OF THEMSELVES, OR, BY ABRANOEMEHT, OF 

OTHER MbWBSRS, FOB SUBSEQUENT USB IN THE PREOIECTS OF THE HOUSB. 
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PsESEDEKT OE BoAED OE A&EICULTUEE rides many more stone tkan ward from Wady Haifa as far as Akasheh, a railway following the 
Chanoelioe oe Exoheqttee. Had he thrown himself upon him to make things comfortable. If they find no Dervishes about, mi 
from behind, Prince Aethue might have taken him by the heds. even steal on to Dongola. If Dervishes in dangerous force, wi 
Together they could have carried him out, dropped him over the come back by first train, 
terrace into the silver Themis. But that procedure would haye been 

open to misunderstanding. There was nothing to do but to sit there ^ 

suent, Peincb Aethtje drooping like an unwatered lily, Chaplin 
furiously writing letters to himself making mincemeat of Hicks- 

Bfach and his arguments. ^ \ isSfesil 

Worst of all, bitterest drop in the brimming cup, was to see 
Squibe oe Malwood on banch opposite, literally brimming over with Ji /T' ^ ^ /X/ 

delight at heholdiog bi-metallism fatally wounded in the house of a (( c- 

Business done> — ^Bi-metalLisin’s— at least for the rest of the century. /i w^\k li 

TAMr^f^ay.—DoN Jobe Aeeicantjs not in his place just now; when | \ 

son Atjsten made his maiden Ministerial speech. That a pity, since it | /vf \ 

was a success in more ways than one. In addition to the paternal f / 

eye-glass, Austen inherits the pleasant voice, the lucidity, and the I '*j/ 

keenness to see a debating point, which distmgnish the personage he jl / II 

occasionally refers to as “ my right hon. relative.” Pleasant to see ^1/ |)V\^ 

the friendly interest taken in the event “ We all like Austen,” not \ -fj ^ ' .) 

less in the Liberal camp than in the new country into which he has f/t f ^ m 

dutifully followed his father. An encouraging cheer greeted his u /L ; ^ 

appearance at the table to reply for the Admiralty to miscellaneous . \ > V ^ i 

criticism on l^aral Works Buh Still louder applause approved the ^ \ 1 

task when completed. A , Mk t. - - - ^ - 1 F\mpA^T\ m - 

1 soyounjg ' ^ H|jj| ^ fi ' 

% Med with ability, bat the I: aS 4 - \l 

honour is borne with mo- | a ^ \-Zrx SX )"H 

desty^ House of CWmons, r Tlj iit i 

i the* world, to*th!S 

/( “ Austen will do.” 

I In absence of Don Josl5, Cook'^s Agent in B^ypt ar will you go, Gentlemen ? ” 

'VVx V ' ’ Heleee. of Whitehaven, Joey^ **Oh, as far as ever we can go for the money-— until it gets <oo Ac 

X. / xuiconseiously, uninten- torus!” 

A. / ^ I "Wi'i tionally, but efieotivek At this picture of glorious war House gave sigh of relief 

place of fond, crowded into division lobby, pouring through at other end in ma 
' ' ^'/ appreciative father. No race for early morning cabs. dow^.— New Soudan wa 

■ , I ^ r, ^ m Illative of Austen’s, right approved by 288 votes against 145 

-y / r ^ - P honourable or otherwise. - — - 

'^1 ^ jf ^ ‘1* Nothing to do with him, 

#-■ 0 f "DEiWIKQ” PIOTUBIS. 

^ -Ki' remote as possible from Apaet from the excellent “second edition” of the grand hallel 

^ Treasury Bench ; far below Faust^ from the Schaeeeks, from La Danse^ and from the songs of th 

/ Gangway; almost nnder riguante Mile. Junioei, the “ Cinematograph e pictures ” are suffi 

shadow of gallery. But dent of themselves to attract all London to the entertainment no^ 
A Perfect Adonis. being there, his plump being given to exceptionally crowded houses at the Empire. Th 

^ ^ hands folded over portly lifelike representation of such scenes as the arrival of the train, “ th 

paunch, his face beaming with sublimation of domes' io content, one plungers,” the gardener with the hose, and Monsieur, Madame < 
couldn’t help, somehow, associating him with the youth at the tab'e, Bebe at breakfast, is simply marvellous. The final one of Monsiei 
launched on a Ministeiial career, or fail to recognise in his attitude Teewet himself doing the serpentine trick with a piece of whil 
and expression a sort of vicarious fatherhood to all that is deserving, riband, though perhaps the most difdoult of all to reprodnoe, appeal 
Saek tells me that in the early days of Mr, Gully’s Speakership, to he simplicity itself in comparison with the “ arrival of the train 
a time not free from anxiety, his greatest comfort, his most effective and “ the bathing scene.” Is it not within the range of praotica 
enconiagement, c^e from this good man. In private life, he is hility to reproduce effects in the House of Commons, or “Mr. G. 
head of firm of solicitors, with assuringly sonorous title. When Mr, being received at a railway station ? Only the exact portraiture of tl 
Guelt, not dreaming of the Speaker’s Chair, went circuit, Messrs, lineaments of well-known public characters is required to add fret 
Beockbane, Helube & Co. sent him briefs. When he came to the interest, from time to time, to one of the most remarkable exbibitioi 
Chair, and seemed to need a little encouragement, it was the practice that ever delighted the public. Theatrical managers might possib] 
of the senior member of Beo clanks, casually as it were, to stroll he averse to scenes from their plays being thus represented; ai 
down the Hou^e, his white waistcoat gleammg with benevolence. As yet, if considered as advertisement, they might not, for a ooi 
he passed the Speaker’s Chair, he nodded in confidential way to his sideration, object. In time, when the invention is perfected, tl 
old client, as who shonld say, “Cheer up, old man. The Court’s living and moving pictures will, no doubt, he presented onasti 
with you. If it fails, there’s Beockbank, Helbee & Co. behind.” larger scale, features will he more distinot, and the quivering effe 
In moments of exceptional difficulty, he even winked as he strolled will entirely disappear. That is in the not very distant future ; hi 
paFttheC^ir. at present these “TBEWEY-To-Nature Pictures” are, and will loi 


f ' \ 


CookU Agent in Egypt, “ How ar will you go, Gentlemen ? ” 

Joey, ** Oh, as far as ever we can go for the money— until it gets too hot 
for us I ” 

At this picture of glorious war House gave sigh of relief: 
crowded into division lobby, pouring through at other end in mad 
race for early mommg cabs. Business New Soudan war 

approved by 288 votes against 145 


A Perfect Adonis. 


Not having these early professional relations with the Civn. Lord 
or THE Adhiealtv, he does not go that length. Bat as he sits 
there, looking straight before him with kindly, fatherly smile, the 
subtle influence of his presence suffases the neighbourhood, and, 
stealing^ across the Gangway, gently, hut effectively, sustains the 
unconscious dihutant. Business done , — Quite a lot. 

JPVtday.— Ministers supported to-night by rattling majority in 
resolve to dare again the dangers of the sad Soudan. Don Jose’s 
speech settled the matter. Mobley, SquntE oe Malwood, Dilkb 
and others picture prospect in lurid colours. They recall experience 
of last expedition ; count np its cost ; show the utter emptiness of 
its gaia. House uneasy ; Couetnby speaks and votes against his 
political :^end3 ; talk of further revolt iu Mmisterial camp. Then 
Don Jose steps to front, and puts the whole matter right. Pooh- 
poohs apprehension. No danger, and if any money-cost, Egypt 
will hear it. All that is intended is, Egyptian troops will go for- 


DRAWING PICTURES. 

Apaet from the excellent “ second edition ” of the grand ballet, 
Faust^ from the ScHAPEEKS,from La Danse^ and from the songs of the 
piquante Mile. Junioei, the “ Cinematograph e pictures ” are suffi- 
cient of themselves to attract all London to the entertainment now 
being given to exceptionally crowded houses at the Empire. The 
lifelike representation of sach scenes as the arrival of the train, “the 
plungers,” the gardener with the hose, and Monsieur, Madame et 
Bebe at breakfast, is simply marvellous. The final one of Monsieur 
Teewey himself doing the serpentine trick with a piece of white 
riband, though perhaps the most difficult of all to reproduce, appears 
to he simplicit:^ itself in comparison with the “ arrival of the train ” , 
and “ the bathing scene.” Is it not within the range of practica- 
bility to reproduce effects in the House of Commons, or “Mr. G.” 
being received at a railway station ? Only the exact portraiture of the 
lineaments of well-known public characters is required to add fresh 
interest, from time to time, to one of the most remarkable exhibitions 
that ever delighted the public. Theatrical managers might possibly 
be averse to scenes from their plays being thus represented ; and 
yet, if considered as advertisement, they might not, for a con- 
sideration, object. In time, when the invention is perfected, the 
living and moving pictures will, no doubt, he presented on a still 
larger scale, features will he more distinot, and the quivering effect 
will entirely disappear. That is iu the not very distant future ; hut 
at present these “TBEWEY-To-Nature Pictures” are, and will long 
continue to he, a principal attraction at the Empire. But cannot 
somebody invent a short word -a kind of telegraphic equivalent— for 
“Cmematographe”? A rautical series might have been called 
“ Tiewey Bluey.” Why not the “ Cice ” or “ Oiany pictures ” ? 


New Lamps for Old. 

“ This smells too strongly of the lamp ! ” 

Men said when, by the midnight moon, 

Wit toiled in Grub Street garrets damp. 

Now when fine ladies fiction vamp. 

And problem-playwrights slop and scamj?, 

It smeUs too strongly of —lampoon I 

A Slow Thoeouoheaee belying its Najo m a mattbe oe 
WIDENING,— Eket Street. 
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UNANSWERABLE. 


Touoig Hopeful, ** * SHAMunTLLT ignoilotM Of cottrsb I’m 
IGNORANT, Father. But then, why did you send me to a 
Public School? I always look upon a Fellow who ’s learnt 

ANYTHING AT A POBLIO SCHOOL AS A SSLF-EBV GATED MAN !'* 

SOMETHING LIKE A BANK HOLIDAY. 

[FragimTvt from the Frophetie Accoimt of a Pessimist Reporter,) 

“ What is the matter with you, my man ? ” 

The voltmteer was too tired to speak. He fell asleep from sheer 
exhaustion. He had been on his feet for about sixteen hours. He 
had marched through mud and ploughed land, and over stony roads, 
and was thoroughly done up. So the doctor turned to the second 
patient, who had been carried into his consulting-room. 

“ You look weary, my good woman ? ” 

“So would you be,” was the angry reply, “if you had passed 
through all I have. Up at five in toe morning, then shake, shake, 
shake for six hours at a stretch — ^in the railway. Then an hour’s 
dawdle in a place we did not know ; and then shake, shake, shake 
for another long spell home again.” 

“ You went by the excursion ? ” 

“ Can’t you see we did ? But don’t stand dawdling there, but do 
your best to save the lives of the children.” 

The doctor passed a number more in the same plight, and then 
came to a person of greater intelligence than the rest. 

“ And you, too, want my assistance ?” 

“Well, yes. You see, I believed that if I could get a perfect 
change from my hard work in the office for one whole day I should 
be set up until midsummer. But I am afraid, like everyone else, I 
have overdone it.” 

“Extremes meet — in the doctor’s consulting-room,” observed the 
medical man, drily, “H you overdo everything— soldiering, tour- 
ing. walking — ^what can you expect ? Nature is nature, and objects 
to tricks. But you may as well tell me the cause of all this.” 

Then said the strongest of the sufferers, “Please, we have been 
enjoying the Bank holiday.” 

** Thought as much,” muttered the medico. “ St. Lubbock may be 
the patron of the great middle class, but he is equally the benefactor 
of the disciples of Escnlapins ! ” 

Annoying Problem: for France and Russia.— The caisse of Egypt, 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

The Joys of a Boat-race. 

In the Badminton Magazine for this present month of April I 
note specially an article, by Mr. C. M. Pitman, bearing the above 
title. It is a spirited and graphic piece of writing, and I heartily 
congratulate this gallant young oarsman on his first contribution to 
monthly literature. Great Heaven I how the months slip away and 
leave no sign. It seems hut yesterday that Mr. Pitman was stroking 
the Oxford eight as a freshman recently imported from Eton. How 
brilliantly he took them along, with how cool a head and with what 
excellent judgment did he stall off the spurts in the rival crew until 
he finally brought his merry men safely past the “Ship” at Mort- 
lake, winners by nearly three lengths. All that seems to me, 
pondering these matters, to have happened hut yesterday ; yet four 
years have sped upon their way, and three times more since then did 
Mr. Pitman row m a victorious crew. Now he, too, has gone down 
(as they say both at Oxford and at Cambridge) ; the quads of his 
college know Mm no more, and probably, since oarsmen tend to the 
law, he is acquiring an intimate knowledge of procedure, of state- 
ments of claim and of defence, of interrogatories, and of the rule in 
Shelletfs Case^ in musty chambers either of the Temple or of 
Lincoln’s Inn. In the dim future I behold him^ a grave and 
reverend Judge of the Supreme Court, presiding with reminiscent 
dignity and increased weight at a boat-race dinner. 

Mr. Pitman describes no particular race. He gives an account of 
the symptoms that affiiot the mind of an oarsman engaged in a race. 
Yivid to an almost pairifnl degree is Ms description of the nervous and 
disjointed conversation of a crew at their last meal before the race, 
of the aimless questions, the irrelevant answers, and the general 
assumption of an airy unconcern (it deceives nobody) that mark every 
member of the crew. This is the state of mind known to Univer- 
sity atMetes as “ needle.” Those who have been through a similar 
experience will he the first to testify to the accuracy of the picture. 

It is at such a time that men decide that there is no pleasure in 
rowing, and that no power on earth shall ever induce them to take a 
seat in a boat again. Everything seems to have gone wrong ; the 
world seems to be in a conspiracy against them. What does the 
crowd mean by smiling and talking and chaffing ? How dare men 
and women gather with casual carelessness to witness the terrible 
struggle that is about to take place— a struggle so important to those 
who take part in it that they cannot tear their thoughts away from 
it for a single moment P These are some of the questions that chase 
one another through an oarsman’s mind. And there are others. 
Will he he able to last out the whole course ? Is it not possible that 
he may collapse utterly when half way over the course, and offer a 
shocking spectacle to the assembled thousands ? What if he should 
I catch a crab, or if Ms oar should break, or if the coxswain should 
I steer them crasMng into a pleasure-boat, or if some one should put 
I Ms foot through the frail skin of the racing boat, and cause her to 
I sink ? And so in a sort of dream he dons Ms shorts, Ms zephyr and 
I Ms shoes, helps to carry the boat down to the water, and mechani- 
cally takes Ms acenstomed place. Almost before he realises what 
has happened, the crew are at the stake-boat, the umpire has fired 
his pistol, and the race ha s started. 

No needle afflicts him now: dismal thoughts and nervousness 
have vanished as if by the touch of a magician’s wand, and all his 
powers, hedily and mental, are concentrated on Ms work. Last? 
Why, he feels he could last till the crack of doom. How it inspires 
a man to have the other crew alongside, to know they are worthy 
opponents, hut yet mortal, men not to be daunted^ by a single spurt, 
or broken up by one or two rolls, but liable notmthstanding to lose 
their winds and to fall behind. How the boat springs to each stroke; 
Jupiter! what a fearful roll that was; howtmn and distant sound 
the eldritch shrieks of the coxswain ; No. 6 in the other crew has got 
Ms slide stuck— splendid!— how curious that pale man on a moored 
steamer looked in a green tie. Ohj oh, stroke is quickening — yes, 
the crew pick it up with Mm— glorious I — but I can follow the race 
no farther, for as I write a needle pierces me, and I feel as nervous 
as though I saw the whole stress and struggle raging before my eyes. 

And the memories of delightful friendsMps, of toil endured to- 
gether, of victories gloriously celebrated, of defeats manfuU^r endured, 
of the little troubles that diversified the monotony of training, the 
nicknames of each member of the crew, their little foibles, their 
sturdy, honest Msbelief in their rivals, their gallant and unquench- 
able belief in themselves — all these are to the man who has rowed in 
a race a possession for ever. Of tMs no length of years CEua rob him ; 
and as he meets Ms old companions, and fights Ms old races over again, 
he will declare to himself that if he had his life to live once more he 
would be a rowing man rather than an^hing else. That is the con- 
dusion to which Mr. Pitman’s article nas brought me. Those who 
wish to know what it means to race should read it for themselves. 
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[Mr. Thomas Hughes, Q.C., author of the 
umnitabie Tom Brownes Schooldays^ died on 
Sunday, .March 22, 1896.] 

Aia— “ John Brown^^ 

Man’s delight and boyhood’s friend, 

Is yonr life-conrse at an end ? 

Troops of boys join Jfr. Punch in deep 
regret, “Tom Brown.” 

With more or less of troth, 

Age has written about youth, 

But no man has measured boyhood better 
yet, “ Tom Brown.” 

We remember well the joy 
We derived from that “ Old Boy,” 

Large of heart, and full of simple honest 
pluck, “ Tom Brown,” 

Whose tale of fun and fist. 

Had a charm none could resist ; 

Who in boyhood to peruse it had the 
luck, “ Tom Brown.” 

Asa student of boys’ ways. 

And of glad scholastic days. 

You finished easy first, whoe’er came 
next, “Tom Brown.” 

All was honour, courage, health. 

In your youthfiil Commonwealth, 

By shirk, and sneak, and sucker all un- 
vext, “Tom Brown.” 

’Tis a picture waking pride. 

That of school-life’s sunny side, 

And all England loves your typio English 
lad, “ Tom Brown,” 

And for many and many a year, 

To “ Our Boys ” you will be dear. 

Whilst grown men will read your story, 
and feel glad, “ Tom Brown ” I 


A BOMAHCE OE THE RIVER. 

Edwin, “What colours shall you wear at 
the boat-race. Miss Angelina 
Angelina [uncertain as to EdwirCs Univer^ 
sHp), ‘ ‘ Need you ask ? True blue, of course ! ” 
Edwin [who received his education at 
Durham Xlniversity^ enthusiastically clasps 
ing Angelina in his arms), “Darlingl I 
felt certain that you would heap coals of fire 
on my head for asking such a question.” 
[But, as a matter of fact, he heaped the 
coals on hers when the time came for set- 
tiements, being a large pit proprietor. 


The Bare Idea. 

Mr. Gledstone, of Streatham, says England 
won’t beat 

The Scotch till, at football, they play with 
hare feet ! 

Fancy champion cups won, not strength, 
pluck and skill by. 

But by every footballer becoming a “Trilby” I 

Ah! poor Mrs. Grundy! The notion must 
shock her. 

(N.B. A new name for this game: “The 
wo- S acker” 1 ) 


Note on Notes.— At the Opera Comique. 
Some charming music in Professor Yilliebs 
Stanford’s opera, libretto by Mr. G. H. 
Jessop, Specially note “ When I was 
PoMwy,” capitally sung and acted by Mr, 
Joseph O'Mara, and the duet which he has 
with Mr. Stephens as a “heavy” of the 
British Army. 


Nombn Feiux. — ^Why any objection to the 
appointment of Dr. Richard Bratn as Medi- 
cal Superintendent of Broadmoor Criminal 
Lunatic Asylum P Brayn, if powerful and 
acting rightly, is exactly what is wanting at 
such a place. 



First Genius to Second Genius, “ Whv on Earth do you do tour Hair in teat 
ABSURD Fashion, Smith 1 ” 


SPOETITE SONGS. 

The Golfing Novice to the Fair Expert. 

I HAVE done, as you wished, dearest heart, 
And have driven a ball from the “ tee.” 
How I “ sliced” and I “pulled” at the start! 

And my “ topping ” was awful to see ! 
Then the “ globe” I repeatedly missed, 

And I “foozled” my “iron’s approach.” 
While the way I mismanaged my wrist 
Brought the tears to the eyes of my “ coach.” 

When I brought efi a “putt” how they 
chaffed! 

And called it a “ gobble ” or “ steal.” 

And how they unfeelingly laughed 
When I had with a “ stymie ” to deal ! 
True, a club is a creature of grace, 

But a strange anatomical whole, 

For combined with its “ head,” “ neck,” and 
“face,” [“sole’/! 

Are its “heel,” and its “toe,” and its 


Many “ mbs of the green” were my lot 
! (Thns I wounded a goose and a hoy), 
i And o’er “ bankers” and “hazards” my 
I shot 

Was, alas ! not a thing full of joy I 
Th-n “ bad lies ” often hindered the “ run,” 
And the “ niblick ” was called in request. 
But e’en science is balanced by fun, 

So I went on with ignorant zest I 

What a “ divot ” I cut from the grass 
When I made an attempt with a “ spoon ” ! 
Oh, I felt such a thorough-paced ass 
As it rose like a verdant balloon I 
Yet I got round the links, love, at last — 

I won’t trouble you now witn tbe score — 
But to golfing I mean to hold fast, 

And in “ singles ’ we ’ll often cry “ Fore! ” 


Cause without Effect.— An action re- 
sulting in a farthing’s damages. 
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“ The subject for our disoursiyeness to-night is, “ To tehat extent 
JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. hds Ihs&Ti coYitTibutsd to tho CcLuso {ij^ ojf Femctlo S!incincipctm I 

/■D- -D T Ti A ^ ^Jid being: a total ignoramus up to date of the sheer existence 

(Bx Basoo Hubby Bukosho jABBBBnsB. B.A.) gentleman, I shall abS»in from scratching myS 

No, Till. over so Sphinxian a conundrum, and confine myself to knuckfing to 

How Mr. Jdblerjee delivered an Oration at a LadM Delating Clul. wm **8 with grejr ourl-shayings 

Miss Spute (whom I have mentioned supra as a feminine inmate of and a bonnet and plumage, who declaimed her opinionated convic- 
Portieobello House) is in addeto a member of a Debating Female tion that it was degrading and m/ra dig. for any woman to be 
Society, which assembles once a week in various private Westbourne treated as a doll. (xTea^*, hear.) Well, I would hatch the question- 
Grove parlours, for argumentative intercourse. able egg of a doubt whether any rationalistic masculine could regard 

So, she expressing an anxious desire that I should attend one of the ^eaker herself in a dolli^ aspect, and will assure her that in 
these conclaves, I consented, on ascertaining that I should be afforded my fatherland every cultivated native gentleman would approach 
I the opportunity of parading the gab with which I her with the cold shoulder of apprehensive respeqt- 


the opportunity of parading the gab with which I shoulder of apprehensive respeqt- 

have been gif ted in an extemporised allocution. fulness. (The bonneted matron hecomes ruddier 

On the apijointed evening I directed my steps, cherry with complacency^ and fans her- 

under the guidance of the said Miss Spins, to a self vigorously.) 

certain imposing stucco residence hard by, wherein “Next I shall deal with the taD, meagre female 

were an assortment of female women conversing fire-hearth, in abbreviated hair and a 

with vivacious garrulity, in a delicious atmosphere jjiL nose-pinch, who set up the claim that her sex were 

of tea, coffee, and buttered bread. in all essentials the equals, if not the superiors, of 

After having partaken freely of these comesti- man. Now, without any gairish of words, I will 

bles, we made the adjournment to a luxuriously proceed baldly to enumerate various important 

upholstered parlour, circled with plush-seated^ r— physical differentiations which — (Intervention 

chairs and adorned with countless mirrors, and V ^ Hordhle Chairwoman^ reminding me that these 

there we began to beg the question at issue, to- were not in disputation.) I bow to correction, and 

whit, “ To what extent has Ibsen [if any) contri- i kiss the rod by summing up the gist of my argu- 

butedtowardstheCauseof Female Emancipation nonsensical idiotcy to snppose 

which was opened by a weedy, tail male gentleman, that a woman can he the equivalent of a man 

with a lofty and a shining forehead, and round, J) either in intellectual gripe, in bodily robustious- 

owlish spectacle-glasses. He read a very volumi- ness, or in physical courage. Of the last, 1 shall 

nous paper, from which I learnt that Ibsek was afford an unanswerable proof from my own person, 

the writer of innumerable new-fangled dramas of It is notorious, urbi et orhi^ that every feminine 

very problematical intentions, exposing the hollow \ person will fiee in paniostrioken dismay from the 

conventionalisms of aU established social usages, KWK | yX approach of the smallest mouse, 

especially in the matrimenial department. Jlj||' V “I am a Bengali, and, as such, profusely en- 

When he had ceased there was a universal and '( dowed with the fugacious instinct, and yet, shall 

nnanimous silence, due to uncontrollable female Wro||fy fmjiy I quake in appalling consternation if a mouse is to 

hasMulness, for the duration of several minutes, iM |||| m ^ . invade my vicinity ? 

until the chairwoman exhorted someone to have ||H|j 1 1| ||M| I | “Certainly I shall not; and why? Because, 

the courage of her opinions. And the ice being 1 1 IlilBP i I I though not racially a temerarious, I nevertheless 

once fractured, one Amur ath succeeded another in W |l\ I , appertain to the masculine sex, and consequen- 

dis jointed commentaries, plucking crows in the ill tmlly my heart is not capable of contracting at the 

teeth of the assertions of the Hon’bto Opener £md I l ltBIm k 11 1 i mere aspect of a rodent. This is not to blow the 

of their preciusors, and resumed their seats with mnfflHIU^l | \ triumphant trumpet of sexual superiority, but to 

abnjrot precipitancy, stating that they had no llwMIll IlKiWlwvl ^ prove a simple undenied fact by dint of an aybr^tbn. 

ftimier remarks to make. ^ lj||\Jj|j^ b® /« n “ Having pulverised my pinched-nose prede- 

Then enraed another interim of golden “ Silence raWKW i ® BK cessor, I pass on to a speaker of a very very oppo- 

and slow Time,” as Poet Keats says, which was llIilBlil A Mi w 1 personality—the well-proportioned, heautious 

as if to ^oome Sempitemity, had not 1, rushing in B maiden with azure starry eyes, gilded hair, and 

where tM ^gels were in fear of supping up, H teeth like the seeds of a pomegranate (oh, si sic 

caught the Speyer in the eye, and tipped the |nW|||' jy r^| omwes /), who vaunted, in the musical accents of a 

wmk of my caeoethes loquendi. cuckoo, her right to work out her own life, inde- 

lo preve^ Qis^pointment, I shall report my y pendently of masouline companionship or assist- 

ha^gue with verbose acenraey. . , . Min III j ance, and declared that the saccharine element of 

M^seLj {assummg a perpendicular attitude^ in- wMvn ti 'll courtship and connuhiality was but the exploded 

serting one hand among my vest buttons^ and j||Mvi'|L/« ryia-Hlr n-f tyr an-ni ftRl s ftl-fiRVin pfifl,. 

^Ae o^Aer with a graceful affability), ^ “ Had such shocking sentimeuts been aired by 

. Mad^s, Misses, V fWl Some of the other lady orators in this room, I must 

AiTO Hon eie Mjs:^ Open^, llw humble mdi- / ^ v mHI facetiously have recalled them to a certain fabular 

palpitating on his limbs before you la MM j fox which criticised the unattainable grapes as too 

^ ^mgMed, ignorant A J immature to merit mastication ; hut the particular 

m^itauts are accustomed to treat the females of / J speaker cannot justly he said to be on all fours 

tt A J XII with such an animal. Understand, please, I am no 

Madams and Misses, ni ^dia the woman is for- A weedy, tall male gentleman.” prejudiced, narrow-minded chap. I would freely 
J? severest solitude, and after her lord and and generouslypermitplainfaeed, antiquated, unmarriageable madams 
• paogs of hunger; she may not make the and misses to undertake the manufacture of their own careers adJwatt- 
outdoor excuraon without permission, and^ then solely in a seam ; but when I behold a maiden of such excessive pulchritude — 7 
sealed interior of a blinded (Second intervention by JSTon^ble Chairwoman, desiring me to abstain 
) In the Zenana, she is restricted to from personal references.) I assure the Hou’hle Miss Chaibwoman 
J Pjierile gossipmgs,^ or Hstmimg to apocryphal fairy that I was uot alluding to herself, but since she has spoken in my 
^ ^ pollute my wheel with such severity, I will conclude with my peroration on the 


mTo Lrr v-i J- xo pollute my wheel with such severity, i will conclude with my peroration on the 

tit-bits. ^ (Subdued groans.) subject for debate, namely, the theatrical dramas of Hon’ble Ibsen. 

imagine the astonishment and When, Madams and Misses, I make the odious comparison of these 
experienced here this e^ning at intelligenoe works, with which I am completely unacquainted, to the productions 
effeminate inteUeots. (A of Poet Shaksbeabe, where I may boast the familiarity that is a 
« Tbf simpering.) breeder of contempt, I find that, in Samlefs own wordi, it is the 

7 JTobcnson, gifted author of Bos- ‘ Criterion of a Satire,’ and I shall assert the unalterable a priori oi 

m rather humorously remarked, my belief that the melodious Swau of Stony Stratford, whether 

alfhniSh^ canine qua^peds, that— judged by his longitude, his versioal blankness, or the prof oundity of 

natnrcF hut a meiocre his attainments m Chronology, Theology, Piirenology, Palmistry, 

execntft ^at they sho^d be capable at all to Metallurgy, Zoography, Nosology, Chiropody, or the IMusioal Glasses, 

• ^8.8 outnumbered every subsequent contemporary and suconmhed 

^ womanish tongues them alll ” 

radius of which are naturally far outside the With this, I sat down, leaving my audience as sotto voce as fishes 

radiTis ot their comprehensions. ^th admiration and anJazement at the f acundity of my eloquence, 
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and should indubitably baye been the recipient of innumerable 
felicitations but for the fact that Miss Spetz, snddenly experiencing 
sensations of insalnbrionsness, requested me, without delay, to con- 
duot her from the assemblage. 

I would willingly make a repetition of my yisit and rhetorical 
triumphs, only Miss Spiitk informs me that she has recently termi- 
natedW membership with the above society. 


ALL ROUND HER HAT. 

{Very New Version of an old “ VitecTiapel ” Ballad^ discovered in the 
Pit of an EasUErid Theaire.) Air— A ll round my Eat” 

Chorus 

All round her hat she wears all Covent Q-arding, 
All round her hat, wich it is a precious way. 
If anyone should axe her the reason why she 
wears it, 

She’d tell him— -well a somethink as J’d 
rayther not say. 

’Twas going to my place in the pit that I did 
meet ner, 

Oh I I thought she was a monster Ju-loon 
dropped down from the eky. 

And I never see a tile more neater nor completer, 
As had primroses and poppies piled wot costers call “ up-’igh.” 

Oh, the donah she was tall, and her hat was of that kind, too. 

And cruel was the way it did hintercept my eye 
From a twigging of the play, as in course 1 was inclined to. 

But I couldn’t dodge ihat market-cart of hat, not any wy. 


with him to the noble mansion in question. The 7 ni 8 e en scene 
was as perfect as^ the union of hearts. A duchess made no more 
scruple of exhibiting her homespuns than did a Nationalist lady of 
urging the unrivalled quality of her linen. “Begorra! ” cried my dad, 
still in his shamrock disgTUse, “ this a great day for Cold Oirelandl,” 

For my part, I was busily employed^with ready pencil noting the 
exquisite which so constantly prevented my view of the 

stalls. Picture, .Ethemnda, a broad hat of black velvet relieved by 
cerise plumes, which would effectually block the view of any stage in 
Christendom ; imagine a sweet retiring chapeau de paille drooping as 
the weeping ]^ow, from which depended garlands of roses, nastur- 
tiums, jonquils, and azaleas, treasure and keep in mind the freshness 
of a toque formed of hare’s ears, with the brush” of a fox en 
Svidence^ and the chic of a combination of sarsaparilla leaves and 
strawberries. And the dresses? Darling, they were there, but 
unseen. The cold, drizzling weather had laid its stern hand on the 
extraordinary display, which might reasonably have been expected. 
But la belle dame sans merci (how I love Keats I) had requisitioned 
every animal from the beaver to the mole, from the hear to the Arctic 
fox, which fur will, of course, become very reasonable when Dr. 
Nansez returns to civilization. I was really quite overcome by the 
spectacle. Papa was so overjoyed with the reception with which 
he met that he disappeared, and did not come home till Wednesday 
afternoon, when I found a pair of skates, marked **Nationm 
Skating Palace,” in his overcoat pocket. He says that he subse- 
quently attended a meeting of the Eoyal G-eograpmeal Society. 

Try this “ pick-me-up.” Bub an ounce of ipiround ginger on 
three pounded capsicums, add half-an-ounce of Cayenne pepper, 
season with pure Cognac (I have the address of the best providers), 
and qualify with a gill of peppermint. Papa declares that he has 
never been the same man since he consumed this potion, and his 
experience is vast. Ever, dear, Your loving cousin, Kadj. 



For three mortal hours I dodged, and squirmed, and started, 

For three long mortal hours, as in course I had to stay. 

Bad luck to the chap, most merKcious and black-hearted. 

As invented lydies’ hats like a blessed stack of hay. 

There is some young women as is so precious bumptious, 

They want four tunes as much free room as that for wot they pay. 

I sez Can’t see a bit o’ that play, as I am told is scrumptious, 

Along o’ that confounded hat a-bobbin’ in my way.” 

Oh, she guv me such a rattlesnake look out of her eyes, I started ! 

She 6€Z, sez she, “ I ain’t no statue, and hats is wore this way I ” 

I was awful sorry that my two bob for a seat in that pit I ’d parted ; 
And while these haystack-hats is wore, not another half-dollar 
I’ll pay I 

Chorus : — 

All round my hat I wears a green willow, 

All round my hat, in a weeping sort o’ way, 

And if anyone should axe me the reason wy I wears it, 

’Tis cos o’ that Tower o’ Babel Hat as bilked me of that play I 


CONDENSED CONEIDENCE. 


Dearest Ethelizda, — Since my escapade at the Eldorado 
Theatre of Yarieties I have lived the existence of a nun. Cluite 
otherwise has been the conduct of Papa. Every night does he sally 
forth to his club, and retans like a genuine Meniber of Parlia- 
ment in the small, wee hours. “ Si jeunesse savait^ si vieillesse 
pouvaitf^ I overheard him exclaim yesterday morning, as he hurled 
his very tight, varnished boots at the wall opposite to his bedroom 
door. I know nothing of the capabilities oi jeunesse. but I am well 
aware that vieillesse knocked about hcdf a yard of paper off the 
opposition to his strength. 

These reflections on my sire are chiefly caused by his extraordinary 
behaviour on the anniversary of St. Patrick’s day. Long as I have 
known my parent, and he is a man to be remembered, I have never 
seen him so pertinaciously pregnant with perverseness. He came 
down to breakfast decorated with an enormous bunch of herbs, which 
I at first imagined to be parsley — sans monocle je suis aveugU-^^^^n 
clover, and finally discovered was a root of shamrock. “ This is a 
great day indeed, me darlint,” he exclaimed, as he tossed off his 
cafe au lait (this self- combined mixture is the invention of an 
ingenious foreigner, whose advertisement you will find on the sixth 
page of the Tea- Topers Gazette). 

Still preserving that romantic brogue, which is concomitant, and 
necessary to the production of such plays as Arrah-na-pogue, The 
Colleen Bawn^ and, in these latter days, to a musical stew o^ed 
Shamus O'Brien^ he invited me to accompany him to an aristo- 
cratic assembly at Londondenr House, “ where, bedad,^ my girl, 
you ’ll find the foinest gurls in all London doin’ their mighty best 
for the distrestful country,” It is, perhaps, needless to say, mamie, 
that I overlooked his disfiguration of speech, and made ready to go 


THE HYDE PARK THEATRE. 

{Advance Sheets of an Article ripe for use in 1898.) 

It was scarcely to be supposed that after Mr. Richards, M.P., 
had received for an answer to Ms question in March, 1896, anent the 
legality of dramatic sketches in Hyde Park on the first day of the 
week, a reply in the affirmative, that matters would be allowed to 
remain in statu quo. As all the world knows, the movement once 
recognised as lawful became the rage, and extended from the peram- 
bulating player of the streets to the regular actor of the recognised 
West-end house. This being so, one of our interviewers thought it 
his duty to ceJI upon a representative of the theatres to ascertain the 
views of the profession upon a matter of so much importance. 

“ Personally, I have no objection to al fresco performances,” said 
the Representative; “ altiiough I believe that finer effects may be 
obtained in the play-house than in the Park.” 

“ Will you kindly make your meaning plainer.” 

** Well, you see light and shade can be more distinctly marked in 
an enclosure than in the open air. The actor under cover has the 
benefit of the electric light, which can be turned on or off ; in the 
open he must rely solely on the sun in the day and on the moon by 
night.” 

” But in a realistic drama, would not a shower of natural rain be 
of considerable advantage? ” 

“ Certainly, if it could be timed so as to fall at the proper cue ; 
but in our changeable climate such an arrangement is difficult of 
accomplishment.” 

“ And what sort of an entertainment shonld be provided for the 
Park promenaders ? ” 

“ It depends upon the hour. When 
the taverns are closed light comedy 
and burlesques would probably be 
the most popular fare. When 6 p.m. 
was reached, and Buz© resumed his 
business, then tragedy might be 
attempted.’ 

“ Then yon consider tragedy thirst- 
producing ? ” 

“ I believe that is a fact resting 
upon reliable statistics,” retaned 
the Representative. 

“One more question,” said the In- 
terviewer. “How do yon think the 
Park can be supplied from ” 

“From onr own boards?” put in 
the Representative. “ Why, that is 
easy enough— yon see the theatres 
are closed on Sunday.” And this 
reply made our Interviewer believe 
tiiat there was something wrong 
somewhere in the arrangements of 
the Lord CHAMREBLAur. 
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A JOB’S COMFORTER. 

MotHBB’s MoETH; BFT I ’m AJEAID HB 'S taken my WOBST B'EATtrKEl 
lyrammamma [on ths MvOier a side), “ Yrs; and trNEOETtTNATELT he ’s pth- it biobt lir tmb middle of mis Facbi'' 


EXTEACT EEOM A SPINSTEE’S DIAEY. 

. 1896. — I hare been in great anEiety all day, 

^ ^ just too late, bS 

• iny firs^dass o^age bonnd for the north. The guard 

thll until my aniyai: He 

Memtd surprised that I had no luggage, and I dare say fancied that 
my journey was more or less oonneoted with a yisit to Gretna Green. 

^ * young thing, although, as a 

iull age, and consequentiy independent of 
treats and guardians. I admit as much as that, but my*^ age is my 
no one else. Tortunately, I have some light 
me oonseqi^tly can pass the weary hours away. Let 

Hew Woi^® -PreAistoMc Hemeto. Capital article on “ The 

• ' * • • • « 

^ Tv* tiling for some Httle while with my 

®5f *?? strangers in odddal costumes. 

vT ^ t® permit their admit- 

iSrswoS.eX^defs! ®®®’^®^ 

+ 1,0 e T I mu^ trouble you to fill up this document,” says 

*^*^1* oauMdmesomuoran^oy- 
noe when I saw its fellow on the mantlepiece in my maiden aunt’s 
^awing-^. “ Ton see the 29th is the day, and ft “m to be fiSed 
w^enSlSfor*^ morning, so that the collector may find it ready 

. ^®'** replieA grasping the terrible situation, this is not a 

dwel^-house, and you are not the head of the family I ” * 

T ■*-®**” e2:pl9iaed the old gentleman. 
® 4'™^K-l«>use ; as I am a Scotchman, no doubt I 
^tSnwToTZi®*'*®^ ^ you— as a cousin of some sort— and I am 
^^y the head of my family, as my younger brother here will tS 

ueoniesced the second old man. 

®® y®’^ ®«?” I usked, for I saw that further 

buttte kwWcSgue?el!S®®‘ ^®“® *» avoiA, 


“Not at all,” answered the senior ofidcial, politely ; “ shall we ssy 
loity-five f ” 

I trembled ^ith indignation. But I thouglit it best to be Eure 
of my ground. 

penalty in clioosing my own view of tbe neceEsity 
of telling the truth ? ” 

“ The nominal penalty is £5. But then you would have to pay the 
money m vam; for we are instructed, when we find that a false 
return has been made, to ascertain the truth, and correct it. At 
ormerset House all the information we require is ready to hand. 
Shall we say fifty-five ? ” 

** Or fifty-six r put in the other. 

I was about to reply, when I lost all consciousness I 

Monday^ April 30.— I am to relieved I I had been dreaming ! The 
guard— a very good man indeed, who has had a second half-crown 
in recognition of his services — called me when we arrived at the ter- 
minns, I had fallen asleep over the Prehistoric Peview* And now 
tor breakfast, and then “home, sweet home” by the next iiain. 
I am so pleased. I have dodged the Census I 

Just retened to my dwelling. Have had sll my trouble for 
nothing I Ho inquiry about age in the Census paper ! 

To tlie “Radical Committee.’^ 

{And All whom it mwg Coneem,') 

“Home Rule all Round ” seems slightly “ in the air ” ; 

Rirst you must show— by votes — Home Rule “All Square.” 
jl^d, what seems strange, but true will yet be found, 

To “ square ” the voters, you must “ bring them round. 

S|2noTrs Report Coneirmed I — ^In answer to our inquiries at Scot- 
iMd Yard we are informed that the report as to there being “ divi- 
sions in the ranks of the police ” is only too well founded. 

The Cry oe the Houday-xovino Ciehx,— “ E asterward Hoi” 
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CABBY OR, REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

(By “ Eansom Jack'*) 

No. XV, — Shilling Cab-fases, from the Dbiteb’s Point of View. 

[** The London Cabman tried my patience long before bis vebicle or bis 
borse tried my nerves. I am free to confess tbat even now tbe_ prejudices 
tbat bave sprung up in my mind against him, in consequence of bis surliness 
and iU-disguised brutality, are stronger then is my fear of accidents,’^ — 
ifr, Albert jD. Ymdam on “ The Blights of a Shilling Oab^fare," in The 
Sphinx,’\ 

Hoightt-toightt I ’Ow tiffy and toffy ’e is, this ’ere gent with a 
name that is like a Dutoh swear I 

It wonldn^t pertikler “delight” me, I'm thinking, to 'ave hm 
inside for a long shilling fare. 

It would be a long ’nn, I '11 bet my best 'at, for I 'm fly to the stingy, 
“ superior ” sort, 

As are always a *ugging theirselves on the thought that they're 
gents, and us chaps, as poor cads, out o' court. 

j It makes them “ swdl wisibly,” this 'ere hidea, till it seems as their 
tight-buttoned frock-coats would bust. 

What rare G^reat PaDjandryums they are, to be sure ; or, leastways, 
would be, if you take 'em on trust. 

They walks this poor earth like drum-majors or beadles, a-shooting 
their onffs and a-cuddling tiieir canes. 

They fancy they 're loves, and brollies was thunderbolts, wouldn't 
they blarst us, or bash out our brains P 

'Osrsomever, I '11 keep on my 'air, if I can, though a-reading this 
article gives me the 'ump. 

'E thinks we are all brutal bullies and grumblers. Ah I Yaistam, 
old man, that’s a far bigger jump , . - « 

Than ever you 'U see at the^Varsity sports. There is Cabbies of all 
sorts, —and so there is fores. 

You pick out the surliest Jehus you know, and J'llpiok out ‘ gents” 
as '11 run ’em in pairs. 


If you’d try just one week about town on the box of a Hansom or 
Growler, you ’d know the ‘ ‘ delights 

Of a shilling cab-fare” ain’t confined to the “ fare.” Not to mention 
’ard weather, cold days and wet nights, 

Long waits and lumbago, east wind and stiff joints, we ’ave got 
’ Uman Nature to fight with as well ; 

And though you may thfiik that confined to us “Jehus,” you’ll see 
it crop up now and then in a swell. 

You would, swelp me scissors I For surliness, stinginess, ah, and 
brutality, many a toff 

Would give Bandy Badges a hit and a heating. Now Bandy’s a 
brute, and a little bit off ; 

’Is temper, I own, is as catchy as teazles, 'is manners is had, and 'is 
mind on the grab ; 

But don’t yon emagine that temper and trickiness are to he found 
only outside a cab ! 

We ain’t 'ot-'ouse flowers, nor yet Parian himages ; I never yet 
knowed a Cabby with wings. 

But long tails and 'oofs ain't our regular wear, neither, Sir. Syrups, 
and saints, and such 'eavenly things, 

Might he just a bit out o’ place on the box, in a jammed London 
street, with a Tartar hinside 

A-proddin' your ribs with a piuted humbreller, and letting ’is 
swear- words flow frequent and wide. 

Hangels with whips is remarkable rare birds ; but dittoes ia broad- 
cloth or silk don’t run free. 

Say you are 'ailed by a 'orty haw-hawer, as looks as if 'e 'eld all 
London in fee ; 

Sniffs at you sidewise, and cusses your mare if she shifts half an 
inch, or gives just the least splash. 

“ Park Lane, and drive like the dayvil I ” 'e snaps ; and ycu touch 
your old 'at and are off at full dash. 

Keeps on a-firing at you through the trap all the way with remarks 
as establish a raw ; 

Calls you a slug, and your 'orse a old crock, and runs lots o’ big d’s 
in the slack of 'is jaw ; 

Looks at you out of 'is blue saucer eyes, as if you was a stray lump 
o' dirt on 'is nose, 

And chucks you a shilling for two-and-a-arf mile o' ground. You 
should washup that swell, I suppose. 

Even us Cabbies are not made of putty, and sometimes, I own, 
would forfeit the fare 

To land just one domino on a swell’s boko that cocks at my sort with 
so scornful a hair. 

Mr, Vandam talks of thrashing a Cabby, for being “impertinent” to 
a swell toff, I 

As though 'twas as easy as writing about it, and ’e was cocksure ’ow i 
the scrap would come off. 

Well, well ; gents are smart with their mawlies sometimes ; but it j 
isn't that sort as lead Cabby a life ; 

It’s the popinjay species, hinsulting and stingy, who, when they’re 
fair tackled, shut up like a knife, 

Unless there's a hohhy close 'andyl A’iding’s a good wholesome 
lesson to cads, 'igh or low. 

But when it ’s a question of fists and best man, it is not always hodds 
on the fare, dontcherknow. 

I once got well licked by a swell, a7id deserved it I That swell is a 
reglar with me to this day. 

But don't say poor Cabby is always to blame, for there 's facts I could 
prove as go quite t’other way, 

“ A bob and a cubs, eighteen pence and a grumble” Well, yes, 
there's too much o' that sort, I dessay ; 

But before you can size up the Cabbies as growl, you 'ave got to take 
stcck of the parties as pay. 

Fair's fair, yes, but fare is not fair— not sometimes. Abuse, bully- 
jug, cheating are not all one side, 

And it 's wonderful 'ow much “ brutality ” gees now and then with 
swell garments and hoceans of pride. 

A gent as is really a gent takes the cake, ’e 's the pick o’ the basket, 
if I 'many judge; 

But it isn’t the cash or the cloth makes that sort, and the party as 
fancies they do fancies fudge. 

Mr, Y. runs us ’ard. Stillsomever, ’e’s right to a pint. There are 
Cabbies who ’re bullies and bears. 

But, ah I let 'im try, for a twelvemonth or so, to rear morals and 
manners on short shilliug fares. 

Cab-ranks ain’t recruited from scholars and gents, nor saints don 
drop their trumpets to ’andle a whip. , „ 3 

I know “ Shilling Cab-fares,” p’r’aps better than him, so I ’ope he’i 
excuse me_f or giving the tip. 
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EULE, COLUMBIA ! 

{New Versim of cm old, hid olsolete, 'piece oj 
Patriotic Blowing,'*) 

[M. Nicol Tbszla, the great electrician, in 
America, thinks it T7ill soon be possible to dispense 
TPith telegraph wires, and transmit messages to 
any place on earth, or even the nearer planets, by 
the utilisation of “ electric wayes.”] 

Air — “ Rule, BritanniaP 

When Yankeedom, at heaven’s oommand, 
Arose from out the Atlantic “ wet,” 

This was the motto of that land : 

“We’ll lick creation, yes, yon hetl ” 

Rule Columbia I rule the (electric) waves I 
The elements themselves shall be thy 
slaves I 

John Bull, not half so smart as thee, 

Rules ocean’s waves with tiident-flail ; 

But thou shalt hind the planets free, 

And catch wild comets by the tail. 

Rule Columbia, rule the (electric) waves! j 
They’re better, far, than mere black 
R'igger slaves 1 

Thv Monhoe Doctrine wide may reign, 

(’Tis Heaven’s own law, some swear, not 
.thine!) 

But now thou *lt sway beyond earth’s main, 
To— wheresoever stars may shine I 
Rule, Columbia, role the (eleotiio) waves 1 
(Think what a nile (in posts and wires) it 
saves I 


LITEEAEY SCEAPS. 

Me. Punch, Sir,— As the representative 
of English Literature, allow me to address 
you, I wish to suggest to you that the novels 
and plays of to-day are far easier of con- 
struction than the S3 written in the earlier 
yc ars of the century. Nowadays something is 
left to the im^ination. To make my mean ing 
nlainer, I will imagine that the careers of 
Edwin and Angelina have become hopelessly 
involved. The frst is married to someone 
else, and the second is betrothed to a person 
fhe hates. In the days of old the writer 
would have cleared off the supeiffuous wife 
and disposed of the unnecessary But 

in 1896 such a task is superffaous. All that 
the novelist has to do is to set down some- 
thing like the following:— 

Conclusion of a Modern Hovel 

“ This is my wife,” said Edwin, at length. 
He was weary of continuing the deception, 

“And this is mj fiance ; ” and Angelina 
turr ed red and white, and trembled. j 

“ It is a great mistake,” he murmured; “ a 
great mistake ! ” 

“ You are right,” she replied, adopting a 
tone telling of anguish. ‘^You are always 
right. And you were never so right as now.” 
And then they both looked out of the window, 

THE END. 

Nothing further is needed. “ They both 
looked out of the window ” is quite enough. 


The reader can supply the remainder at his 
or her discretion. 

Then take the play. Thirty or forty 
years ago a “social prohlem,’' when in- 
troduced, had to be solved, Yirtue had to 
be triumphant and vice vanquished in the 
final act. But nowadays this sort of ending 
is quite out of date. Suppose that two men 
are face to face prepared to fight a duel. The 
lady of both their loves is on the stage, and 
so is her guardian. Then the author may 
give the following 

End of a Modebn Plat, 

Henry [fiercely). At last your hour is 
come I I will not set down my rapier until 
it has rid the world of a vitlain and a slave I 

Matthew, As you will. I hurl hack your 
defiance I [ They fight for a few minutes, 

and then pause. 

Young Lady [during the pause). How will 
it conclude ? 

Guardian, I wonder I \_Curtain, 

You will £69, by the above examples, that 
the end of a novel or a play nowadays may 
be as simple as— well, say a modem reader. | 
Yours abruptly, 

One of the Hew School. 

Spanish Castle, Ide of Skye, 

Con. by a Ctntc.— Cau the rather noisy 
“Independent Labour Party” really be the 
Party which desires to be independent of 
1 Labour ? 
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OUE BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Told in the Twilight (F. V. 
Whitb & Co.) is a title likely to 
captivate all who expect from it a 
series of mysterious tales, gnaint 
goblinesque legends, and blood- 
CTixdling ghost -stories. Yerily, 
those 'who indnlge in snch antici- 
pations are, ont&ing -ap Adeline 
Sekgbant’s hook, doomed to dis- 
appointment: but after being 
caught by the first story they 
probably will be led on to read 
“ just one more,” (a good title, by 
the way, not patented, or other- 
wise protected,) and not be con- 
tented until the last is reached 
and finished. During this course, 
the well-informed reader 'will pro- 
bably have been struck by the 
close resemblance which, in many 
respects, Mr. Oelando Ba.teman, 
the organist in “ Lady EUenor’s 
Romance,” bears to Svengali of 
Trilby fame. “ He was lividly 
pale, lean, not very tall, with a 
shock of black hair, and immense 
black eves.” “ He looked so fierce 
and 'wild,” and “ when playing, 
he threw back the long, black 
hair that was apt to stray over 
his white forehead.” Isn’t this 
uncommonly like Mr. Beeebohm 
Tree as Svengalif “I know that 
most people call him ugly: but 
they have not seen him at work.” 
And Lady JSllenor^ like Trilby, 
is Svengaiivinised by the aquiline 
nosed, glittering eyed musician. 
However, Lady Ellenor isn’t a 
Trilby, and the en-chanting orga- 
nist is not a Svengali All ends 
happily. These stories told in the 
t wifight may be read in broad day- 
light., or, in fact, at any time, to 


FANCY PORTRAIT. 



“OLD OOMPAULOPPOMUS” AT HOME. 


the delight of the reader and 
the profit of the authoress and 
publisher. 


DOLLARS AKD SEIfSE; 

Or, The Boatn of 'Jhe Matinee Eat, 

[The Legislature of Ohio have just 

passed a law forbidding women to 

wear large hats at theatres.] 

It may not in all things be 'worthy 
or wise, 

Our laws and our modes to Ameri- 
canise; 

But here is a point on which 
thousands would thank 

Our M.P.’s for taking a tip from 
the Yank. 

For where ’s the male victim who 
ever hath sat, 

Unseeing, behind a hugh “ Ma^ 
hat,” 

Who will not rejoice when our 
Q-overnment collars, 

For every such nuisance, a fine of 
ten dollars ? 

(H.B. The poor managers’ lives 
will be Hades ! 

The fine should be paid by the 
selfish fine ladies.) 

A man might as well be as blind 
as a bat, 

As sit in the rear of a Matinee 
hat. 

And it makes an old theatre-goer 
to sigh, Oh ! 

To tbink that his lot is not cast 
in Ohio. 


Businiss beeobe Evebvthing. 
—Our ‘ ‘ Friend in the City ” hear- 
ing of the advance on Elassala, 
wishes to know if the property 
has been properly valued. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, March 23.— Q-ood deal of variety 
about House of Commons, This day last week benches crowded ; 
interest intense ; subject, new war in the Soudan. To-nigbt benches 
moderately filled; no lack of speech-making; a smell of chopped 
straw through the House ; a disposition amongst Borough Members 
to come down in gaiters and shooting coats ; Waltee Lon a, all 
alone on Treasury Bench, humming to himself the plaintive air, 
“ Go bring the Cattle Home,^’ 

Bill under di€cussion a modest measure branded Diseases of 
Animals Bill. Simply but efieotually proposes that all Foreign and 
Colonial Cattle shall be slaughtered aD port of entry. Liberals spy 
under its mnffler the heard of Protection. Criticism not confined to 
Opposition benches. Several Members rise from Ministerial side 
and declare they will have none of it. Hew House has two Men 
from Whiteley’s ; one the Universal Provider sent on from Stock- 
port ; the other from Ashton-under-Lyme. It was the representa- 
tive of the Ashton branch who spoke the other night on Bi-metal- 
lism. Our Young Man from Stockport turned up to-night, 
interrupting Waltee Lon&'s pretty song with protest against this 
measure. Never since, ia almost forgotten play, Wilson Baeeett 
used to raise two lean arms to Heaven, and cry aloud, “ How long ? 
How long ?” has there been seen anything so pathetic as the Stock- 
port Man from Whitelet’s lament over this Cattle Bill. 

“ Sir,” he said, dropping a scalding tear almost on the unprotected 
Lead of the Minister for Agcioultnre, reclining on the Treasury Bench, 
“ I regret that, having been elected to oppose Home Rule, I should 
be asked at this early period of the Session to support what I cannot 
help calling an English Land League.” 

Observe how, even in the torrential passion of the moment, this 
sentence is oaiefully shaded. If it had not been so early in the 
Seision it wouldn’t have been so bad. In July a cup, however bitter 
its contents, might be drained, which, proffered in March, is fatal. 
Then there is the apologetic introduction of the scathing reference 
to an English.Land League. “ I cannot help calling it ” an English 


Land League, said Our Stockport Representative, slightly turning 
afide Ms head to hide Ms emotion, a movement which, accidentally 
altering the course of the falling tear, averted a catastrophe Waltee 
Long would have felt more acutely than most men of Ms age. 

After tMs desperate attack from the Opposition benches, with 
answering signs ot revolt from besieged camp, a little surprising to 
find that the malcontents mustered only 95, leaving Ministers in a 
majority of 149. 

Business done . — ^Diseases of Animals Bill read second time. 

Tuesday,— The longer I live, dear Toby,” said the SquxRB of 
Mal'wood just now as we strolled through the division lobby on the 
London Water Bills question, “the more I feel like one who treads 
alone some banquet-hall deserted. In the political world I am 
becoming a sort of mastodon of Liberalism. If, when I finally 
answer the cry- ‘Who goes home ?’ they would promise not to put a 
statue of me in the central lobby. I wouldn’t mind bequeathing my 
skeleton to the Natural History Museum. With a suitable label, it 
might prove of interest, and would serve as a lesson, to coming 
generations. Every day questions crop up wMoh show what chasms 
have been riven in the politieal world within the last dozen years. 
Here, for example, is this proposal of the London County Council to 
take over the Water System of the Metropolis. Sixteen y ears ago the 
question was before a committee of the House of Commons, of which 
I was Chairman, with Don Josi; as faithtol henchman. Hard work to 
hold Mm in in those days, when there was a Tory fence or ditch to he 
laken. Perhaps, if he had one passion stronger than another, it was 
for the unfettered action of municipal authority over all matters 
affecting the ratepayers. After sixteen years the question comes up 
again. Don Jose and I walk apart. A fathomless river fiows 
between. I am here still, fighting for the old principles of 1880. 
Don Jobe is on the other hank, eligible quarters laid out as viUas 
for the gentlemen of England, and the London ratepayers will be 
the poorer by, some say, twenty millions, the lowest estimate putting 
it do-wn at five. » 

“TMs only an episode in a long tragedy, a chapter in an inter- 
minable Mstiiry. JoxiM and Habtengton are also on the other side 
of the river. But that is a matter for small surprise compared with 
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Don Jose’s somersatilt, “We confront eact otter at every turn of! 
events. One gets used to it, as' beneficent iN'ature in time blunts all 
sharp edges. But sometimes, as to-night, the state of things is 
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Dilique Specimen 6om Natural History Museum. 

brought home with peremptory force, and one feels a little lonely 
treaoiDg the old familiar paths.” 

Business done.— London County Council’s proposal to acquire 
waterworks thrown out by 287 votes against 125, 

Wednesdat^^^Ovn British life and habits so monotonous in 
manner, so sombre in colour, variation from the commonplace is 
ever acceptable. Thus House to-day delighted to see Ctjxhbebt 
Q.TJILTEB and Kenton-Sianet rolling in the vat. For more perfect 
vraisemhlance QinniEE had donned smock, with big hat and boots, 
usually worn by brewers’ draymen. That nothing should be lacking, 
had learned ofi an oath or two, Seeoea.nt-at-Abms drew the line 
at that W asn’ t certain at first about the vat ; but remembered how, 
in earlier Parliament, petitions on some burning question been 
brought in in hales, packed below Gangway, so that Members could 
not see each other across the pile. Suggested that Member address- 
ing House should scramble on top and thence deliver his speech. 

If that might be, why shouldn’t Quiltee carry out his hrilUant 
idea of packing his petitions in favour of pure beer in a hogshead, 
label it ** Qtjiltee’s Entire,” and get Keevon-Slanet (who will ' 
do anything if promised an opportunity of makiug a speech) to help 
him roll it in ? So it was done. I 

Saee tells me that when Mr, G. went out to the opening of the 
Baltic Canal, O^iriLpE was one of Don Cueeie’s guests, A Copen- 
hagen paper, printing list of the company, mentioned among the 
nobility and gentry, “Sir Cutheebt Q-uiets,” meaning the Member 
for Sudbury, Sir Cuthbeet by no means Q,uiets to-day. This his i 
great opportunity, and he rose to it. Began at earliest moment. 
As soon as vat was trundled into position, leaned his elbow on it, I 
crossed one leg, and began to discourse about the contents. Six 
hundred yards long was the petition • 26,000 signatures it bore ; £70 ! 
had been subscribed — ^what for nobody knows, Speakeb iuter- 
fered ; couldn’t have speech at this juncture, • 

Sir CiTTHBEET stood on another leg, and began again. Everybody 
had signed the petition, from the bishop on his throne down to— 
“Or der! O rder I ” said the Speaeeb, sternly. 

Sir CuTHBEET once more changed his position, and continued. 
Inhahit^sof 'West Suffolk, East Cambridgeshire, and part of the 

Saffron- Walden division of Essex 

“ j)rder I Order ! ” oried the Speaeee, “ The Clerk will now 
proceed to read the Orders of the Day.” 

Sir Cxnm:^T, not having another leg to stand upon, sat down. 
The vat rolled out, the smock t^en off, he presently reappeared: 
delivered luminous speech, riiowing how the pyramids were built on 


pure beer; how Edward'the' Confessor not only asked for his pint I 
daily, hut saw that he got it ; and how in the Middle Ages ale-tasters 
apparently sampled beer through their leather breeches. A luminous, 
learned, picturesque address. So wrought upon imagination 
and conviction of Chancelloe of the ExoHEauEE that he pro- 
mised Committee of ale-tasters to sit upon the question. 

Business done.— Sir Cttthbset Quiets (of Copenhagen) dis- 
cour seth on the Purity of Beer. 

Friday,— B lGc-r of 

Queen Anne’s Gate - 

long since removed from fWma 

thoroughfare whence, 

after fashion of other [ ^ 

lords of the soil, he de- 

rived his designation. 

_ Lives now at No. 5, Old 
Palace Yard, where he 
can keep his eye on 
House of Lords imme- 
Z diately over the way. 

- Property much im- 
proved of late by clear- 
ing space near Chapter 
House, opening up view 
of Westminster Abbey. 

When Saue tired of re- / 

fiecting on near future / 

of House of Lords, he Ij 

can walk into another j/ 

room and muse over / 

■ glorious history of Es- j J ffijr 

tahlished Church. Thus / / ^ 

: appropriately set be- j 

tween Church and / f 

' State, he passes the / J 

qui^^evening of a use- j| | 

Repose just now \ jL i 

rudely threatened, u \ 

Why, Whitmobe wants A « 

to know', should No. 5, \\' \ 

Old Palace Yard, remain \\\ \ 

when houses oontiguou s \\ \ \ 

pulled down ? Improvement H 1 A 

already established is great. j ^ 


already established is great. j ^ 

Throw in No, 5 and the 
charm is complete. 

Akees-Douolas, ques- | 

tioned on subject, jumps at 
suggestion. No doubt, he 
says, removal of No. 5 would 
greatly add to improvement, | 

The Sage much interested in Ay 

embellishment of London. 

Now’s his opportunity of 
doing something that would 

conspicuously contribute “ The Irish Qiieation remains a vast and 
to it menacing note of interrogation in the 

Sage didn’t happen to be S® empire.”-Xordr Bosebeiy at 

in his place when conversa- 

tion took place. Which was a pity, as a word, even a nod of assent, 
might have settled it right off. But House has no doubt how thing 
win end. 

Business done , — The Dook been thinking over what he read in 
Pt<nc^ a fortnight hack — ^that passage written ages ago in a forgotten 
play. The scene, it will be remembered passes between Cassius 
Mummius and Scipio Minor (Dux Nohilis), Cassius (Prince 
Abthue) presses on Scipio (the Dook) pension of £1800 a year, 

Scipio, I thank the gods I 

But for a soldier tired of war’s alarms 
There’s no reward, save virtue ! All the rest 
Is dross ! I ’U none of it ! Yet for your courtesy 
I thank you. 

Pbince Aethue, throwing into prose this fine passage from “ The 
Roman Warrior read it to the House. Comes to same thing; 
Dook won’t have the money ; hut House would have preferred the 
poetry, especially as there it was, ready made. 

Nemesis and the New Woman. 

{By an Acrid Anti-Cyclist,) 

Woman’s soft charm, which once all men might feel, 

Is now (like traitors) “ Inroken on the wheel,” 

I Nor let this woe from whed her champion vex 

' Women on wheels are traitors— to their sex I 
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QUEZON AND OEISES. 

The mystery of Isis 
A wonder to the wise is ; 

Yet ’tis, though fraught 
With marvel, naught, 

To— CuBZON" on a Crisis ! 

Our clever Mr. Cubzon" 

Is a superior person. 

A sage more “ poz ” 

[ There never was 
I For hard to turn a verse on. 

He told us, in the Autumn, 

That Crises , — when we ‘ ‘ caught ’ ’ 
’em,— 

Were always due 
To some Ead crew ; 

About no Tory brought ’em. 

England was calm and sober. 

As a bland air by Aubee, 

Since Salisbuby came 
Oar foes to tame ; — 

But that was last October I 

We never, never, never 
From peace were like to sever 
While Cecil great 
Controlled the State, 

With CuBzoN, young and clever. 

But ere the Springtime, Crisea,— 
Despite Cubzon’s advices,” — 
Were plentiful 
With poor John Bull 
As hot-cross buns or icBs. 

The Turk turned cross and 
cranky ; 

The Dutchman and the Yankee 
Raised rows, despite 
Sage Salisbury’s sleight, 
And Cubzon’s hanky-panky. 

The Muscovite and Teuton 
Our troubles were not mute on. 
To calculate 
The cares of State 
Might floor Sir Isaac Newton, 








m m\ 
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AN HONEST. PENNY. 

“ What have rov been doing all Day? 

"Writing an Article bob the Gadfly,** 

"Who about?” "Robert Browning,” 

" Suppose you ’ve read a lot op him? ” 

" Not 1 1 But I met him once at an Afternoon Tea.” 


To make things more chaotic— ~ 
(Oh, destiny despotic !) — 

The Egyptian Sphinx 
Drew into kinks 
Our policy Nilotic. 

Is CuEzoN therefore troubled 
That he poor Britons bubbled. 
Lord ! not a mite I 
These crises slight 
Se^d. willingly see doubled. 

Crises— unto a Tory — 

Are means of gain and glory ; 
But with your Rad, 

If things go bad — 

Why, that’s another story I 

Extracts from a New Ger- 
man CrRAMMAR.— The preposi- 
tion toegen^ "on account of,” 
governs the genitive case. Ex- 
ample:— The ruler made a 
sheep’s-head of himself {haite 
sich einen Schafs-hopf gemacht) 
on account of the wire {wegen 
desDepeachen), LittleWiLLiAM 
{der kleiner Wilbxlh) is fond 
of (Uelt) the drum and trumpet 
on account of the noise {wegen 
des Ldrmes ) ; hut he fears (er 
furchtet) to vex his kind grand- 
mother on account of the slipper 
{wegen der Pantoffeln), 

Mars et pr.zbterea nihil.— 
The Eton contingent mustered 
strongest at the Public Schools 
Field Day at Aldershot. Natu- 
rally, for are not the boys al- 
ways expected to be ready for 
Wabre r 

A Competition in which 
THE "Spot” Strobe is not 
BARRET).— American corn-deal- 
ing. 


A MONTE OAELO HOTEL BILL. 

The following, as an improvement on the present system of in- 
sufficient charges, is respectfuRy offered to the Hotel Proprietors of 
the Principality of Monaco. It is hoped that this specimen of an 
account for one small bedroom for one night will ccnvinoe those 
gentleman that the new method is an admirable one, and worthy of 
immediate adoption. 

HOTEL SPLEITDIDE ET DES MUTES D’OR. 

XTote de M, John Bobinson^ No, 1536. 



F. C. 


F. 

c. 

Chambre . 

. 12 0 

Bain de sidge , 

. . 3 

0 

Service de I’hotel 

. 2 0 

Eau f roide . 

. . 1 50 

Service de I’^tage 

. 2 0 

Eau chande 

. . 2 

0 

Service de la chambre 

. 2 0 

Air tiede, extra sec 

. . 5 

0 

Eleetricite . 

. 2 0 

SoleR (la jonmee. 

a 27'’ 


Lumiere • . 

. 2 0 

Centigrade) . 

. . 27 

0 

Bougie 

. 5 0 

Clel bleu (coTueur locale, 


Lit (oreiRer compria) , 

. 5 0 

reserves) 

. . 7 

0 

Chaises (deux, a 3 fcs.) 

. 6 0 

Divers 

. . 31 

25 

Miroir , 

. 2 0 

Cafe au lait 

. . 2 

0 

Table .... 

. 2 50 

Cafe . . . 

. . 2 

0 

Fenetre 

. 4 0 

Eau . 

. . 2 

0 

Porte (clef comprise) , 

. 3 60 

Lait . . . 

. 2 

0 

Plafond 

. 4 0 

Divers , 

. . 47 

5 

Parquet (tapis oompris) 

. 7 50 


— 

— 

Murs (quatre, a 3 fcs.) 
Divers , , 

. 12 0 
. 24 75 


Fcs. 230 

5 


Musical Note.— A new version of Sir Arthur Sullivan’s popular 
song is being prepared for the ns a of omnibus and tram conductors, 
under the title of " iVb, jolly Jenkvns! ” 

To be hoped for after the Soudan Campaign .— cum Digna. 


THE UNPATRIOTIC TRUSTEE. | 

{FragrfWTU from a Stock I 

" So you were the author of that article which stirred up strife 
between our country and a nation hitherto well disposed towards 
ns?” said his parent, sternly, 

"I am not ashamed to admit it,” replied the trustee, drawing 
himself up to his full height, and looking his father straight in the 
eyes with proud humility, 

" And you spread the report that one of the best of onr colonies 
was on the point of revolt ? ” 

" And why not ! It was a part of my plan— the outcome of my 
duty,” 

" I do not understand vour view of right and wrong,” continued 
the old man, sadly. " When you were a child you used to sing 
‘ JBule^ Britannia ’ at your mother’s knee.” 

" You say truly, father. But in those days, as an infant (I was 
considerably under one-and-twenty), I was unable to be a trustee.” 

" And has this new dignity entirely changed your nature ? ” 

"No, not entirely. But I feel I must work my utmost for those j 
whose estate is under my special protection.” 

" Then you stir up strife, and do your best to ruin your nation— 
to bring your country to the eve of hJmkruptcy — as a trustee ? ” 

"You put the matter too strongly. I would not absolutely ruin 
my country. I would, for instance, not cause a repudiation of the 
National Debt. Li fact, such a course as that to which I have re- 
ferred would he inimical to my interests as a trustee,” 

" As a trustee I As a trustee I ” cried the old man, angrily, " You 
alwc^s speak as a trustee I Why do you always speak as a trustee ?” 

"Because, father, I am one 1 I admit that I have been guilty of 
aU of which you have accused me, and I wiR teR you the reason. 
Father, I have recently sold out of Consols at 110 on behalf of my 
ceatui gue irtiat^ and I want to bring down the funds— I frankly 
admit it— to something under 90 before I reinvest the money. 
And now, father — as a trustee— can you blame me ? ” 

But tbe old man could not reply. He was bnsRy eng^ed in 
wiping bis eyes on a union-jack handkerchief, and weeping bitterly. 


VOL. or. 
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VOICES EEOM THE NEW BRITISH VALHALLA. 

(Overheard hy Mr, Punch in the New National Portrait Gallery 
on the eve of the Easter Holidays,) 

[“ From these walls to-day, nearly eight centuries of British and allied 
history look down upon us in the persons of some of their principal 
characters.”— News,^ 

Nell Qwynne, Well, here we are, housed in a palace again, and at i 
home at last ! 

Goldsmith, In all our London wanderings here and there, 

In all our shifts— and we have had our share — 

I still had hopes, ere Time’s last tocsin rang, 

In high palatial walls, like these to hang. 

I still had hopes, for pride was ever mine. 

Amidst kings, queens, and heroes bright to shine ; 

Around my frame a holiday group to draw, 

And strike a gaping Cockney crowd with awe ; 

And as great Johnson, whom great Hetnolds drew. 

Points to the place whence with regret he dew, 

I still had hopes, my long vexatious past. 

Here to hang high and have a home at last. 

Johnson, Sir, that suffioeth I If Ait is long, that is no reason 
why poetic parody should be prolix. For my own part, I would 
rather have hung in Fleet Street, in the vicinity of Temple Bar, 
which I regret to hear the revolutionary iconoclasts of a democratic 
day lhave ruthlessly removed from its ancient and time-honoured 
site. The worse than Whig dogs I ’Tis pity their own empty 
noddles do not adorn it, as in my time [they would doubtless have 
done. 

How rarelv reason guides the People’s choice, 

Eules the Whig hand, or prompts the Tory voice 1 
How nations sink, by rash reforms oppress’d, 

When senates listen to the Mob’s request I 
Democracy wings each afflictive dart, 

Distorteth Nature and degradeth Art I 
With fatal heat rebellious rashness glows. 

With fatal fluency Rad rhetoric flows. 

Impeachment itops not the bold traitor’s breath, 

And restless rowdyism meets not death. 

Elizabeth (briskly). Marry come up! hath mine illustrious suc- 
cessor, Victoria, neither headsman and block nor rack and thumb- 
screw, to take order with traitors and spouters of sedition ? 

Henry VIII, Verily, yes, my daughter, in efflgy, or in rust, at 
the Tower, which is now, as we shall hereafter be, a holiday-show 
for England’s modern ruler— the Easter Monday mob I 

Elizabeth (hotly). By mine halidom, I hold it foul scorn 

Charles II, Odds-flsh, madam 1 Illustrious efflgies should not 
excite themselves about the vulgar vagaries of^the modern tag-rag- 
and-bobtail. 

Washington (coldly). Tour Majesties forget that I have lived 
since ye died. 

George III, Why— why— why, so much the worse, 0 rival and 
rebellious George ! Short work would they have made with your 
monstrous Monroe Doctrine, which even a Cecil now seems too much 
disposed to parley and palter with.' 

Milton, “ George did but prompt the age to quit their clogs 
By the known rules of ancient liberty.” 

Methinks, however, that “ Cromwell, our chief of men,” admitted 
in effigy, though not— shame on Englishmen !— at Westminster, 
would have taught the “Unspeakable Turk” a sterner lesson in 
Armenia than the modem Cecil finds “ diplomatic.” 

Garrick (cheerily), Tilly- vally, Illustrious Ones, how sombre and 
solemn, how pompon s and pragmatical ye all are I At holiday season, 
too I Verily ye will not, at this rate, add much to the merriment of 
the Holiday Mob, or of that somewhat sardonic person, the British 
Workman, but the rather tend, as Samuel said of my decease, to 
“ eclipse the gaiety of nations.” 

Chaucer, “ some men be too curious 

In studie, or too melancholius.” 

But let not this “ temple for portreiture” be less lightsome than my 
earKer “ House of Fame.” 

Byron, Eight, my cheery “ Well of English,” undefiled (though 
sometimes, perhaps, a trifle thick and obscure). Emperors and kings 
(like most poets) are dull dogs, as Q,uevedo could teU you, and 
Alfred the Little demonstrate. Whether opening picture 
galleries and museums, &c., on Sundays will brighten the lives of 
the sons of toil and seduce them from the venal shrines of the vulgar 
Bacchus as much as Lubboce and others imagine, is a question on 
vhich sentimentalists and cynics may take opposite views. But 
since we are “hung up to mie a British holiday,” let us not be 
as dull and cantankerous as modem Parliamentary debates, or the 
leaden lays of little would-be laureates. 



OUR SMOKING CONCERT. 

Irate Memler. “Well, I ’ll take my Oath I came in a Hat 1 

Gay, Life is a jest, and all things show it 

To all — except a Minor Poet I 

Beaconsfield, Humph I Gaiety is a dangerous game tolplay with 
“Boeotian Bull,” as chaffy Eosibert is filnding to his’ cost, and 
even the Ehodian rhetorician of Malwood knows, though he does 
judiciously qualify laborious sparkle with Philistine ponderosity. 
Howsay you. Swan? ^ „ , 

Shakspeare (mth calm cheer), “ There are a sort o± men whose 
visages 

Do cream and mantle like a standing pond, 

And do a wilful stillness entertain, 

With purpose to be dress’d in an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit.” 

In Venice, Gratiano dubbed them “ Sir Oracles.” lu England, 
they are known as rigid Sabbatarians. Like Gratiano^ let ns fish 
not with this melancholy bait for this fool gudgeon.” Here at last 
we he gathered in a great and worthy home. If we can give some- 
what of pleasure to the proletariat, and lend something of brightness 
and beauty and brain to the proletariat holiday or the Puritanical 
Sabbath, we may indeed do a work worthy of worthies, e’en though 
it fall as far short of the hopes of enthusiasts as of the fears of those 
canting croakers who “ sit like their grandsires cut in alabaster,” 
and prophesy perpetually of wickedness and woe. 

Omnes (including Mr, Eunch), Hear, hear 1 Let us learn of the 

G reatest of genial sages, nourish modestly all good human hopes, and 
0 unpretentiously our pleasant best. 

A STORE OF NEW JESTS. 

[“ * The Faithful Men of Jever,’ a place near the North Sea coast of i 
Germany, are, according to their custom eve^ Spring, sending Prince 
Bismabck a hundred and one plovers’ eggs for Ms birthday.” — Standard^]- \ 
Prince B-sm-rck, addressing onr distinguished representative, i 
Count Ben Trovato, who has forwarded the report to us. and speak- 
ing excellent Anglo-German, observed, apropos of these Easter Ei-gs, 

“ Ja, Herr, of deser eggs I lofe der vite, und do duiroly abhreeshiate 
a good yoke. Vancy I ein onderd-und-von ^d yoke 1 all vresh und 
new I No Tomiller Yokes among dem I Dey are a vortrme do a 
1 Brofeshomal Diner-out ! ” 
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OUE PEOPEETT LIST. 

[" A volcano was put up to auction yesterday.” 

Daily Daper,'] 

Messrs. Hajoibr and Rosiruii be? to call 
the attention of the nobility and gentry to 
thefoUoTnng valuable properties, aU of ^hieh 
will shortly be diapogei of by auction, xinleaa 
previoxisly sold by private treaty. 

(I*) Volcanic Island in the Western 
Facifio* — This charming plot, consisting of a 
square acre of rock, 250 miles from the 
rudest mainland, is celebrated not only for 
pe extensive views which it commands, but 
lor the fact that, owing to the action of a 
submarine volcano, it is almost certain to dis- 
appear entirely within a few years’ time. On 
tMs accost its purchaser would probably let 
It at a high rent to any of his enemies. It 
would also be a yejy advantageous acquisition 
for a noveutt wishing to dispose of his villain 
in a sensaticnal manner. Cards to view it 
(unless it should have disappeared in the 


meantime) may bs obtained from the auc- 
tioneers. ' 

fflO -dw JEstate in Asia JtTinor,-^ It is 
needless to give the enact locality ; the im- 
portant feature of this property is that 
scarcely a day passes without its being sub- 
^cted to earthquakes of a most violent kind. 
The hurricanes, too, are considered by ex- 
perts to absolutely unrivalled. The estate 
may ^ bought outright, or may be rented 
from Februa^ to June, during which period 
the earthquake season is at its height. We 
ne^ scarcely point out how desirable a 
residenoe this would be for elderly ladies of 
weak nerves, whUe it is nnanimously agreed 
that it would be impossible to pass a dufl day 
there. Por the seismologist the locality offers 
raeoiw advantages, and it would he an excel- 
lent home for amateur arcluteots. They 
would have the pleasure of designing a new 
house for themselves at least once a month, 
(III*). -Four Acres of valuable Freehold 
land tn the Middle of the Sahara, — Com- 


plaint IS often made of the overgrown 
character of modem estates. But this pro- 
perty is absolutely perfect in this respect, 
there is not so much as^ a blade of grsiSB on 
the whole of it, the air ,is beau ‘ ' 
and the thermometer in the sha 


were any) would seldom rise above 130°. 
The spot is, therefore, peculiarly suitable for 
invalids. Lions are very plentiful, and there 
is the occasional society of certain tribes from 
the interior, who display quaint and amusing 
I cannibalistic tastes. There is no dwelling 
I place erected at present, hut a tent would 
fully suffice for the occupier, and it could 
easily be exchanged, if desired, for the inte- 
rior of a lion. The spot has been viewed, and 
is strongly recommended by H. Rider B[Aa- 
OARD, Egq., and H. M. Stanley, Esq, 

(IV.) An attractive Iceberg {at present) in 
the Neighbourhood of Greenland, — An ideal 
home for those desiring change of scene, as an 
iceberg travels many miles in the summer 
season. Charming variety is also afforded by 
the fact that its size changes from day to day, 
ard it might even disappear entirely in an 
abnormally hot summer. All the valuable 
sporting rights— including whale-fishing and 
seal-shooting— will pass with the property. 
The drainage system is perfect, sea-bathing 
may be had (at the cost of a little dyna- 
mite), and the whole estate is lighted by the 
Aurora borealis. The mail system, which is 
carried out by messages enclosed in sealed 
bottles, to be ultimately picked uij by Esqui- 
maux, is slightly irregular ; but it is hoped 
that a balloon-post may be established before 
long. Dr. Nansen would also probably 
arrange for direct voyages on it to the Nortii 
Pole for a very moderate fee. 

It wiU be seen that no finer collection of 
properties than the above has been offered to j 
the public for many years ; and we* feel con- 
fident that those who purchase them will be 
delighted with their bargains. 


NEW POLITICAL SONO. 

As sung by Lord Rosebery at JELudde^'sfield, 

{See Daily Chronicle, March 30.) 

Air — “ Oh ! Say not wommCs heart is bought," 

Oh I Say not coronets are bought 
With vain and empty treasures ! 

Oh I Say not peerages are caught 
By any doubtful measures I 

Though Liberals may loathe a lord, 

Let not the world mistake them : 

For virtue’s guerdon and reward 
They’ve made, and stiU will make them, 

Oh I Say not that a peer ’s untrue, 

That like the bee he changes, 

StiU seeking fiowers sweet and new 
His fickle fancy ranges. 

Oh no 1 Such foolish doubts as these 
WiU make ns falter never I 

No other Party e’er could please ; 

He ’s Liberal for ever ! 


Important Historical Mem.— It is under- 
stood that our Q-entle Jacobites, who roar like 
any snoking-dove for the “Return of the 
Stuarts,” do not include in their platonicaUy 
treasonable plans the “return” (to the County 
CouncU) of the Grreat Progressive and anti- 
Water- Company Paladin, and ex-Professor, 
weU known inParUament andSpring Q-ardena. 

Paradox por Putney.— A JParHamentary 
BiU is utterly nnUke an University Eight, 
seeing that it is never certain of success until 
it is passed. 

Capital Name eor an Anh-Prooresstve 
County Councillor.— On-slow, 
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TThe reveinie returns for the linancial vear 
1895-6 show amazing and unexpected results. 
The total sum actually raised amounted to 
£109,339,946, as against £101,697,304, so returned 
for the previous financial year.] 

Impecunious Ratepayer loquitur : — 

0 DEAR, and 0 dear I What a wonderful year I 
This heats Devden’s Annus Miralilis, 

And yet here am I with my half-pint o’ beer, 
Simply penniless, pipeiess, and cabhyless ! 
These he figures of fun I And 77iy funds will 
not run 

To a cah to my den o’er the water. 

1 must crawl home and plod half the night 

with my pen. 

In order to square my “ last quarter ” ! 

Seven-six-four-two-six-four-twol ! ! There’s 
a nice sum, 

To tot up the revenue’s swelling ! 
Hices-Beach will be able to make the thing 
hum. 

Complacently now he ’ll be dwelHng 
On Harcourt’s Death Duties they slated so 
much, 

But which now redound to their glory. 
With such a nice little nest-egg in their 
clutch. 

By Jove, who would not be a Tory ? 

Over thirty-sis millions for last quarter’s 
pUe! 

Oh ! Harcourt, I just wish to heaven you 
Would give me the tip how to make fortune 
smile 

On my twopenny-halfpenny revenue. 
Returns? My returns swell the Q-ovem- 
ment’s till ; 

I pay, not receive, rates and taxes. 

I hope I wish well to my country, but stiU 
It is not my income that waxes. 

My income-tax does though! And then I 
suppose 

Statisticians proclaim my “ prosperity,” 

As one of the class whose emolument grows. 

I wish, how I wish, ’twas a verity I 
Each quarter with me is far worse than the 
last. 

However, I trudge it and drudge it. 
Expenditure outruns my earnings so fast, 


iikOKl' k 4 0 M ilM n i ■ < •no iP 


Well, well, I’m a “patriot,” though I am 
poor. 

And so I must keep up my pecker. 

But if taxes were less and my ta^gs were 
more, 

’Twould vastly improve my Exchequer. 

I envy both Harcourt and Hicks-Bbach no 
end, 

When Surpluses swell m this manner ; 
Whilst I, for a ’bus-fare, must hunt up some 
friend, 

And— endeavour to borrow a “ tanner ” I 
Colourable. 

“ The Education Bill in Black and White ; ” — 

That was the Daily Chroniclers capital 
“head.” 

But School Boards saw that Bill in a “ Blue ” 
light, 

When that same Bill was “ Ee(a)d” I 

Mem. eor “ Moderates.”— Improvement 
Committees sometimes need— improvement. 

Paradoxical, BUT True.— All GreatPowers 
have their little weaknesses. 


New Name eor it {after Italy's Abyssinian 
reverse),^The Cripple Alliance. 


m 





HER “BEDSIDE MANNA.” 

[“ Modern practitioners are too prone to order 
the attendance of a trained mirse for the slightest 

illneBS Women are complaining of their 

banishment by doctors from the sick-rooms of 
their friends.” — “ Vera ” in lady’s lictorial.] 

Who dawned on me, a sick-room star. 
And shielded me from fret and jar, 

When down with bronchial catarrh ? 

My Nursey I 

Who’s was the hand that gave me pap, 
And smoothed my pillows with a slap, 

So captivating in her cap? 

; My Nursey I 

Who, when I’m seedy, linseed bring, 
Makes poultioes, and broths, and things. 
An angel— one, alas, with wings I 
My Nursey I 


But who is now denounced ke mad 
As making worse a business bad, 

And being a mere physician’s fad ? 

That Nursey I 

Who ’s said, when maladies are rife. 

To take the place of daughter, wife. 

And out of patients scare the life? 

The Nursey I 

To families that cheapness seek 
T^o seems a doctor’s senseless freak 
Because she costs two pounds per week ? 
A Nursey I 

Still, of her praises I’ll he chanter. 
Because when ill I ’m sure to want her. 
That costly, needless, nice snpplanter — 
My Nursey I 

“Eobeign Relations” {not Prance’s).— 
‘Consins-Geiman” aud “ Datch-TJncles.” 







DEPLORABLE RESULT OF THE EASTER RECESS. 

MeMBEBS FAYE BEEN FIBEF TO EMFLATE THE SPOKTIKG PEBFOBMANCES OF THE FlBST LOBD OF THE TbEASTTBT. ThBIB VIEWS ON OyCLINO AND GoLF ABE FOE 

THE MOST PAKT UNPABLIAMENTABY, 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Tuesday, March 
4.50 A.Jf.- Jast gomg home with tie milk. 
Been at it since Etonse met at 3 o’clock 
yesterday afternoon, “ The kettle bejran it/* 
as it is written in The Cricket on the Hearth. 
The kettle in this case represented hy SauiRE 
OF Malwood. It was Jemmy Lowthbe who 
suggested the appellaUon. When last night 
Prince Arthur moved to aippropriate Tues- 
day’s sitting for Education BiU, Squire made 
terrible onSaught on him, accusing him cf 
muddling business of House. 

“I have no wish,” said Jemmy, with that 
magsidcently judicial air that used to awe 
the court in the famous Jockey Club arbitra- 
tion, “ to interpose in differences of opinion 
which partake largely of the nature of those 
alleired to exist between the kettle and the 
pot” 

Kettle (the Squire) called the pot black ; 
the pot (Prince Arthur) retorted with great 
vigour that the Squire was another. 

This smart enough while it lasted. Another 
burst of liveliness when Q-eorgb Cubzon spot e 
disrespectfully of the Cap’en. Even accused 
him of repeating his speeches. Told little 
story how, finding the Cap’en had on Orders 
of the day motion calling attention to Treaty 
engagements with Turkev, he had turned up 
Hansard, read the old Salt's speech of last 
year, and, since it was repeated last night, 
found the task of answering it easy. 

“ Sir,” said the Caf’en, hailing the 
Speaker in voice of thunder, “ I will not be 
misrepresented, even hy a right honourable 
gentleman of the ability and pretensions of 
him who sits below me.” 

‘ ‘ Beautiful I ” cried Cawmehl-Bannerman, 
smiling aporoval. ‘ ‘ Tommy is nothing if not 
nautical. See how, in the House of Commons, 
he recalls the manner of speech of Feter 8im~ 
pys friend, Chucks the boatswain, who, you 
remember, when he was most aggravated, 
talked in most frigidly polite terms.” 

After midnight, and all through the night, 
drt ariness profound, Wei sh Me mbers to t h e 
fore. But they can’t do the thing as the 
Irish used Tphen Joseph Hillis was still with 
us. Member for Mid-Cork came hack as a 
bad Tanner proverbially does. Began several 
speeches; always stopped by Speaker; 
finally ordered to resume his seat ; obliged to 
obey, but not to be debarred from crying out 
“ Ho I ho I ” or “ Hal ha ! ” These remarls 
occasionally varied by sharp cry of “ Ho I ” 
when someone advanced the affirmative 
Kept his eje on the Speaker all the time, 
ready to bolt in case of re:d. Speaker 
ignored bis existence. This unliadest cut of 
aU . 

“ Nice state of things we ’re coming to,” 
said Tanner, angiilv. ‘ ‘ Speaker won t even 
suspend a fellow*. Shall chuck this up, and 
ciu the County Council.” 

Business dowe.—Haval Wtrks Bill read 
third time. 

Tuesday afternoon,— OTS Q-orst, time- 
honoured Cambridge man, brought in Edu- 
cation Bill. Explained clauses iu speech that 
was a model of lucidity. Hothing 1 ft un- 
said, and all said in a few minutes over the 
hour. Speech as adroit iu argument as it 
was finished in style. 

“ Hood gracious I” said Sark, who doesn’t 
often indulge in the weakness of strong 
language. ‘^Have often heard talk about 
Tories being the stupid Party. It ’s a cheap 
sneer ; but really, when I think of howthey ’ve 
wasted their opportunities with John of 
Horst, I begin think there’s something in 
it. Hive John his chance, and he’d sJiow 



THE POETICAL TEMPERAMENT. 

” There were at least a Thousand Boats on the Round Pond when I was here 
IN the Summer, Aunty Sylvia, and now there isn't 

“Hardly a Teousand, Geoffrey i” 

“ Oh, well 1 JSXAGQBBATJXa, QUITE A THOUSAND, YOU KNOW 1 “ 

himself what a few have always recognised ta-ta I ” and the Minister for Agriculture 
in him—one of the deftest, cleverest Parlia- went off humming his favourite refrain — 
mentary Hands of the day. But, somehow or Go call the cattle home, 

other, he’s always been shown intj a back But ere they cross our fields, 

seat.” See that with fatal blow 

There will be good deal of scrambling over His axe the butcher wields. 

Bill on second reading and in Committee,_but Suswfss done -Adjourn tiU Thursday the 
as Jp^ OF GpBSi walked np Ihe floor bring- 9 t for E »tt r holiday s. 

mg it in cheermg unanimous and hearty. i 

Treasury Bench not deceived by this de- 
monstration. Know it was a tribute to the An Equine Paradox.— Our police- eouit 
man, not a note of approval of the Bill. reporter wishes to know whether, in view of 

“ Yes,” said Walter Long, “ we air a a man being described as “ a horsey-looking 
piling of it up. This Education Bill will of gent,” it would be equally correct to allude 
itself, with ordinary routine butiness, ke«) us to a lady as a “ Mary- looking female ” ? 

O for rest of Session. There is the Irish 

Bill to ran with it neck and neck, “ ’E wos wery good to me he 
and my modest little measure ordering the wos.” — Prince Eerdinand of Bulgaria says 
slaughter of seaborne cattle at the ports that the Sultan has never wavered to him 
isn’t through Committee yet. All the more iu kindness. Clearly a case of cheri and 
reason why we should have a holiday. So Porte. 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 

(By Baboo Httbry Bunqsho Jabberjkb, B.A.) 

No. IX. 

Sow he saw the practice of the University Crews^ and what he 
thought of it 

The notorious Intercollegian Boat-race of this anno Domini 'will 
be obsolete and ex post facto by the time of publication of the present 
instalment of jots and tittles, still I am sufficiently pres-^ptive to 

think that the cogita- 
tions and perswial ex- 
perienoesofacnltivated, 
§1111 thoughtful native gen- 

'O, tleman onthisccernlean 

I topic may not be found 

I (^^0 \ ^ 

^ remainder of a bificnit. 

^ ^ First I will make a 

dean, bosom with the 
^ I T_ confession that, though 

ardently desirous to 
witness such a Titianio 
^ struggle for the cordon 
Ueu of old Father Antic 
the Thames, I was not 
the actual spectator of 
' the afEair, being previ- 
ously contracted to escort Miss MLankletow (whose -wishfulness is 
equivalent to legislation) to a theatrical matutinal performance 
\moh she would in nowise consent to renounce, alleging that she had 
already seen the Boat-race to the verge of satiety, and that the 
spectacle was instantaneous and paltry. 

However, on acquainting my kind and patronising father, Hon’ble 


PwncA, of my disappointment, he did benevolently propose, as a pis 
alter and blind bargain, a Yoy&ge in the steam launchboat of the 
official coachman of one of the crews so that I might ascertain how 
the trick was done. 

And at 10 A.it. on the day of assignation I presented myself at the 
riparian premises of a certain Boating Society, and, on exhibiting my 
letter of credit to the Mentor or Corypheus aforesaid, was received 
! d hras ouverU and with an urbane ofEhandedness. 

After I had hung fire and cooled my heels on the banks for a while, 

I was instructed to enter a skifi, which conveyed me and others to a 
steamship of very meagre dimensions, wheret^on, owing to the heel 
of one of my Japan leather shoes becoming implicated in the 'wire 
railing that circumvented the desk, I was embarked in a horizontal 
attitude, and severely deteriorated the tall chimneypot hat which I 
had assumed to do credit to the hon’ble periodical I represented. 
{Sota hene, Hatmaker’s bill for renovating same, rs. two-and-a- 
nalf— which those to whom it is of concern will please attend to and 
refund.) 

On recovery of my head-gear and equanimity, I stationed myself 
in close proximity to the officiating coach for purpose of being on the 
threshold of inquiries, and proceeded to pop numerous questions to 
my neighbours. I ascertained, among other things, that the vessels 
are called “ eights,” owing tu their containing nine passengers ; that 
the ninth is called the “ cock,” and is a mere snpemnmerary or 
understndent, in case any member of the crew should be overcome by 
sickishness during the contest and desire to discontinue. 

It appears that the race is of religious and ceremonions origin, for 
only ‘*’good men ” are permitted to compete, and none who is a wine 
drunkard, a gluttonous, or addicted to any form of tobacco, More- 
, over, they are to observe a strict fast and abstinence for many weeks 
previous to the ordeal. The most prominent eocleslastios and Judges 
of the Snpreme Court are usually chosen from this class of indivi- 
duals, which is a further proof of the sanctimoniousness attached to 
the competition. 

Consequently I was the more surprised at the disrespectful super- 
ciliousness of their Fidus Achates or dry nurse, who, stretching 
himself upon his stomach in the prow, did shout counsels of per- 
fection at his receding pupils. 

Such oritioisms as I overheard seemed to me of a very puerile and 
eaptious description, and some of an approbrious personality, e.p., as 
when a certain oarman was taunted with being short— as though he 
were capable of adding tbe cubic inch to his stature I 

Another I heard advised to keep his visual organs in the interior of 
the boat, though, being ordinary optics and not at all of a vilareous 
composition, they could not be removable by volition. Again, a third 
was reproached because of the lateness with which he had made his 
beginnmg ; but, as it was not asserted that he was inferior to the 
rest, the tardiness of his initiation was surdy rather honourahle than 
disgraceful I 


were attired, and entreating them to keep their buttons 'well up, 
■though indeed I could discern none, nor was there much which was 
humanly possible to be buttoned. 

For myself, I must make the humble complaint that the Hon’ble 
Coach was defective iu courteous attention to my inquisitiveness, 
which he totally ignored. For I could not prevail upon him to ex- 
plain what 'thing it was that he directed the oarmen to “ wait for,” 
to “ spring at from a stretcher,” and “ catch at the beginning ” ; nor 
why they were forbidden to row with their hands, not being quadru- 
manons, and able to employ their feet in such a manner; nor whether, 
when he commanded them to “ get in at once,” he intended them to 
leap into the waters or to return to the landing-place, nor why they 
did neither of these things ; nor why he should express satisfaction 
that a certain rower had got rid of a lofty feather, which would 
indubitably have added to the showiness of his appearance. 

Again, hearing him anxiously inquire the time after a stoppage, I 
was proceeding to explain how gladly I would have given him such 
information, but for the unavoidable absence of my golden chrono- 
meter, owing to the failure of Misters Tomkins and Johnson to 
restore the some, whereupon he treated me in such a “please-go- 
away-and-die” sort of style that I subsided with utmost alacrity. 

On the return voyage the Collegiate eight was challenged to a 
sporting match by a scratched crew, which appeared to me to be the 
superior iu velocity, though it seemed it was then too late to make 
the happy exchange. 

When the practice was at an end and the Blues in a state of quies- 
cence, I intimated my desire to harangue them and express my 
wonderment and admiration at beholding them content to suffer such 
hardships and perils and fanltfiuding without expostulation or 
excuses for their shortcomings, and ail for no pecuniary recom- 
pense, hut the evasive reward of a nominis umhra. And I would 
have reminded them of the extended’^popularity of their performance, 
and that it was an unfairness to muzzle the ox that treadeth upon 
one’s corn, appealing to them to stand up for their rights, and refuse 
to compete except for the honorarium of a quid pro quo* 

But the official instructor, seeing me about to climb upon the poop, 
to deliver my oration, entreated me with so much earnestness to desist 
that I became immediately aphonous. 


Xobserved that said trainer did stickle almost prudishly for pro- 
priety, being greatly shocked at the levity with which the rowers 


M.P. EMPTY, OR WHAT IT MAY COME TO. 

{A Hint from the Bench ai the service of Possible Candidates for 
Parliament to be used in the Faturei) 

[“ The expense of this inquiry is really most burdensome. A contested 
election is nothing to the expense of an inquiry like this.”— Afr, Baron 
Pollock, March, 1896.] 

All was j oy. The Newly Elected received congratulations on every 
side. The months of toil, the years of rhetoric, had brought their 
reward. No more the doubt of pleasing the majority of the con- 
stituents. No more the fear of a false step on the chosen platform, i 
The returning officer had done his work satisfactorily. There had 
been no mistake about the counting. The return had been made. ; 
The roll had been signed. The right-hand of the Speaker had been 
cordially grasped, and warmly shaken. 

It was at tins moment that a knock was heard. The sound came 
from the street door. 

“More friends with further pleasant speeches,” murmured the 
Newly Elected. “Well, well, it is deli^tful to know that my 
happiness is a source of joy to others.” 

But, alas I it was no friend who had entered the sanctum of the 
People’s Legislator. He was courteous, but distinctly business-like. 
In a few moments he made it clear that the object of bis visit was to 
cast a ^loom over the happy dream of the hon, gentleman he was 
professionally interviewing. 

“ A petition I ” exclaimed the Newly Elected. “ An inquiry ! ” 

The visitor bowed and sileutl'y took his departure. 

For a moment the People’s Legislator was lost in a brown study. 
Then he came to a determination. He sat down and wrote a short 
letter. He sealed it with a sigh, and handed it to his better half. 

“ You are writing to the Speaker of the House of Commons, Has 
he asked you to a full-dress Parliamentary Dinner ? ” 

The Newly Elected smiled sadly and shook his head, then he mur- 
mured, with a voice broken with emotion, “ It is better as it is.” 

“ What'is better as it is ? ” was the question. 

Then came the reply. 

“ That I should retire at once. That I should relinquish my career 
as a legislator. That I should cease to he the chosen representative 
of the People. Yes, yes, it is wiser that I should accept the Chiltem 
Hundreds to save the balance at my hankers than to retain Parlia- 
mentary honours at the cost of a conceivable invitation to appear in 
Portugal Street ! ” 

SxreessTEi) Naio koh a Beeb bbeweb solely ebom Malt and 
Hops.— ftuilter. 
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THE GREY MARE. 

WISH I KNEW WHAT MeS. RoDNBT BiUBHOSB THINKS OH MT 
NEW Book. I hardly like to ask her I” 

**Ask Mr, Rodney Bltjehosb what he thinks op* it.** 

“ Pooh 1 who cares what Mr. Rodney Blhbhosb thinks about 

ANYTUIKG ! ” 

“ExAorLT, And yet, as I happen to know that he always 
thinks jrsT what his "Wipe tells him to think, and passes it 
off as his own—why, there you are, don’tohebknow i ” 

EOTJNDABOUT EEADINGS. 

Children’s Books. 

In ike Mew Hevteza for tkis moiitk Mr. F. Anstey discourses plea- 
santly on “An Old-fashioned Children’s Book,” namely, TAe Fair’- 
child Family^ written by Mrs. Sherwood, and pubHshed so long 
ago as 1818. The Fairchild Family consists of a layer of childish 
scrapes and adventures sandwiched between thick slabs of picus 
allusions, an8 spotted, like a currant cake (the simile cannot offend), 
with texts. Never were parents so prompt as the Fairchild couple to 
improve the most irhial occasion, and never were children so deter- 
mined in dragging in the prospect of “hell, the place which bums 
for ever with fire and brimstone,” as a punishment for the very least 
deviation from the narrow path of correct behaviour. 

Mr. Anstey accounts for the popularity of The Fairchild Family 
on several grounds. He is disposed to think that a great many 
children have a natural sympathy with priggishness, and that to 
others it must have afforded unholy joy to hear of the hot water the 
good children were constantly getting into. Moreover, as he points 
out, “ throughout the book various good thirgs to eat are chrouieled 
with much feeling,” and there are plenty of funerals^ and death-bed 
soenes, both of which, as is well known, have a curious fascination 
for childish or uninstrncted minds. These reasons may account for 
something, hnt I think Mr. Anstey ^ets nearer to the real causa 
causans of the popularity of The Fairchild Family when he saps 
“there are many incidental stories, all moral, but none absolutely 
uninteresting, and some ingenious and pretty. And finally, the 
story is really weU- written in its old-fashioned way, and has a 
sincerity and earnestness that would, go far to keep many a worse 
book alive.” 


LONDON CHARIVARI. 


There you have it. Incidental stories will help to keep almost 
any book popular amongst children. They enjoy nothing more than 
being whisked suddenly off the beaten track oi their story into an 
entirely new region peopled with fresh inhabitants. Their little 
excursion over, they come back with renewed zest to the old familiar 
re^on, and the accustomed faces of the main plot. And above all 
things, good writing, sound, clear, straightforward, and graphic, 
but never precious or affected, is essential, if boys or girls are really 
to be interested in a book. They know nothing of the rules of 
criticism, and probably as little of the laws of grammar and composi- 
tion, but in their own nncon scions way they are the soundest of 
critics, and an ill-written, ill-eonstructed hooK has not the remotest 
chance of ever being widely popular amongst children. 

Priggishness in fiction certainly doesn’t disgust children. For 
one thing, I am inclined to think that children never quite reach 
that pitch of imagination by which adults convince themselves that 
fictitious characters are actual flesh and blood. Children look upon 
fiction as a sort of game, and in the main they are content that the 
author should set np and clothe his own characters, and make them 
talk and act in whatever way seems best to him, even when that way 
lies entirely apart from the experience of his little readers. They 
want to be interested, and, if the author satisfies them in that 
respect, they accept without a murmur eccentricities which in real 
life would frighten or repel them. I never read The JSutory of the 
Fairchild Family myself, but I did at a very early age read and 
enjoy most thorcragbly The Swiss Family JJoJiwsow— those immortal, 
outrageous, platitudinous prigs. Their priggishness did not in the 
least appal me ; if I was conscious of it (wmch I doubt) I acceijted it 
as part of the convention laid down by the author, and hurried on 
breathlessly to discover how these solitary Swiss sufferers by ship- 
wreck would extricate themselves from their innumerable dijficulties. 
And Sandford and Merton I read with unbounded zest, principally 
on account of the incidental stories with which that excellent book 
is encrusted. 1 don’t think I objected much to Mr. Barlow, He 
wag not in the least like my own tutor of those early days, a breezy, 
hearty Cambridge man, who first guided my trembling footsteps 
through the mazes of Latin grammar and taught me not to stumble 
over vulgar fractions ; but it there had to he a tutor in Sandford 
and Merton^ Mr, Barlow, I thought, did as well as anybody else for 
the place ; and after all it was the author, and not I, who had made 
him. I wasn’t responsible for him. 

All attempts to teach children to be good or religions or theologi- 
cally dogmatic by means of fiction are foredoomed to failure for the 
reasons I have stated. Fiction being a game to children, it is im- 
possible for them to apply what they read in stories to the serious 
purpose of their little lives. All the purposeful gooduess or religion 
in a story just glides off their backs : if there is a story they eujoy it, 
and, as a matter of fact, they don’t trouble their heads for a moment 
with religious discussions or conversations about Heaven and the 
other place which may have been embroidered into it by the sanguine 
but deluded author. So with Gulliver's Travels, Swift’s master- 
piece owes its wonderful and extensive popularity as much to the 
interest that youngsters take in its marvels as to any delight txr 
perienoed by tneir elders in its biting satire. Even the Big-endians 
are accepted as part of the convention, and no boy that I ever heard 
of troubles to apply the moral to politics— even if he knows what 
politics mean. It is a fine piece of satire in itself that the gloomy 
beau’s highest effort in satire should have afforded simple delight to 
generation after generation of young folk incapable of satire. 

I hardly know what boys most care to read nowadays, A little 
fellow of ten, who is now staying with me, is deep in The Frisoner 
of Zenda^ having lately finished HucTdeberry Finn, In a day or two 
he intends to tackle Battles of the Nineteenth Century— 2 k grand 
book for boys, lately published by Messrs. Cassell. Do boys still 
read Marryat ? Never can I forget the early joys of Feter Simple and 
Midshipman Fasy, the gloomy but faseinating terrors of The JDog- 
Fiend^ and the haunting mystery of The Fhantom Ship, I read 
them all again, and with a fresh delight, not a year ago. Billan- 
TYNE, too, was a friend of my boyhood, as Hbnty is a friend to the 
young generation of to-day, which reminds me that every work by 
Mr. Henty is on the shelves of the small friend of whom I have 
spoken. Little boys, I think, are neither prigs nor lovers of priggish- 
ness. They like a gallant, breezy heroism, undaunted by dangers, 
and nuEcathed in the midst of the thunderbolts of war. About fittle 
girls I am not so sure. Quite early in their lives they pass through 
a pretematurally serious phase, when, weighted with innumeraDle 
dolls, they assume the responsibilities and the airs of motherhood, 
and are apt to rebuke little brothers for naughtiness. Yes, I think 
little girls are sometimes priglets— darling, but still undeniable, little 
priglets. 

Definition. — The Fresent Day,” i,e,, My Birthday. 
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OWED TO THE MOON. 

“0 feWEAR not by the moon, the inconstant moon!” said poor love- 
sick' echoing blindly the anti-lnnar prejudices of poets and other 
lunatics. ' The moon is now avenged. Mr. Clemeitts, the great weather- 
prophet, J does swear by the moon. In Ms earlier attempts at vaticina- 
tion he was thrown out, owing to ‘ ‘ neglecting the moon.” Luna took 
her revenge by “ throwing out” Ms calculations. Now Mr. Clements 
has concifiated the moon by “making a study of her” ; and she has 
done for Mm, what neither the sun or the planets woula or could do, 
namely, enabled him to foretell the weatiier for long years ahead, 
“ with in say eight or ten per cent, of correctness.” To be sure slight 
discrepancies and delay, ‘^due to the overlapping of the corresponding 
day of the past with the predicted day,” may occasionally occur, and 
upset the Spractieal arrangements based upon moon-guided prog- 
nostications, But what of that? If Clements— and the moon- 
prophesy that it will be fine to-morrow (when you are going to be 
married) and it is not fine until the next dav, owing simply to 
“ surface discrepancies,” you needn’t blame the Barry Eoad seer and 
Ms familiar satellite for so slight an error as that. It will be fine, 
sooner or later, and if a weather-prophet’s prophecy is ultimately 
fulfilled, why quibble about a “discrepancy” of twelve hours, or 
even twenty-four ? What is eight— or even ten— per cent, of error in 
such epoch-making estimates as those of Mr. Clements and the moon? 
0, swear not at the moon, the inconstant moon, 

Who to our prophet is a blessed boon 
For she, and Mr. Clements linked together, 

Will tell you all about forthcoming weather. 

She “ monthly changes in her circled orb,” 

But let the study of her ways absorb 
You, as it does the seer of Barry Road, 

And a new Ode to Luna will be owed. 

For, like a sporting tipster, she, no doubt. 

Will prove “upon the spot or thereabout. 

Just trust to her and Mr. C. together, 

And you may always hope for Clement (s) weather 


LiaHT m EGYPTIAN DARKNESS. 

{Extracted from the Chamberlain Sphinx^ 

OxiR poHoy ’s dark, do you venture to say ? 

You cannot perceive what we mean ? 

Well, you must be aware that tbe new Rontgen ray 
Is light— thongh it cannot be seen / 

And so with onr plan on the banks of the Ni'e, 

Which is— let ns say— owr “ x ray.” 

You just wait a bit— you will find it worth while— 

The result will be clear as tbe day. 

A tentative thing is our Soudan advance, 

But if it should meet with defeat 
(At the hands of the Rads, or the Mahdi, or France), 

Welcan then try— a sudden retreat! 

From an Old Conservative.— “ I see there is a Commons Pre- 
servation Society. Why not a Lords Preservation Society ? There 
may be one, for aught I know, but I live away in the country, and 
conserve myself to myself. Yours, 


Yours, 

Babblebroke oe Greenpields.” 


Motto for Destitute Aliens,— “ Give me neither 'poverty nor 
Ritchies!” 


Quite the Appropriate Place.— It is proposed to start “A 
Smack Boys’ Home” at Birehington. Excellent! Gratifying to 
the shade of “ Ingoldsby,” But wMther shall the smack boys go 
for their “ whaokatio n” ? 

Paradoxical. 

It does, indeed, seem singularly strange 
That people pertinaoiouBly prating 
Against Board Schools are anxions to arrange 
That Ml schools now should be exempt from “rating,” 

Remarkable Domesticity of the “Incandescent Light.”— 
It is very steady. It never goes out. 

Racing Notes.— Demi-semi quavers. 
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SAME IDEA ONLY ANOTHER WAY OF PDITINO IT.” 

First Swell, “How a-rtb you to-day, Old Bot?” 

Second Swdl, “Only Middling. Got a jolly good OoldI” 

First Swell, “That all? Doosbd ldokt, old tbllah, you haybn't got a wrbtcecbd 

BAD ONE 1 ” 


’ARRY ON SPRING-TIME AND SPORT. 

Dear Chabue,— -T he trees is all hlohhy with 
buds and a-bustin’ out green ; 

Good old Easter is oyer and gone, and the 
Spring f ashions is seen. 

Mother lx ature, like most other females, is 
'aTing^ a bran-new rig-out. 

And my winter “ Immensikoff” now can with 
safety be put up the spout. 

We ain^t ^ad not no winter to speak of; no 
^w, and no pipes on the bust. 

The Water Cos. last year wos fLommoxed: 
now they feel O.E., I trust. 

With them plaguey Progressives knocked out, 
and the good old Conservatives in, 


Beer and Water are both at their ease, and 
so Hkeways are Pulpit and Tin. 

Oh, lor ! wot a comfort it is to ^ave things 
right side uppards once more ! 

“ 'Oly calm,” as dear Dizzy once called it, I 
never *ave felt it before 

Hot like I do now, dear old man ; hut since 
Eosebeey’s gang got the sack, 

I ’ave been like a bee on a blossom, with 'oly 
calm all up my hack, ! 

Wuth living for, ain’t it, old hoyster ? ^ I sits 
at our tJnion dub, — 

Wioh. combines patriotic True-Blueness with 
all the delights of a pub, — 

And I thinks of that Hnn^ed and Eifty as 
foUows^dear Astbcub and Joe, 


Till wot with Spring feelings and Scotch, I 
declare I feel all of a glow. 

In the Spring — as some poet remarks— young 
men’s fancies do seem on the turn 
To love and to general lumminess. Senti- 
ment’s dop as I spurn, 

But somehow the lime-leaves and laylocks, 
laburnums and purple-topped flags, 

Stirs sometbink witnin me as means a day ofl 
and a new pair o’ bags. 

My boss ’as no poetry in ’im, wus luck, and 
my tailor ’s the same. 

But Easter comes most aprypo to a chap as 
would keep up the game. 

Bosses can’t do away with Cross Bun Day— 
lhanks be !— and a hit of a spin 
From Thursday to Tuesday, is yum-yum, 
old man, just as Spring-time comes in. 

I mounted my bike this last ’oliday. Tell 
you, dear boy, I’m a dab 
At the Safety by this time. It ’s proper ! A 
toff as can tool ’is own cab. 

Or a gent on ’is ’ack ain’t no freer nor more 
hindependent than me 

When I fling my leg over the saddle and 
treadle away tords the sea. 

The bike, mate, like cigarette-smoking, is 
levelling class, ah I and sex. 

When Princesses pedal, and Hempresses 
whiff, there are prigs it may vex ; 

But biking and bacca, like love, are per- 
miskus, and don’t dror no line ; 

And the Duchess Fumexjdgb on ’er wheel 
ain’t no ’appier than me upon mine. 

I know lots o’ littery parties now freeze on 
to cycling like fun. 

A Society star, as I ’ ve met on the Healing 
Road, out for a run — 

Mister Samuel Bone is ’is name I ’ave ’card, 
though I don’t know the gent — 

On ’is wheel, with ’is boy at ’is back, is a 
picture of crimson content. 

I once used to meet ’im on ’orsebaek, a hr 
Johnny Gilpin^ you know, 

All elbers aud kuees ; but, Jimimer 1 e ’s give 
that the chuck 1 ong ago, 

Aud now bikes, a reglar fair buster, ’E 
is “ a dead open and shut ’’ 

As the Yankees remark ; and I envy ’is style, 
aud ’is pace, and ’is cut. 

With ’is ’appy fat smile, and fine calves, and 
’is changes of rippin’ rig-out,— 

As my pocket won’t run to, dear boy,— ’e’s 
as joUy as jam, I ’ve no doubt. 

If there ’s one man in London I envy it ’s ’im 
I am free for to own ; 

And I’m told ’e’s a genius, too; so ’ere ’s 
bully for Mister Sam Bone 1 

When swell parties like ’im and ’is pals take 
up hiking all galliant and free, 

Can you wonder the game ’as its charms for a 
bit o’ good metal like Me ? 

I am thinhing of writing a book called, A 
Bhoy on a Bike, Once afloat— 

I am told by a printer I know— it will run 
like Three Men in a Boat, 

Ah I more so, I shouldn’t arf wonder, for 
everyone bikes in these days, 

, And it’s only old fogies and frumps cook 
their nose at the sport as “ a craze.” 

. A craze, my dear hoy, is a popular game you 
ain't in, or don’t like ; 

And it ’b that ’s wy old crooks and fat dowdies 
> are dreadfully down on the hike. 

L Don’t they wish they wos in it, my pippin, 
old boys with no odlows or shaiikB, 
i And mouldy old miwies too hugly for 
knickers and pretty-girl pranks ? 
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I’d a race on the road t’other day with a 
pooty young thing in serge blue, 

And if I was not lick^, percisely, I ’ad to do 
all as Jknew. 

It was bellows to mend with the pair on ns 
when we pulled up at a pub. 

Sez I, “ Hatty Lanter ain’t in it with yow, 
Miss ! ” (The name of ’er club 

Called after a great Greek girl runner, I ’m 
told.) “ Ah, Milanion,” sez she, 

“ If I ’ain’t been munching some happles at 
lunch— well, next time we shall see I ” 

Wy she called me that name I ’ve no notion. 
But if Mrs, Grundy ’ad seen 

Us downing that ’iU. neck and neck, the old 
trot would ’a’ simply turned green. 

Not womanly? No, but it’s girlish, and 
bully for girlhood, say I. 

They are doing some sports out in Greece, I 
am told. Will Greek girls ’ave a shy ? 

Wy not? If you’ve been to Olympia, and 
seen the she-cyolists at work, — 

The Gbaces, and Gamblets, and Pail- 
UABDES, — Great Scott! you must be a 
old Turk 

To turn on the vinegar-cruet. In spite of aH 
Partington squeals, 

And Grundyish grumbles, the world must 
make way for the Woman on Wheels I 

So among “ Spring’s Delights ” now with me, 
mate, my Safety is one o’ the fust. 

I am teaching my best girl to pedal. She ’ll 
turn out a scorcher, I trnst ; 

And when she ’s ho fay I shall bring ’er to 
see you. My tandem will carry— 

Though she ain’t no light weight— my 
Kitty, and yours toUolbobbishly, 

’Abet. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Up till now I thought that the patent for 
writmg genuinely stirring romance, such as 
the gallant Knight of the Brush, Sir John 
Gilbebt, would love to illustrate, had been 
acquired by Messrs. “Q,,” Hagoabd, Hall 
Cadste, Anthoity Hope, Frank Barrett & 
Co., Limited, but now I find an opposition 
firm started by A. E. W. Mason, whose 
Courtship of Morrice Buckler ^ published 
by Macmillan & Co., is a most fascinating 
story of this class. Not only is it full of plot 
and counterplot, not onljr is its hero as 
original as any recently invented hero can 
possibly be, but there is a closely woven 
thread of details, every one of which is abso- 
lutely essential to the artistic design. So in 
the construction, though there be clouds of 
dust raised, yet is there no one figure in the 
tourhillon that does not fill its place of set 
purpose; and in the dialogue, no scrap of 
conversation without its definite object, nor, 
in the action, is there a single movement 
without its proper destination. The motive 
of the hero is, in one sense, of the noblest 
kind, insomuch that it represents the spec- 
tacle of the highest form of manly devotion, 
namely, risking life for the purpose of re- 
venging the death of a friend, and so punish- 
ing one who had been to all intents and pur- 
poses a cowardly assassin. There is one oir- 
cumstance, an initial one, which, had the! 
author taken advantage of his own inge- 
nuity, would have intensified the interest 
throughout in a most remarkable manner. 
This will remain the Baron’s secret, wMoh, 
as title {The Barones Secret^ is it not a good 
one ?L the present scribe doth “herewith,” 
and “hereby,” with all the “ neverthelesses,” 
“ notwithstandings,” and “ all-to-the-con- 
traries ” possible, register and appropriate to 
his own particular use. It is an omission 
which goes near to spoiling the character of 



the brave but ill-fated Julian^ who appears 
for a brief span on this stage and then is 
heard no more. Yet on Julianas last moments 
depends the whole sequence of events. Per- 
haps the curiosity of my readers will be 
aroused by this inuendo. Be this as it may, 
if this my hint will increase the number of 
readers, they will, unless gratitude be extinct, 
thank me for my strong recommendation as to 
the excellent entertainment provided for them 
in The Courtship of Morrice Buckler, 

If H. G. Wells, whilst writing The Island 
of Br, Moreau^ had only preserved the 
courage of his original idea, he might have 
produced a romance out-Haggarding Ha&- 
GARD, and relegating Zanoni and the “ Yril ” 
people to keep company with Lemuel Gul- 
liver^ Ferdinand Count Fathom^ and Co., 
in the shades of the Almost Forgotten Ones. 
But after going through two-thirds of his 
uncanny tale, the author, apparently satisfied 
so far with his undoubted success in producing 
such grotesque and fantastic efiects as could 


be only attributed to a training course of 
heavy suppers and a superficial study of 
anatomical subjects, resulting in dream-fits 
of violent indigestion, became frightened by 
his own monsters, and thought his best course 
would be to announce to ms readers that he 
had “ only been purtendin’ all along,” and 
that these awful creatures of his imagination 
were in reality only intended to represent the 
stupidity, selfishness, sensuality, and all the 
lower qualities of animal man ; and that, in 
fact, the whole story, from beginning to end, 
was a parable, and not the true record sup- 
posed to have been made by the uncle of 
Charles Edward Frendrick^ and subse- 
quently published, for the benefit of society 
and science, by his enterprising nephew. 
When the author himself shows you how 
it’s done,” there is an end of the mystery, 
the interest in the tale is dead, and the author 
in giving himself away causes the reader to 
regret ever having taken him at his own 
valuation. The Baron. 
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"WHAT WE AEE COMING TO NEXT” 

We understand that, after the Early Closing Bill has been passed, 
another measure, entitled the Household Repnalation Aot, will 
become law. The following* is a rough precis of its chief clauses : — 

(I.) At 5 A.H. in summer, and 5 30 a.h. in winter, ^^e House- 
holder is required to see that all his servants [* in maldng return, 
state one or none] have risen from their beds. Should the Inroeetor 
of Morals on dut}^ report that the kitchen fire has not been lighted 
by 6 A.M., he will issue a summons against the Householder. 

(II.) By 9 A.!!, the Householder must have all brealdast-tables 
cleared, and the oookingof eggs and bacon, kidneys, bloaters, haddocks, 
and other dishes, is expressly forbidden after that hour. No daily 
mpers must be received after 8 a.h. Sunday journals are forbidden, 
under this clause the Inspector may, for any infringement of the 
rule, claim a penalty not exceeding £20. 

(III.) Partial weekly cleanings are permisdble between the 
hours of 11 A.M. and 2 p.m., but no general cleaning of the House- 
holder’s premises may occur save on the days adlowSi by this Aot, to 
wit:— January 2, April 1, June 19, and October 17. Should such 
date (or dates) fall on a Sunday, the preTious Saturday will be taken 
as the ofB.cial day of observance. The Inspector is authorised to enter 
the, house (or chambers, or flat) on idl such occasions. Penalties 
vary from £1 to £100. 

(IV.) Unless the Householder can prove an income exceeding £600 
p r annum, no late dinner shall be permitted in his establismneut. 
Meat-tea or supper (the bill of fare of which must be supplied on de- 
mand to the Inspector) can in no case be permitted after 6.30 p.h. 
Oysters, turtle soup, and champagne are absolutely denied to persons 
I who are unable to certify to an annual earoenditure of £400 or upwards 
in indirect taxation. Hot luncheons (haemes. resurrection pies, minced 
(cold) meat, and previously cooked vegetobles being exempted) axe 
forbidden. Pines for each and every infringement of regulation 
may be ascertained by the schedule supplied to all Inspectors, who 
are authorised, in the execution of their duty, to taste ishes, as 
occasion may require. 

(V.) The Householder must transmit to the Inspector, without 
demand, answers to Hie following inquiries : — 


(a) Who is your wine merchant, and what is your monthly account 
for liquor supplied P [* This need not include soda and mineral 
waters, but must comprise bitters, suob as peach, orange, and 
Angostura.] 

(5) Give the names of your baker, greengrocer, butcher, grocer, 
ironmonger, farrier, oomdealer, newsagent, stockbroker (if any), 
medical adviser, tailor or miluner (or both), bootmaker, coach- 
builder, cycle manufacturer, tobacconist, fishmonger, musical instru- 
ment maker, haberdasher, washerwoman, cheesemonger, muffin-man, 
dairy-keeper, and solicitor. 

(c) State rent of premises [* if a freeholder, title must he proved], 
and of landlord [or landlady, or executors, or trustees]. 

{d) Punish marriage certificates of yourself and wife (or husband), 
father and mother, grandfather and grandmother (paternal and 
maternal), also oertmoates of birth, vaccination, and school progress 
of your children. [* If a bachelor (or spinster) claim stamped exemp- 
tion (fee £2) under the Non-responsibility clause, Cap. 209.] 

(Yi.) The Householder is required to verify to the satisfaction of the { 
Inq^ector the extinction of all lights on hm premises by the hour of 
10 grace of fifteen minutes oeing allowed in cases of visits to 
places of amusement, for which special permits (issued monthly, and 
available only on one occasion) will be made by the Inspector on pay- 
ment of the following fees per head Opera 5«., theatre (light) 2s. 6^., 
ditto (serious) Is., and music haUs 10s. In event of the Householder 
neglecting to carry out the law with regard to the extinction of 
lights, he is liable to imprisonment without the option of a fine, at 
the discretion of the Inspector. 

PnEASTJBES, Pains, and Penalties.-— In the Daily Telegraph 
there appeared three separate paragraphs under the heading 
** Bicycle Aocidents.” It is to be hoped that, for the benefit of the 
Common-Wheel,” sufficient material may not be forthcoming to 
warrant the daily appearanoe of such a colnmn. Anyway, this will 
give bicyclists a shake all round. 

A Yekt Watery Mbastirb.— The Baines Bill, as inforced in the 
city of New York. 



THE PATIENT ASS. 

Tm iKaiMj-TAmi. Om mnnmim. "I DOST OUUMBU!, BUT-I SimULU LIKE JUST A LITTLE TAKES 
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THAT GAME OF GOLF.-t, SOMETHING JAPANESE. 

Popples said I nnist leam golf, Flirthto with their Fans. 

life was not worth lining without 
golf ; my liver was sluggish, ac- 
cording to Popples, I was alto- 
gether too fat, and, in fact, 
nothing but a course of golf 
would ctire it. 

One fine day, when we had 
been discussing the matter for 
the fiftieth time, and 1 had ex- 
hausted my entire stock of argu- 
ments against Popples’s proposal, 

I feebly remarked that you 
couldn’t play golf without 
“sticks,” and as I hadn’t any 
sticks, that ended the matter 
once and for all. Popples, how- . — 
ever, was not to be so easily ^ 
beaten, and that same afternoon, i| 

under some pretence, I was be- \ 

guiled unexpectedly into the \ 

presence of a polite gentleman ^ 

whose business it was to provide 
players with the necessary 
weapons for the iroseoution of 
“iAa” game. Once inside the 
shop, Popples and his professional 
friend proceeded, in spite of all 
remonstrances on my part, to I 

supply me (at my own expense) J 

with an outfit of ‘ ‘ clubs,” as they ^ 

called them, to enable me to learn 
the game at the shortest possible 
notice. 

I really can’t remember the 
names of all the awful instru- 
ments I purchased at that shop. 

They were aU so new and nice ^ 

that, after a time, I was quite 
interested, swinging the clubs in 
the most vicious way, to the 
manifest disturbance of Popples, 
who nearly got his head broken 
with a thing they called a ‘ ‘ patent 
mid-spoon brassey bulger ” I Then / < 

I purchased several “ irons ” and ^ ^ 

‘ ‘ drivers,” two or three ‘ ‘ cleeks,” 
and a thing called a ‘ ‘ mashie ” or J^' 

“niblick” or something. I did 
like that “niblick”— it was a 
real powerful club— it reminded 
me of a battle-axe, I felt I could iK-' V 

“ rely ” on it all the time. fey '--T 

Weil, after a time Popples got / 

me aw^— not without the clubs, ^ 

which i insisted on taking home \ 

to show my wife, Maria, and we '^1 
arranged to go down to Ranelagh /SS k 

(Popples belongs to Ranelagh) /IWm if 

and have a quiet game next day, M 

Saturday. On returning home, 1 //I 

practised in the drawing-room I f 

with the clubs, as Popples said 
I must get into the right 
“swing.” That “swing” cer- 

taiuly turned out expensive, as ^ ^ 

during my practice 1 not only 

managed to clear the cabinet of OH 1 

several of Maria’s best wed^g 

presents, but I also scooped a piece out of the carpet with the “niblick,” 
which, to say the least of it, was unfortunate. Wbile I was trying to 
glue the piece of carpet down again, Maria came in suddenly and said 
unpleasant things of a very strong description. I felt very annoyed with 
Maru, but then women are always so unreasonable, and Maria never 
could sympathise with anything I wanted to do out of the common. 

^^en I put it to her in this way she retorted, “ If you want to swing 
sticks about do it ‘ on the common.’ ” She thoug^ht this sharp. & 
did I : but I didn’t say so. I only observed that it was not my fault 
if the drawing-room was the only room large enough to “ swing ” in. 

The next day we went down to Ranelagh. Popples appeared in a 
most remarkable costume, which certainly didn’t add to his personal 
appearance. He had a large wide-awake hat of a description 
I adopted by Buppalo Bill in Ms great scalp-hunting operations. To 
this he added a brilliant red coat with brass buttons, a fiannel shirt. 









lADAMircc knickers, and a pair of stockings 

JArAI>lc.ot. pattern on them that re- 

THEiR Fans. minded me of Brocx’s fireworks, i 

Then Ms boots were something to | 
be remembered, and a pair of ; 
yellow spats didn’t improve them i 
at all. Altogether he seemed to 
me to be a kmd of cross between 
a Texan cow-boy and a South Sea 
Pirate. I thought there ought 
to be something wonderful in 
Popples’ play to justify that 
costume, but subsequent events 
didn’t exactly prove it. 

We had lunch first in the room 
wMch had been decorated so be- i 
comingly in green, to be in keep- | 
ing, no doubt, with the other 
“green,” and then we made a 
start. I had so many clubs that 
Popples said I had better have 
two “caddies” to carry them; I 
ij) couldn’t make up my mind to 
part with any of them, as 1 was 
quite sure I should want them all. 
Then, just as we were going to 
" begin, a friend of Popples came 
' up, named Sloottm, and said he 
would like to join us, so we de- 
cided to have a “three-some,” as 
Popples called it. After that 
came the trouble. Of which I 
will teU you in my next. 

I OUT 01 SCHOOL. 

Dear Mr. Potch,— T he chaps 
at our place always look upon you 
a as our great friend. We aU take 

you in. At least, one of our fellows 
buys your paper, in wMch is all the 
wit and wisdom of the world, and 
’ ! none of your horrid Greek, Latin, 

and other “preserved tongues.” 
Ahoutmeisno “Familiarity wMch 
breeds contempt,” as Sharspeare 
(or some one) says. You will be 
surprised at my knowing that 
quotation. It comes of trying to 
fioor our holiday task. Sucii a 
beastly shame 1 TMs is how I 
have answered the paper, wMch 
is headed “General Intelligence.” 

Here is the first question: — 
“ What kind of books do you like 
best; give reasons for preference,” 
Answer, I like school books 
best. My reason for preferring 
them to novels is that they in- 
struct me, and my progress is 
pleasing to my parents and to the 
credit of my pastors and masters. 

That ought to satisfy them. 
Here’s number two, “What 
would you like to be in after life ; 
give full reasons for your answer.” 

Answer, After life I should like 
to be an angel. The full reason 
for tMs reply is surely unneces- 
1 i 1 sa^. What else couM I wish ? 

Had them there I Here’s ano- 
ther “ A man Mows Ms tea to make it cool, and blows bis hands 
to make them warm — explain tMs seemingly funny proceeding.” 

Answer, Because he must blow something. When he has nothing 
else to blow he blows his nose. 

And now for the last I attempted: —“Where do you get your 
sugar, salt, mustard, and vinegar, and what are they ? ” 

Answer, I get my sugar, salt, mustard, and vinegar from my dear 
parents, and am told (hy them) that they are paid for. 

If that doesn’t get me a reputation tor filial devotion and simple 
credulity (I have looked those words out in the dictionary), call me a 
Dutchman 1 

But do protest against holiday tasks in play-time, there’s a good 
chap. And now I can’t write any more rot, as I am ofi to spend the 
ten sMBiTigs my Uncle Charles gave me for necessaries at the tuck 
shop. Your sinoere friend, Smith Mustob. 
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THE REVIVAL OF THE OLYMPIC GAMES AT ATHENS. 

Portion of a Design for fhe suggested restoraiion of the Frieze of the Parthenon in commemoroAim of the event. 


JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS, 

(Bt Baboo Hurbt Bunosho Jabbebjee, B.A.) 

No. X. 

Mr, Jahherjee is taken to see a Glove-FighU 

A TOUKG spriglitly Londoner acctnaintance of mine, who is a 
member of a Sportish Clnb where exhibitions of fisticuffs are 
periodically given, did generously invite me on a recent Monday 
evening to be the eye-witness of this gladiatorial spectacle. 

And, though not constitutionally bellicose, I eagerly accepted his 
invitation on being assured that I should not be requisitioned to take 
part personally in such pugilistic exercises, and should observe same 
from a safe -distance and coign of vantage, for I am sufficiently a 
lover of sportfulness to appreciate highly the sight of courage and 
science in third parties. 

So he conducted me to the Club-house, and by the open sesame of a 
ticket enabled me to penetrate the barrier, after which I followed his 
wake downstairs, through rooms full of smoking and conversing 
sportlovers mostly in festal attire, to a long and lofty hall with 
balconies and a stage at the further end with foliage painted in 
imitation of a forest, which was tenanted by press reporters. 

The centre of the hall was monopolised by a white square platform 
confined by a circumambience of ro^e, which I was informed was 
the veritable theatre of war and cockpit. 

Presently two hobbardyhoys made the ascent of this platform 
with their attendant myrmidons, and did proceed to remove their 
trouserings and coats until they were in the state of nature with the 
exception of a loincloth, whereupon the President or Master of the 
Ceremonies introduced them and their respective partisans by name 
to the assemblage, stating their precise ponderability, and that these 
uvenile antagonists were fraternally related by ties of brotherhood. 

At which I was revolted, for it is against nature and contra honos 
mores that relations should be egged on into family jars, nor can 
such proceedings tend to promote the happiness and domesticity of 
their home circle. However, on such occasion when the youths were 
in danger of indicting corporal injuries upon each other, the 
President called out “GSme in such reproving tones that they hung 
their heads in shamefulness and desisted. And at length they were 
persuaded into a pacification, and made the amende honorable by 
shaking each other by the hand, whereat I was rejoiced, for, as Poet 
Watts says, “Birds which are in little neats should refrain from 
falling out.” 

The victory was adjudged to Ihe elder brothei^—in obedience, I 
suppose, to the rule of Primogeniture, for he did not succeed iu 
reducing his opponent to a hors de combat. 

Next came a more bustling encounter between Misters Bill 
Husband and Mtstebious Smith, which was protracted to the 
dtmation of eight rounds. 1 was largely under the impression that 
Mister Husband was to win, owing to the acclamations he received, and 


the excessive agility with which he removed his head from vicinity 
of the blows of Mister Mtstebious Smith. 

It was truly magnificent to see how they did embrace each other 
by the neck, and the wonderment and suspicion in their glancss 
when one discovered that he was resting his chin upon the nadded 
hand of his adversary, and from time to time the Hon* ble Chair- 
man was heard ordering them to “ break away,** and “ not to hold,** 
or requesting us to refrain from any remarks. And at intevals they 
retir^ to sit upon chairs in opposing corners, where they rinsed their 
mouths, and were ssverely fanned by their bsarers, who agitated a 
large towel after the manner of a punkah. But, in the end, it was 
Mysterious Mister Smith who hit the right nail on the head, and was 
declared the conquering hero, though once more 1 was incapacitated 
to discover in what precise respects he was the/aci7e princeps* 

Around the hall there were placards announcing that smoking was 
respectfully prohibited, and the President did repeatedly intreat 
members of the audience to refrain from blowing a cloud, assuriag 
them that the perfume of tobacco was noxious and disgustful to the 
combatants, and threatening to mention disobedient tobacconists by 
name. 

Whereupon most did desist; but some, secreting their cigars in 
the hollow of their hands, took whiffs by stealth, and blushed to 
find it fame ; while others, who were such grandees and big pots that 
their own convenience was the first and foremost desideratum, con- 
tinued to smoke with lordliness and indifference. 

And I am an approver of such conduct — ^for it is unreasonable that 
a well-bred, genteel sort of individual should make the total sacri- 
fice of a cigar, for which he has perhaps paid as much as two or even 
four annas, out of consideration for insignificant common chaps 
hired to engage in snip snaps for his entertainment. 

The last competition was to be the bonne bouche andpiece de resist- 
ance of the evening, consisting of a rumpus in twenty rounds be- 
tween Misters Tom Tbact of Australia, and Tommy Williams, from 
the same hemisphere, at which I was on the tiptoe of expectation. 

But, although they commenced with dancing activity, one of the 
Toms in the very first round sparred the other under the chin with 
such superabundant energy that ha immediately became a recum- 
bent for a lengthy period, and, on being elevated to a chair, only 
recaptured sufficient consciousness to abandon the sponge. 

And then, to my chapfallen disappoiatment, the Chairman 
announced that he was very sorry and could not help it, but that 
was the concluding box of the evening. 

I will reluctantly confess that, on tne whole, I found the proceed- 
ings lacking in seasationality, since they were of very limited dura- 
tion, and totally devoid of bloodshed, or any danger to the life and 
limb of the performers. For it is not reasonably possibly for a 
combatant to make a palpable bit when his hands are, as it were, 
muzzled, being cabiaed, cribbed, and confined in padded soft glovea, 
I am not a squeamish in such cases, and I must respectfully submit 
that the Cause of True Sport can only be hampered by such nursery 
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and puerile restrictions, for none can expect to compound an ome- 
lette without the fracture of eggs. 

Upon remarking as above to my young lively friend, he assured 
me that even a gloved hand was competent to produce facial dis- 
figurement and tap the vital fluid, and offered to demonstrate the 
truth of his statement if I would he the paitaker with him in a glove- 
hox. 

But, though doubting the authenticity of his assertions, I thought 
it ]?rudentiaT to decline the proof of the pudding, and so took a pre- 
cipitate leave of Mm with profuse thanks for Ms ur paragoned kind- 
ness, and many promises to put on the gloves with him at the first 
I convenient opportunity. 


A LITTLE WALK. (From Monte Carlo to Kice.) 

That is, from La Tuibie. Up to La Turbie by train. Not exactly 
a walk so far. Also rather prosaic. The romance begins at the top, 
on the famous and beautiful Route de la Corniche. Arrived there, 
find everyone strolls quite naturally into a restaurant^ wMch might 
be in Paris, except that it is filled with English and Grermans. 
Probably the romance begins further on. From the terrace look 
down, in both senses of the word, on the little mass of white buUd- 
ings, variously described as “ the plague spot of the Riviera,” mostly 
in serious English books, and “ XIn paradis terrestre,^' mostly in 
frivolous French newspapers. Fine view of the gimcrack Casino, the 
showy hotels, the tawdry cafes. Can almost see the winners faring 
sumptuously at the Cafe des MilRoimaires, or the Restaurant des 
Richissimes, and the losers hastening to the numerous little offices 
inscribed **Amnces sur Bijoux Can almost hear the music (!) 
outside the cafe in the Place du Casino, that execrable noise wMch 
some strangers may innocently imagine is produced by the Monte 
Carlo orchestra, celebrated throughout the world. It is not. 

After dej&uner stroU along the Cornice Road, towards Nice, and 
meet a Uerman tourist, carrying a grey umbrella. Did anyone ever 
see a German tourist without a grey umbrella ? Ask him about the 
road. He speaks English excellently. He says, ** You go on till 
you meet a public-house.” Thank him, and stroll on, admiring the 
blue sea and the distant view, till I meet the public-house, wMch is 
incribed “ Cafe Mestaurant, Chamhres et Salons Reserves No 
doubt very much reservisy since they all seem quite empty. But no. 
As I approach, two persons come out and walk before me. The lady 
is plump, though young. As I follow her I estimate that the cir- 
cumference of her waist is about forty inches. Her dress is not 
elegant, and she wears a green, soft felt hat. The gentleman also 
wears a green hat, and he canies a grey umbrella. Possibly they are 
Germans. Ja! Achso! Wof Jayjayja! Achwun^ 

derschon / Ja, ja^ ja ! So f Ja^ ja, ja ! ” There is no longer any 
doubt. They walk on arm in arm, and the man’s boots creak at 
every step. 

Cannot possibly walk aU the way to Nice behind a man who talks 
German loudly, who wears a green hat, and whose boots creak 
incessantly. Could have tolerated the green hat, as it reminds me, 
in form and colour, of the hat _of Noah in my early cMldhood, but 
the boots are beyond endurance. Loiter about and let them carry 
their wearer out of hearing. 

By tMs time there are clouds in the sky and the view is all grey- 
sea, sky, hills, trees. The only spots of colour are the green hats of 
the Germans, vanishing in the distance. It will probably rain soon. 
There is Yillefrauche just down below. Will step down in a few 
minutes and catch a train to take me back to Nice in time for dinner. 
Start down gaily. A peasant recommends a shoit cut. The usual 
sort of short cut in the Alpes Maritimes— all jagged stones. The 
cutting is chiefly of one’s boots. To scramble down tMs takes longer 
than walking along the road. Try that. Yery easy slope. An 
immense zigzag. Begin to think it will take more than a few 
minutes to get down to Yillefranche. Hurry on a little. First I go 
half a mile towards Genoa. Then at last the road turns, and I career 
half a mile towards Marseilles, The only place I never seem to 
approach is Yillefranchf . At one time am almost at Beaulieu, at 
another seem close to Nice. Full speed ahead as much as possible. 
Arrive at a place where the awful zigzag divides, and forms two 
zigzags. The only person in sight is a peasant woman sitting on a 
step. Hope she speaks lomething besides the Niejois dialect. She 
does, for she says, though speaking French with difficulty, “ Faut 
alUr d la gauchsy^ at the same time pduting to the right. “ A 
droite ou d gauche f ” I ask wildly. ** Om,” she answers. No time 
for further talk, so choose the rojwi, less obviously leading in the 
wrong direction, and on again. Wish I had walked to Nice. Should 
have been nearly there now. At last see Yillefranehe station far 
below. Then speed on towards Italy, back again, another glimpse of 
station, apparently no nearer, and on towards Spain. On the return 
journey perceive the train in the distsmee down below, coming round 
the bay. Start running, stiU down ziezags. Ringing of bells, 
shouts, whistles, scream of a locomotive. Rush breathless into station. 
“ Le train est parity monsieur 



Impatimt Tr v Her, **Er— how lokg will the next Teain be, 

PORTAH 1 '! 

Porter. “Heaw long? Wbel, Sib, ah dunno heaw ah con 

SAAT TO HATJF AN IkCH. HaPPEN ^ THEBE ’LL BE POWER OR FIVE 
Oo-AOHEs an’ a Engine or soa.** 

THE GERMAN EMPEROR TO THE CAMBRIDGE 
UNIVERSITY BOAT CLUB. , 

(A copy of this hitherto unpublished document has come into the possession 
of Mr. Punch, who, out of consideration for his readers, has had it 
literally tramlated, and novo offers it to the admiration of the world.) 

My dear Herr President,— Lately returned from a mod beau- 
tifol and never-to-be-forgotten outflight, wherein I visited scenes by 
me not to be contemplated without deep-seated feeling, find I a 
State-paper from my Imperial KanzUr (he is a good fellow, the 
old Hohenlohe, but slow, and through a brick-wall he cannot 
at all see) informing me that once more the young men of Cam- 
bridge have a boatrace lost. In foregone years, and in tMs 
year too, have I sogar deemed it my duty to send to Oxford 
my heartiest luck-wishes on their successful strugglings after vic- 
tory. But, pot- thousand again, what does this mean that you seven 
times after one another into the bushes let vourselves be stuck ? 
Thunder-weather ! how can you endure it ? My Imperial sympathy 
stretches itself to yoxu In my Palace have I a rowing macMne put 
up, and daily every mornings, before I myself sponge in my tub, row 
I two thousand strokes at two hundred to the minute on the machine. 
That is more than your miserable tbirty-four, not true So I have 
overlaid these matters in my Imperial mind filled with goodwill 
towards you, and I announce to you what I will do. Next year I wll 
imprison all my Editors for lese^majeste, and for the Socialists will 
I a bloodbath set out. Thus I will he fie^ of nuisances and will 
come to Cambridge in January with the Empress and the whole 
family, not forgetting a monthly nurse for whom most comfortable 
rooms are to be taken in your Boathouse. I will then coach you all 
every day, and sometimes, surpri'e-visiting you in the night, I will 
meie you row till Aurora appears over ihe Gogmagogish Mountains. 

I will live, together with my suite (500 persons), with your Yice- 
Kanzler, Daily I will conduct prayers in your University Church | 
where all must attend, and will examine your young men for their 
mathematical knowledge three times in every week. For the Cam- 
bridge free-willers I will be a General and a Father. After this I 
know Cambridge will win. Tour gratitude I accept. 

Wilhelm R. and I. 

PosUscriptum.'—l have a new uniform for the University Crew. 
The helmets and top-boots that form part of it are colossally beautiful. 
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INADEQUATE HOSPITALITY. 


“Wbll, Guy, did ttotj bnjoy the Party ?** 

** Yes, Mdmbiy ; but I so hujngby. Thebe was oyly a jvotf 
AND TEAS Tea, you know ; WITH NO Ohaibs, and no Grace 1 ’’ 

EOUNDABOTJT EEADINGS. 

After T^tenty-two Years, 

At Easter time as at Chiistmas and towards the end of July there 
are feast-days and reyellings and hi?h solemn occasions at the 
various schools in which the youth of England faithfully learns the 
ingenuous arts which^ccording to Colonel Newcome, emoUunt mores 
nec sinuisse feros, Easter is the season specially set apart in the 
school calendar for the holding of athletic sports, and from 'far and 
near streams of pleased and prosperous parents fLow towards the 
school cricket-deld to behold the efforts of their sons struggling for 
supremao;ir with the cricket-ball, over the hurdles, in the jumps, and 
in the various other competitions appointed for the testing of swift- 
ness, strength, and endurance. Thither, too, come the old boys, 
some but lately released from the school fetters, others grey-headed 
and wrtly, to applaud the prowess of their young successors and to 
spend an hour or two in converse with old friends. Pleasant 
gatherings are these of men, parted by time and circumstance and 
the cares of life, who thus for a brief space renew their happy youth, 
fight the old fights over again, and tremble once more as mey repeat 
the t^e of their peccadilloes, and of the scrapes over whioh ^e 
familiar hiroh oast its baleful but undeterring shadow. 

I BRACED myself the other day to climb the Northern height where 
my own school-days were passed. It was the day of the athletic 
sports, and a sense of things dimly remembered, seen as through a 
veil, came over me as I made my way down the lane and neared the 
old gate. Eoys in caps and flannel shorts and stockings were hurry- 
ing along, ^ The:^ all seemed absurdly young, and there was about 
them a honiness (if the word may he pardoned) and kind of angular 
falling short of full development which has, I suppose, fidways 
marked the genus boy. Could it have been that I, too, once hurried 
as did these eager competitors ; was I indeed so young, so bony, so 
angular, so eager: I who. with sober air and measured step, was 
pacing down the lane? Surely the boys of my time were older, 
fuller in build, less prone to rush up behind other boys and slap 
them violently on their backs, with the certainty that the outrageous 


proceeding, from breeding resentment, would be treated as 
an excellent joke. A group sped past me; I caught a scrap 
of their conversation. So I told him I wouldn^t have any of his 
beastly cheek. These small boys ought to be jolly well spanked.” 
The speaker was not large, but he was evidently larger than 
some other boy, aud tliat other boy had cheeked hiiu. There was a 
familiar sound about the words, and something in me seemed to 
acknowledge that once in the long ago I might possibly have used 
them myself. No^ doubt twenty-two years are grande mortalis cevi 
spatiuyn ; they bring their hateful and inevitable changes, and the 
aeenrsed tailor may, perhaps, have spoken tiie truth when ne hinted, 
a few weeks ago, that he thought he would have to allow an inch or 
so more ronnd the waist. 

Outside the gate, with a table in front of him, sat an old gentle- 
man at the receipt of custom. “Admission, Sir? Sixpence; pro- 
gramme, threepence. Thank you. Sir.” Heavens I It was my old 
friend Mr. Rogers, the hatter, from the High Street, whose tall 
form and brilliant auburn beard had been my boyish admiration. 
But now the snows of twenty-two years lay thick upon the auburn 
though his voice was still hearty. “ It ’s a long time since we met, 
Mr. Rogers, I ventured to say. “Yes, Sir, time will keep going ; 
we ^re both getting a bit older than we were,” and upon this somewhat 
paiEfol aphorism I passed into the field. A grave, but kindly- 
looking gentleman came towards me, leading by the hand a rosy- 
cheeked ^ttle fellow of ten or eleven. He looked at me in a 
scrutinising way and paused as if intending to address me. 
Evidently he knew me ; hut where had we met ? The face of the 

little boy seemed familiar enough yes, of course, I knew the little 

boy ; it was Harry Ross : we were in the same form, we got flogged 
on the same day, we learnt dancing together in the holidays, he 
swore he would marry my sister, in fact, wrote the vow down on a 
piece of paper and sealed it with black seating- wax, “ I sware that 
when I grow up and have one hundred pounds a year of my own I 
will mary your sister^ Ai.ice : signed and seeled, Harry Ross,” I 
was about to shake him warmly hy the hand and congratulate him 
on looking yonnger than ever when I woke with a start from my 
dream and realised that this was Harry Ross’s son, and that the 
grave but kindly parent was indeed my old friend Harry Ross. 

*We walked abont the field together and managed to knit many 
old memories as we walked. In the pavilion a long table groaned 
under a gorgeous array of prizes. Here were clocks, dressing-bags, 
bats, cups, toast-racks, and even (with a pleasing anticipation of 
coming years of freedom) silver cigarette-cases— the trophies cf the 
victors in the games then proceeding. 

“ My dear Harry,” I said, “ do you remember that race in the 
hundred yards ?” “ I remember I beat you.” “Yes, that ’s just it; 

you did beat me, but if I hadn’t had the cramp “Cramp be 

blowed; I always could run a hundred yards faster than you.” 
“ You couldn’t.” “ I could. I ’ll run you now.” 

But at this proposal the younger Harry was taken with so violent 
a fit of laughter, that we went no further with it. Poor little boy I 
of course be couldn’t realise bow young we both felt at an age which 
to him, no doubt, seemed of an unattainable antiquity. Still a look 
at the pavilion w^ might have j ustilied him, for on the board of honour 
there the names of more than twenty School Elevens were painted 
after the Eleven that contained his father's name and mine. 

In the field the sports proceeded merrily. Long boys flung them- 
selves into contortions over the high jnmp, short hoys toppled in 
heaps over hurdles, panting boys wore down o]mosition, and raced 
gallantly home in the mile ; and in the School Handicap countless 
tittle boys, dotted about the grass like stars, awaited the firing of 
the pistol, and then sprang forward for the race. Heed I say 
that all my sympathies went with the diminutive limit-boy. He 
struggled gallantly, but, alas! he was overborne at last by a 
sturdier and bigger rival, and was forced to subside into the 
ruck. Finally came the glorious presentation of the prizes. How 
those boys cheered and shouted as the heroes of the day stepped 
modestly forward to receive their prizes, how they cheered 
(as though to show there was no trace of ill-feeting left in 
their minds) when the head-master stepped out and congratulated 
the victors in a few hearty, well-chosen words. Hor did we omit 
to praise and cheer “ the mens sana in corpora sano^^"* words not un- 
known, indeed, at school athletics, but true and welcome notwith- 
standing. It was a right pleasant day, and we wound it up not 
ingloriously with a dinner in the evening, a dinner for the old boys 
who^ had graced the occasion. Yet, as I stood on the station platform, 
awaiting the last train, I seemed to have had a few years added to 
my tale. But another “ old boy ” who had come from Cambridge, felt 
no such qnahns. He had enjoyed Ms dinner, and he was now singing 
up and down the platform. “ Isn’t it splendid, old fellow,” he 
remarked to a friend, “why, I’ve been proctorised for much less 
than this at Cambridge.^’ Oh, daring and tremendous old boy, the 
melancholy time must come when even proctors will cease to be a 
terror. 
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OTJE BOOKING-OmCE. 

What shall the Baron say of The Statement of Stella Malerley^ 
written by “ Herself ” (an entirely new anthoresa^ ard published by 
Fisher Unwin ? It appears to me, quoth ibe . ar jn, that, had not 
this work been “precursed,” so to put it classically and not incor- 
rectly, in more senses than one, by that awful story of the Great 
God Pan (a revival of the legend of Le Succuhe, ou Demon f&tnelle) 
in the Key-note Series (when key-notes were at their highest pitch, 
or lowest, whichever it may have been), it might have attracted with 
all the glamour of such originality as, in the time of Byron and 
Shelley, fascinated the readers of Frankenstein^ The Statement 
of Stella Maherley shows undoubted cleverness, and it is consistent 
in its puzzlement and in its weird, real unreality. It might form the | 
third ( f a new series, to be entitled “ The Lunatic Library of 
which the two first volumes, according to my selection, would be The 
Germ Groicers and The Wonderful Visit, 

Mr, Fisher Unwin is a bold man, even for a publisher. He has 
invited the young men and girls who write books for him to sit 
down and discourse about their work and themselves. Overcoming 
natural ard almost impassable diffidence, they have accepted the 
mission. The result appears in a little volume, entitled Good 
Reading About Many Rooks, mostly by their Authors, The inno- 
cent little thing (price one shilling nett) is appropriately issued in 
snow-white cover. jSome of the biogra]^’oal details are quite 
thrilling. Here, for example, is what Mr, Harold Spender, author 
of At the Sign of the Guillotine^ says : — 

** I come of a family that has now spilt ink in profasion for two genera- 
tions, and I should not like to say how many reams of paper have been 
blackened by my relatives in their transit from the paper-nulls to the waste- 
paper basket.” 

This graphic picture of Mr. Spender^s relatives on their way 
from the paper-mills to Ihe waste-paper basket, apparently oozing 
black blood, beats the primest efforts of the Fat Boy in the way of 
making your fiesh creep. The Hood Reading is not ml quite as good 
as this. Bat, taken a little at a time, it is charming. 

In The Cloud of Witness, the Oxford University Press has turned 
out a sumptuous book worthy their high renown. It is in every 
way luxurious, though happily not after the fashion of the ordinary 
iditions de luxe, with which the casual reader most conveniently 
wrestles prone on the drawing-room floor. As a work of the 


printers’ and bookbinders’ art, it is so distractingly charming that 
my Baronite almost forgot to read it. This omission corrected, its 
contents, compiled by Mrs, Lyttleton G^ell, are found to be worthy 
of their unique mode of presentation. Mrs. Gell has cuRed the 
! poesy garden of the poets, and deftly arranges her bouquets in daily 
sequence following me Christian seasons. Some clear, high note is 
struck for every day. 

One of Ihe Baron’s Deputy- Assistants has been samplmg Mrs. 
Helen Black’s Fen, Fencil, Baton, and Mash with satisfactory 
results. He says that the volume, which contains some sixty or 
seventy “ portraits in quill and ink,” is full of interest not only to 
the subjects of the sketches, but to the public at large. The bio- 
graphies are capital blends of black and white ; the authoress’s 
name supplies the first, and her good-nature the second. “ Gui'^e a 
book,” concludes the Deputy- Assistant, “ to read for pleasure for a 
: week, and to keep for reference for a century,” 


“THE BEAUTIFUL, BOUNCING BUDGET.” 

( Opinions of the Crov:d, ) 

The Chancellor of the Exchequer, Caused by a most remarkable 
year of prosperity. 

Sir William Sarcourt, Entirely in accord with his predecessor’s 
suggestion. 

An Admiral, Should do wonders for the Navy, 

A General, Should keep up the Army to its proper strength. 

A Schoolmaster, Will afford desirable sustenance to many deserv- 
ing scholastic establishments. 

An Agriculturist, Will very likely be of some assistance to the 
British farmer. 

An Imperialist, Will enhance the credit of the greatest nation 
upon the earth’s surface to a limitless extent. 

I A Fatriot, Will carry the British Flag in a hlaze of triumph from 
pole to pole. 

j A Foreign Critic, Proves that John Bull was never so wealthy. 

A Man in the Street, Yes, but Income Tax at eightpence in the 
ponnd! Oh lor I 

Change oe Name. — Detective Borrell, the young detective 
officer who “unearthed” the whereabouts of Messrs. Fowler and 
Milsom at Bath, shonld be known as “ Detective Burrow.” 
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A Kin TiT-ri iMr'c as if to milk the ram to set her Iwimet at a poor yonns: natire chap 

JOTTINGS AND TITTLlNGs. who redded her with nothiog but platonieal esteem, and adTisinj 

{Bt BjLboo Htort Btoosho JAammjm, B.A.) h« to sit doTO for the reMverv of her wmd. . . 

But alack I this speech only^ operated to inspire her vith the 
Ifo. XI. spret<B injuria formcey and floxtrishfiog a large stalwart umbrella, she 

m. Mum,. s; ‘A. .mta*. 

It is an indubitable fact that the discovery of steam is the most and, guarding my loins, I leapt into the next compartment, seeing 
marvellous invention of the century. For had it been predicted the affair had beconie a sauve qui peut, and devil take the hindmost ; 
beforehand that innumerable millions of human beings would be and at the nick of time, when she was about to descend like a wolf 


beforehand that innumerable millions of human beings would be and at the nick of time, when she was about to descend like a wolf 
transported with security at a headlong speed for hundreds of miles on a fold, I most fortunately perceived a bell-handle provided for 
along a ferruginous track, the most temporary deviation from which such pressing emergencies, and rung it with such unparalleled 
would produce the inevitable cataclysm and awful smash, Ihe energy, that the train immediately became stationa:^. 
majority would have expressed their candid opinion of such rhodo- Then, as my female persecutress alighted on the floor of the oom- 
montade by cocking the contemptuous snook of incredulity, partment in the limp condition of a collapse, I stepped across to my 

i And yet it is now the highly original seat, and endeavoured to 

i accomnlished fact and matter of r ' . t- i . n-i..- , look as if with withers unwrung. 


montade by cocfemg tne oontemptu 

And yet it is now the highly 
accomplished fact and matter of 
course I 

Still, I shall venture to express 
the opinion that the pleas ora- 
bility of such railway journeys is 
largely dependent upon the per- 
son who may he our travelling 
companion, and that some of the 
companies are not quite careful 
enough in the exclusion of unde- 
sirable fellow - passengers. In 
i proof of which I now heg to sub- 
mit an exemplary instance from 
personal experience. 

I was recently the payer of a 
ceremonial visit to a fnend of my 
boyhood, namely, Baboo Chuck - 
EBBUTTY Bam, with whom, find- 
ing him at home in his loagings 
in a distant suburb, I did hold 
politely affectionate intercourse, 
jor the space of two hours, and 
then departed, as I had come, by 
train, and the sole occupant of a 
Fecond' class dual compartment 
divided by a low partition. 

At the next station the adjoin- 
ing compartment was suddenly 
invaded by a portly female of the 
matronly type, with a ruhicund 
countenance and a bonnet in a 
dismantled and lopsided condi- 
tion, who was bnndled throu]g[h 
the doorway by the impetuosity 
of a porter, and occupied a seat 
iu immediate opposition to myself, 

"When the train resnm^ its 
motion, I observed that she was 
contemplating me with a beaming 
simper of indescribable suavity, 
and, though she was of an un- 
omamental exterior and many 
years my superior, I constrained 
myself from motives of merest 
politeness to do some simpering 
in return, since only a churlish 
would grudge such au economical 
and inexpensive civility. 

But whether she was of an un- 



“ A beaming simper of indescribable Euavity,” 


Presently the G-uard appeared, 
and what followed I cau best 
render in the dramatical form of 
a dialogue : — 

The Guard {addressing the 
Elderly Female, who is sitting 
smiling with vacuity heneath the 
hell pull). So it is yon who have 
sourdttd the alarm! What is it 
all about ? 

The Elderly Female {withwarm 
indignation). Me P 1 never did I 
I am too much of the lady. It 
was that young coloured gentle- 
man in the next compartment. 

[At which the tip of my nose 
goes down with apprehensive* 
ness. 

The Guard, Indeed! A likely 
story I ^ How could the gentleman 
ring this bell from where he is P 

Myself {with mental presence). 
Well said. Mister Q-uabdI The 
thing is not humanly possible. 
Rem acu tetigisti! 

The Guard, I do not Tinder- 
stand Indian, Sir, If yon have 
anything to say about this affair, 
you had better say it. 

Myself {cornhining discretion 
with magnanimousness). As a 
chivalrous, I must decline to 
bring any accusation against a 
member of the weaker sex, and 
my tongue is hermetically tealed. 

The Eld, F, It was him who 
rang the alarm, and not me. He 
was in this compartment, and I 
in that. 

The Guard, What? have you 
been playing at Hide-and-seek 
together, then ? But if your 
story is watertight, he must have 
rung the bell in a state of abject 
bodil3r terror, owing to your 
chivying him about I 

The Eld, F. It is false ! I 


iSutwketner sliewasof ^un- . v* educated, and 

usually ardent temperam^t, or whether, against my volition, I had belong to an excellent family. I merely wanted to kiss him. 
mvested my simper with w irresistiple winsomeness, I cannot tell ; The Guard, I see what is your complaint. You have been imbibing 
Din she fell to making nods aim becks and wreathed smiles whion the drop too much, and hear of this from the Company. I must 
reduced me to cnm«)n sheepishness, and the necessity of looking trouble you, Mam. for your correct name and address, 
eamestiy ow of y^doyy at vacancy. . . , , . , . . . Myself {after he had obtained this, and was departing). Mister 

At this she entreated me pa^onaMy not to he nntod, inviting Q-uard, 1 do most earnestly entreat yon not to abandon me to the 
w T Sr® next ^mpartoent and seat myself by her side; mercies of this female woman. I am not a proficient in physical 

but 1 did niU this mvitafeon politely, urging that Company’s bye- courage, and have no desire to test the correctness of Poet Pope’s 
laws conntermanded^he^ placing of boots upon the seat-cushions, assertion, that Hell does not possess the fury of a scorned woman. I 
utter inahility to pose as a Romeo to scale the barrier. request to be conducted into a better-populated compartment. 

14 lively horror and am^ement, she did exclaim. The Guard {with complimentary jocosity). Ah. such young good- 

darling I wd commenced to scramble looking chaps as yon ought to go about in a veil. Come with me, 


pr^pitateiy towards me wer ^e partition and I ’ll put you into a smoker-carriage. Yon won’t be run alter 

I At wMch I was in the blue funk, peroeivmg the arcanum of her there! 

resolved to Iwe no stone ^turned for So the incident was closed, and I did greatly compliment myself 
the moment she made the upon the sagacity and coolness of head with which I extricated 
wmpa^ent, I did smultaneonsly hop the twig myself from my pretty kettle of fish. For to have denounced myself 
mto next, ^d she followed in puismt, and I once more achieved as the real alarmist would have rendered Ihe affair more, rather than 

^ 1. X ... leBS,diBcr€ditabletomyfemiQinecompaidon,andIshouldhavebeen 
breath, I arraigned before the solemn bar of a police-conit magistrate, who 
addressed her gaspingly across the barrier, assuring her that it was might even^have made a Star Chamber matter of the incident. 
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All is well that is well over, but when you have been once bitten, Poitles (who was still ar^ming) about it, something caught me in 
you become doubly bashful. Consequently, this humble self will the back like a bullet, and I sat down on the grass again and used 
take take care that he does not on any subsequent occasion travel language that must have been painful to listen to. Then those 
alone in a railway compartment with a female woman. two lunatics who had been shouting “ Pour” came up and asked me 

; why the “blank blank” I diduH take my “blank blank blank 


THAT GAME OE GOLE. 

No, n. , 

Well, there we were, Poeeles, Slogum, and myself. Pofeles ^ 
went off first, but the ball didn’t seem to me to go as far as Pofeles ^ 
meant it to, judging by the energy he put into it. It couldn’t 
have travelled more than twenty yards in all. Sloguit said that 
Pofeles it, and one of my caddies said he topped it, 

and Slogum’ s that he pulled it, and a gentleman we didn’t 
know came up and aid that Poeflbs toed^^ it a bit and didn’t 
“ plai/ it ihrough,^^ We argued this for a quarter of an hour, and 
then PoEELES got sulky, and said he hadn’t come there to be talked 
to by a lot of “ foozelers,” and that he knew what he had done, and 
had done it on purpose to get a “ good Zi'e.” I thought this was “ a 
gof d lie,” but 1 didn’t fay so. 

Then Slogum went ofl, and his ball went much farther than 
Pofeles’ ball, but it made a funny sort of curve round to the right, 
and landed in a bush. After that it was my turn. I wanted to play 
wi^h that “niblick,” but Pofeles and the gentleman we didn’t know 
wouldn’t let me. They said it wasn’t the ga77ie. So I took the 
“m^d-spoon bulger driver,” and let fiy at the ball for all I was 
worth. 

Pofeles gasped when he saw me let out at that ball, and the 
caddie nearest me said “ Strike me,” under his breath, and another 
caddie said ‘ * S’elp me.” Then we looked to see where the ball would 
come down, but it didnH come down, I said I must have driven it 
into the river, and felt proud, and Pofeles said it must have got 
fixed up one of the trees, and the gentleman we didn’t know said it 
was most curious. We were just going to put down another ball, 
when one of my caddies who was making the “ tee ” Buddenl3r gave 
a “guffaw,” and Egging down into the ground about six inches 
produced the ball. There it was safe enough, deep in the earth 
below the tee, and we had another argument to explain how it got 
there. Pofeles said I was too near the ball, and Slogum said I 
“pressed too much,” and the gentleman we didn’t know said he 
thought I “ took my eye off the ball.” We couldn’t settle it any 
way, so I drove off again, and this time I did hit it, and to every- 
body’s surprise (though it was what they called a short hole) it landed 
on the gieen, just over the “bunker,” as they said, “in one.” (J 
didn’t know what a bunker was, but I wasn’t going to say so.) ^ 

Then we went and looked at Slogum’ s ball, which had stuck in the 
middle of a big bush, fuU of thorns and things. Poeflbs said 
Slogum must “play it out,” according to Rule 29, which says, a 
ball is to be played ‘ ‘ wherever it lies.” Slogum, however, said that, 
according to Rule 18, when a ball is covered with “fog, bent whins,” 
&c., as much shall be set aside as wiU give the player “ a view of his 
ball,” and he hadn’t any view of that ball at all when he was in a 
position to strike, so the bush ought to be “set aside.” Then 
Pofeles’ caddie said, according to Rule 12, a player must not “ move, 
bend, or break anything, fixed or growing, near the baU, except in 
placing his feet ou the ground to address the ball,” and the gentle- 
man we didn’t know said that the bush was a “hazard,” and 
according to Rule 14, nothimjr must be touched or moved before the 
player strikes the ball when it lies in a hazard. Then Slogum got 
savage and said he would lie down under the bush and “scrape it 
out,” but Pofeles said that was against Rule 4, which says, you 
mustn’t “ pu^, scrape, or spoon a ball.” S:) Slogum had to play it 
out after all, and a glorious time he had with that bush, whilst we 
sat round and encomraged him, Pofeles particularly advising him to 
“ go right in and hit 

After that, Pofeles and Slogum got on the green somehow, and 
one of the caddies offered me a “ putter.” Slogum said I must 
“«w<” the baR down next, and I wanted to “jpwi” it with that 
niblick, but they wouldn’t let me, so I had to use the putter and 
I got the ball quite near the hole, and Slogum, who “ putted ” next, 
knocked my ball in and one of the caddies said it was “ bogey,” 
though I couldn’t see what “bogies” had to do with it any way. \ 
Then Pofeles said he was down in twenty-seven, and Slogum said he 
wasn’t, and they argued that ten minutes, and the caddies all argued 
too, '^ile they were arguing, there was a funny man behind me 
shouting “four” at the top of his voice, and I wondered what was the 
matter with Mm. I reckoned, from the way he was going on, that he 
felt really bad, so I sat down on the grass to watch him. As I did so 
he seemed to be taken much worse, for he jumped round, and screamed, 
and waved Ms club in a way that was sim:^y frantic. Then on the 
other side of him there was another man who suddenly seemed 
taken in the same way, as he also commenced to dance round and 
yell “ four,” too. I thought they migrht be playing “ nap ” or some- 
thing, or that they had both been drinking, and wondered why they 
were not turned out. Just as I turned round, however, to ask 




anatomy” out of the way when I saw them coming up, and Poefles, 
who was already as mad as he could be, asked them what the “blank 
blank” they meant by playing on people when they were still on the 
green, and Slogum said they ou^t to know better, and then the 
lunatics said they weren’t going to wait our “ blank blank ’ pleasure 
all the “ blank ” day while we argued on the green, and then two of 
the caddies be^an to fight, and I was getting my niblick ready for 
one of those idiots when the gentleman we didn’t know came up and 
implored us to be calm, and not to disgrace the precincts with an 
nndignified dispute. So we parted the two caddies, and Slogum 
said we had better let the other party pass us ; and so we waited till 
they had gone, and how we played on, and what we did, I will reserve 
for my third and last. 

LONG AGO LEGENDS. 

ye FPUNNIE man and ye beggar MAN. 

Once was a ffunnie man whose cnstome it was toe make offe hande 
ryddles, jokes, qnipes and crankes in y* banqueting hall, devysyng 
them W 3 ^he moche care and laboure before hande. One daye wnyle 
out a walkynge he dyde make up a ryddle he dyde thynke ryght 

goode, when he 
came upone a 
stalwarte beggar 
man a restyng 
hymselfe under 
y® shade of a 
dede wall. 

“Ffryende,” 
sayd he, “I have 
made a ryddle 
whych I woulde 
teste on thee. 
Now, if y® can 
guess it in one 
houre, I willpre- 
sente y« wythe a 
groat.” Aid he 
slapped hys well 
fiUd pouche and 
pulled out hys 
dyal. Then he 
asked y® beggar 
man y® ryddle, 
whych y®Chroni- 
clere forgetteth, 
but it will be 
ffounde wythe 
otheres iu Mug- 
gt/n's Bohe of 
Merrie Jestes, 

And beggar monknyte hjs browes, and stampd, and banged hys 
head untyl one mynute of v® tyme, but to no avayle, when he cryed, 
“ What a ffoole am 1 1 ” “ Not so,” sayd y ® ffunnie man, a smylynge ; 
“ rather what a clevere man am I to puzzle you so,” “ I mean not 
that,” sayd y * beggar man ; “ hut here have I been a endglynge my 
pate one honre ffor a groate, when I myght have had y® groate and 
lykewyse your pouche and dyal iu no tyme by symplye oudglynge 
yours wythe tMs grett jagged staff e. Hande overe I 

T® ffunnie man, who felt no longere soe, comply d ryght quycklye. 

“The Best Costume for Lady Bicyclists.” 

{Dedicated to “ The Woman at hy an old Curonudgeon,) 

If woman of her wheeling brags, 

And fiaunts upon the “ hiking ” track. 

Let her not only don the “ bags ” ; ' 

Give her, at once, the “ sack.” 

The rooks that inhabit the Isle of Man have got themselves seri- 
ouf-ly disliked, A deputation, representative of the Manx farming 
interest, waited upon the Agricultural Society’s President and 
“lodged a complaint” against them. It was pointed out, says the 
JLiverpool Courier, that the depredations had reached e^ensive pro- 
portions, “ farmers having lost half, and even two-thirds, of their 
crops.” But how can birds be expected to do without “ crops ” ? 

Epitaph eoh a Railwat Dieectoe. — “H is life was spent on 
: pleasant lines.” 
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COMMOIT oa GAEDEN EHYMES. 

!•— A Pxai FOR THS WAIi-FLO-WBR, 

Tinpretoding, homely, shy. 

It Clings against the Tvall, 

A Dlogsam there are few to spy, 

To gather none at alL 
The wall-iower, only eyed afar, 

Poor foolish man supposes 
Less lovely than the Hlies are, 

Less fragrant than the rotes. 

To plnok the flowers that seem more fair 
The crowd in blindness hastes, 
Its^eetness on the desert air 
!me lonely wall flower wastes : 

AM yet its beauty being concealed 
Prom casual passing glances 
Its worth to whom it Is revealed 
A hundred fold enhances. 


I know a garden fa^r and blight, 

With wealth of blossom blest. 

Where man may choose for his delight 
The flower he loves the best ; 

And, though the lily, violet, 

And rose within it all flower, 

He oft might choose without regret 
To win and wear a wall-flower I 


Poetry on a Pewter. 

{From Sir Wilfri^a Toint of Vim,) 

Bebe is a compound so adulterate grown, 

As to be hated needs but to be known. 

But foully foaming, at tiie pint-poPa 
brink, 

JJJIIInA I 


POLICEMAN X JUNIOR ON SCIENCE IN 
THE FORCE. 

[** The scientific burglar must be met, or better, 
perhaps, followed, by the ultra-scientific police- 
man.”— Telegraph.l 

“ Mt name,” too, is “ Pleaceman X,” jest like 
him sung of old by Thackbbit, 

And I don’t know as my brains, or bull’s-eye, 
bums with slower, slacker ray ; 

But I own it gives me beans, and seems a 
prospek most ’orrific. 

This here talk about a Bobby being “ ultra- 
sky entific.” 

I can spell a trifle better, I emagine, than did 
him, 

Wioh his notions abont grammar were, I think, 
a little dim, [“ X ray,” 

But if onr hexaminations is to be on &at 
And on similar mistries, we shall ’ave to 
strike for ’igher pay. 

Ultra-sky entifio Bobby may sound grand, bnt 
in a tussle 

With Bill Sikes -the new or old one — give 
me common sense and muscle, 

A steel saw drove hy petroleum, wot then 
there French burglars used 
For to crack the money-changer’s safe, shows 
science much abused. 

Stillsomever if you arm us Bobbies with 
ingenious fakes 

From the Royal Hinstitution, it may turn 
out no great shakes. 

“ Open up a vista ” ? Ah I But wot if “ hap- 
pyratus” jib, 

And Bobby’s arm git out of gear whilst Bin. 
is “opening up” a crib ? 

The “Hew Burglary,” no doubt, like the 
“Hew Woman,” is a bore ; 

But the “Hew Bjbby,” made to border, 
might, pefchance, prove no great score. 
Portable batteries, instead of fists and trun- 
cheons, may sound prime ; 

But I should fidge about their busting in my 
pocket arf the time. 

Even revolvers we ain’t nuts on, pistols is 
contrairy things ; 

Aud new skyentifie fakes, all tubes, and 
sparks, and screws, and springs, 

Would give me the ditherums— straight ! 

Look at them tubes of sq[uoze-up gas— 
Hoxygin, ain’t it?— If they bust, you’re 
jast*blowed up like BalajAh’s ass 1 

1 don’t wautgalvanlo^hooks about me packed 
in brass or steel. 

If I gob ^em wrong cni uppards, and Went 
pop, ’ow shoull I ietl ? 

Wouldn’t Bill the Burglar bust — with 
larfter— at Policeman X 
Parylised by ’is pocket-battery? Seoh new- 
fangled notions wex ! 

If these “Rontgen Rays” enable him to 
look through doors and shutters, 
Likewise walls and burglars’ bags, crib- 
^ ^ crackers at their little flutters, 

P r’aps, might funk it. But suppose they ’re 
also fly to the new game ? 

Skyence against skyenoe set might leave the 
hupshot much the same. 

Wot you want to match a burglar after all 
gents, is a Man I [skyentifie plan, 

And the rerlice Force horganised on this new 
With their pockets full o’ batteries, and the 
new (Pleaceman) “X ray” 

Up their sleeves, might look himposing, hut 
I ’ve doubts if it would pay I 


Sounds like it.— When one goes to pay a 
bill at the Horseferry Road Uas Office, why 
will it be a saving of time to buy your cocoa 
for breakfast there?— Because that company 
advertises as “Tae Q-as Light and CoTce Co.” 





“ONE AT A TIME.” 


luATE lEiSH Bill. SEUEE I TE BEEN WAITIN^ A DIYIL OE A TIME ” 

TT i, TT^Tt-RTngg-p. -R [Mb. a. J. B-lb-e— 5?owi?Zy), “ BEE PABDON, SIE,— -THIS GENTLEMAN FIRST ! 
Eeitcatioit Bill {rather nerwus), “ NOT TOO MUCH OFF, PLEASE ! ” 
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WOHSEBS OB WHEELS. 

(By cm Old Begmner,) 

Wonder if my doctor was 
rijtlit in ordering me to take 
thi^ sort of exercise. 

Wonder whether I look very 
absurd while aceepting the as- 
sistance of an attendant who 
walks by my side and keeps me 
from falling by clutches at my 
waistbelt. 

Wonder whether it would 
have been better to go to Hyde 
Park instead of Battersea. 

Wonder whether the police- 
man, the postman, the nurse 
with the perambulator, the 
young lady reading the novel, 
and the deck passengers on the 
passing steamboat are laughing 
at me. 

Wonder whether I shall keep 
on now that my attendant has 
let go. 

Wonder whether the leading 
wheel will keep straight on until 
we have passed that lamp-post. 

Wonder whether the next 
spill I have wiU be less painful 
than the last. 

Wonder why mats are not 
laid down by the County Council 
in the roads for the comfort ot 
falling cyclists. 

Wonder why the cycle sud- 
denly doubled up and landed 
me in the gutter. 

Wonder whether the pretty 
girl in the hat, whose face is 
hidden by a novel, smiled at my 
misadventure. 

Wonder whether the person 
! who has just come to grief over 
yonder is using good language 
or words of an inferior quality. 

Wonder whether my atten- 
dant is right in urging me to 
remount and have another try. 



THE TURN CO!VI?LliVl£NTARY. 

She, “Oh, Feed, my Head does ache so to-day I” 
ffe, “ Lucky 1’' 

She, “Lucky 1 Oh, how brutal of youI What do you mean?” 
His, “Shows you ’ve <?or a Head. So few Women have nowadays 1 ” 


Wonder whether I lock well 
wobbling. 

Wonder whether the elderly 
spinster with the anxious manner 
and air of determination is really 
enjoying herself. 

Wonder whether, when I have 
completed my £rst hour, I shall 
want another. 

Wonder whether the imp of a 
hoy win run with me. 

Wonder whether my second 
fall in five minutes beats the 
record. 

Wonder, considering the diffi- 
culty of progressing half a dozen 
paces in as many minutes, how 
those marvellous feats are per- 
formed at Olympia, 

Wonder if I shall ever ad- 
vance upou my present rate of 
speed, 2®., three-quarters of a 
mile an hour. 

Wonder, finally, if the pla- 
cards warning cyclists in Bat- 
tersea Park against the dangers 
of “furious riding’' can pos- 
sibly be posted for my edifi- 
cation. 


‘‘Off Colour.” 

“ Js life worth living?” poor 
Narcissa cried, 

Finding youth’s gold -tints 
from her tresses fiving. 

Gravely the jet-lock’ d Lalage 
replied, 

(Placing a mystic bottle at her 
side,) 

“ Hot without dyeing I” 


Ab-sibdar Hews from tot 
Soudan. — There is no truth iu 
the report that Sir H. KtTCH- 
ENER will attack the Dervishes 
with a hatterie de cuisine. 


JOURNALISM MADE EAST. 

(Advice to Novices,) 

Here are a few paragraphs, which, like brown paper and string, 
will always “ come in useful.” 

( 1 ) “ The Exhibition this year at the Royal Academy will he ex- 
ceptionally brilliant it is said by those who have been privileged to 
inspect the studios of (mention names of President and leading 
P, A,\s and A, P, A ’5), and most of those exponents of the beau- 
ties of the brush who are not yet included within the Academic 
fold hive very promising canvases in preparation. We need 
scarcely say that we aUnde to Messrs, (names of likely exhibitors). 
The Academy Banquet will he attended by an unusual number of 
Royal and other celebrities, inolnding (give some certain guests),'^^ 

Mem.— A graceful allusion to the style of the P.R.A. may he 
made, but when dealing with a versatile genius avoid facts. Be 
caref ol to ascertain that the Academy Banquet will he held. Never 
give an unknown furtist a fif t. It will only make him more ODUoeited 
than he is. 

( 2 ) “ The supply of coal from Durham, Northumberland, the Mid- 
lands, and South Wales still continues undimiuished, hut in view of 
the large order given the other day by the (Pussian, French^ Ger^ 
man^ any nationality will do) G-ovemment, we would urge that some 
limit should be placed upon the exportation of that combustible, 
which is as invaluable to the householder as it is to the battle- ship. 


shine^ rain, brightness, or dullness). It has besn ohaerved that 
Eaglandhas no fixed climate, and certainly facts go to prove the 
assertion. Scientists may disagree as to the cause, hut in this year 
of grace that long-suffering man the British Farmer has no reason 
(or ^abundant reason^) to complain of the meteorological phases. 
Recent reports made to the Board of AgricnltuTe give a correct idea 
of the present (nourishing or deplorable) condition of the country.” 

Mem, — ^If the weather be satisfactory, offer congratulatious to the 
British Farmer; if otherwise, assure him of your condolence.^ A 
very slight reference to the advantages of Light Railways might 
now and then he made. , , . 

( 4 ) “ It would be manifestly unfair to ffivulge any details of the 
new (play, drama, tragedy, comedy, comic opera, burlesque) which 
will he produced to-morrow night at the (state name) theatre, but this 
much we may say after witnessiug the dress rehearsal, that no pwns 
have been spared by the management to insure succass. All London 
will anxiously await the verdict of the first-night audience. Misses 
(throw in names of leading actresses) and Messrs, (swpp/y names of 
actors) ought not to complain of their opportunities. The scenery, 
by (name again), is most realistio, and the dresses, by (name once 
more), are truly magnificent.” . 

Mem— In the case of a “star” actor or actress, provide a suh- 
stantid halo in advance, and suggest enormous^ hooking for seats. 
Be careful of praising the piece beforehand lest it should turn out a 
failure. 


Perhaps Mr. (name of badgering patriot) or Mr. (na^ne of %oouldA>e 
Minister) will raise this important question in the House,” 

Mem,— It is not absolutely necessary that any coal shonld have 
been ordered. If disposed to he friendly to the Prime Minister, 
admit that the matter is safe in his hands. If facetiously incliued— 
this is dangerous, however — suggest that a coal-owning M.P. shonld 
raise the question. 

( 8 ) “This is Midsummer Day, and never has the Clerk of the 
Weather given us greater proof of his versatility. It is many a long 
year since he supphed his anxious clients with such a speU of (st^n- 


To the Blue Primrose in Kew Gardens. 

You once were yellow, fairest fiower. 

How came you by this stranger hue r 
Is it because a roboer shower 
Brought down some drops of cloudless blue r 
But obi beware the unforeseen, 

Eor blue and ydlow give us green. 

The Green ’s a common sight at Kew I 
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rc?msf Bride, “Do you let your Husband have a Latoh-krt, Mrs. Jones?” 
Mrs. Jams, “ No, my dear ; it would be useless. I give it to the MiLBaiAN I* 


TEUE BLUE. 

{Mr, Fwmfi wehmnetJi Peace Portents from 
PhilcM^pJhia ) 

[It is said (by tbe DaVy Telegraph) that a Pbi'a- 
delpbia physician, after long personal experiments, 
has discovered, in his own veins, the real, genuine, 
and inimitable “blue-blood corpuscle.” It is 
hoped that this corpuscle— only one has as yet 
been identified — will be carefully nourished. . . . 
In this way the “ blue-blood ” be gradually 

extended throughout America.] 

Infinite azure I Prospect sweet I 
America hath mind aud muscle ; 

But JoNATHAjf be bai to beat 
Now he hath found that blue corpuscle. 

Of blood that ’s red much hath h sen shed, 
Although than water it be thicker ; 

But could we fight with veins full led 
By true blue ichor ? 

Forbid it heaven, — and dear Debrett 1 
Forbid it Philadelphia sawhones 1 

Can hlne-hlood kin at odds he set 
By Monroe or by Jingo jawbones P 

Nay I Cleveland, Saxisburt, all the 
crew, 

Surely won’t make two nations tustle, 

Whilst in their veins both bear the true 
‘ ‘ Blue-blood corpuscle ” I 


It cannot be I From sea to ssa 
Our p')cr old world will feel a shiver 
Should Uncle Sam and old J, B. 

Fight, with a blue (not a white) Lver. 
The very notion might amaze 
Satan himself, in mood sardonica^ 

Scare Cleveland, and still further craze 
The Daily Chronicle, 

Only one blue corpuscle found ? 

That’s sad I But do that one drop 
nonrishl 

From Philadelphia all around 
’Twill sprefiwi, and peace and joy shall 
flourish ! 

Just fancy dear Columbia’s cry, 

Just picture poor John Bull’s condition 
If you should let that blue drop die 
Of inanition I 

Columbia, Punch espies a chance 
That ’s better e’en than arbitration ; 

It makes his blue corpuscles dance 
With extra azure animatiou, 

Punch ever was your faithful friend, 

He ever spake kind word for you, dear, 
So let this true blue tie extend 
Till all is blue, dear I 


Eesult of the Muzzling Order.— The 
Car-few Nnell. 


f SPORTIVE SONGS. | 

The Easter Lament of a Married 
Traveller. 

I ’vE no wish for a holiday now. No I not I, 
But I ’m forced nolens volens to roam. 

To some horrible sea resort I must hie,' 

When I ’m looking for comfort at home. 
Here it is I where the beach boasts no bathing- 
machine, 

Where the wind cuts me through like a 
knife, 

Where the trees have an ever funereal green— 
And I do it because of mylwif e. 

It is she who reminds me' that Easter days 
bring 

A revival of honeymoon joys ; 

And she talks about birds that must sing in 
the Spring, 

When the seagulls are raucous with noise. 
So I have to put up with the smell of new 
^ paint, 

With the waiters, who can’t understand ; 
And I hear with the air of an up-to-date saint 
All the strains of an out-of-tune band. 

There’s the table d^hoCe^ohl howl loathe the 
repast, 

With its dishes of dubious taste : [oast 

Where the ’Arrts their “h’s” unfeelingly 
Without recking of aspirate waste. 

Where ’ Arriets flock and complacently chew, 
Q-arbed in gowns of iniquitous style. 

It’s a kind of a feeding-time sight at the 
“Zoo,” 

But I bear it, for her, with a smile. 

I have travelled afar both by land and by sea, 
And have wandered in many a clime. 

But I never have felt such a longing to be 
Safely back, as at this Easter time. 

’Neath an African sun, in the snowy Wild 
West 

I ’ve not thought of a civilized life ; 

And to-day, how I yearn for a haven of restl 
Yet a martyr, I ’ll not tell my wife I 


SIMPLE AS SMOKE! 

Dear Mr. Punch,— I have discovered the 
modus operandi of becoming a millionaire. 
It is no visionary scheme, but one tased on 
solid facts and figures. If you refer to Sir 
Michael Hicks-Beach’s etatement, you will 
find that the right hon. gentleman, while 
being a non smoker, protests (to quote the 
Times) “against the wastefulness of a prac- 
tice involving the throwing away of one 
million sterling a year in cigar and cigarette 
ends 1 ” And no doubt there are other sources 
of loss in other directions. What are done 
with the omnibus tickets when they have 
been examined ? What becomes of the erumbs 
that fall irom luncheon biscuits ? Who col- 
lects the dropp d pins ? Who utilises the 
discarded steel pms? Bat to retnm to the 
cigar and cigarette ends. Anyone we see, 
with their assistance, can become at once a ; 
millionaire. All he will have to do is-^o 
collect them ! Tours, obediently, 

A Philanthropist in Figures. 

Pipe Place, Tobacco, 


Jenner-allCriticism on Gloucester. 

Great Foodle and Noodle once evolved] 

A campaign against all vaccination ; 
Their tactical problem now is solved 
By General Extermination. 

SHAKSPEARE FOR TAMMANY, 

Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by this “Big New 
York.” 





April 25 , 1896 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


A BASE, OLD WINE 

OLD’crusted port. Sir, is the stuJBE . 

To make yon wise and merry, 

For he would be an awful dufE- . 

-er who selected sherry. 

Maderia if made cheaper woxQd 
Be certainly worth trying ; 

Toxtr Khenish wines I neyer should 
Consider worth the buying. ; 

Now Bargnndy, I will admit, 

Is worthy of attention, 

Tho’ connoissenrs have made of it 
The heaune of much contention. 

Q-ood claret it is hard to find. 

Unless you ’re an importer ; 

Vin ordinaire is, to my mind, i 

Like yinegar and water. 

But here ’s a picture, caked in dnst, 

Now steady, do not shake it, 

There ’s an aroma I there ’s a crust I 
’Twould be a crime to break it ; 

A wine like this, you little thought 
To pour into your throttle. 

No finer yintage can be bought — 

At one-and-three the bottle. 

Then up arose the guest to post 
A most important letter. 

Thought he, “ Such rare, old wine, good| 
host. 

The rarer ’tis, the better 1 ” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extuacted raoM the Diaht oe Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons ^ Monday^ April 13.— 
Geoeoe WTimHAM made to-night whafc, 
though not the best speech he has delivered 
since be sat for Dover, was certainly the most 
immediately efiective. All his speeches are 
full of matter, admirably phrased, and with 
the making of a good delivery. But his more 
elaborate efforts have not succeeded in catch- 
ing ear of House, For one thing they have 
been too elaborate, too lengthy, lacking in 
spontaneity. Moreover, by malign ill fortune 
they have always chanced to be essayed at 
unfortunate periods of a sitting, either ia 
dinner-honr or towards close of debate already 
wearisomely long. On one occasion in last 
Parliament, having come down p^-e^ared with 
speech that was to blow np Ministry with 
dynamite force, matters took a sudden turn 
that, in interests of Opposition, called for 
suppression of the speech. 


That not the only disappointment of a still 
young life. Wtndhoi served his party sedu- 
lously and effectively vheu in Opposition. 




A Thoeny Subject! 

Sir John Grors(e)t in blossom. 


His intimate personal relations with Pedstcf. 
Abtbub. with whom he worked as unpaid 
Private Secret’ary, seemed to point him out for 
Ministerial office. Weighing in the balance 
his claims, capability, and suitability, against 
those of Mr. Jesse Collinus and Mr. Powell 
WiLiiAMS for example, Peiece Aethuk with 
Spartan infi.exibility was bound to admit that 
Ms brilliant young friend was quite out of it. 
So Wtndham winded his way across what is 
not always the Styx of the Gangway, and, 
in the clearer atmosphere that broods over 
that part of House, perceives that whatever 
PsiNCE Aethtjb, and his colleagues in the 
Miuistij do is not always right. 

To-night, d firopos ae hoUes^ and talking 
of morning sitings on Tuesdays, he said so, 
to immense delight of gentlemen opposite, 
who would not have listened to Mm had he 
risen, as he m'ght have d ne a year ago, to 


demonstrate the inevitableness and real bene- ! 
ficence of the arrangement. 

“ A delicate and difficult part to p^ay, that 
of below-the-GaDgway-candid-fiiend,'’’ says 
the veteran Sake. “ Looks so easy ; has in 
several m stances, more especially to be found 
on Front Opposition Bench, proved snccetsful, 
that anyone thinks he can do it. As SzLOiaio 
has discovered, it’s harder than it looks. 
Bequires certain supreme qualities quite dis- 
tinct from glibness of speech. Gbandolph: 
had these ; so has Dbummond Wolef ; so has 
JoHU OF Goest; and so, of course, though , 
they were not primarily developed below the 
Gangway, has Peincb Abteue. An earlier I 
generation displayed them in the person of 
the SqxriBE of Malwoob and Ms sometime 
brother freelance, now Lord James of Hebe- 
FOED, Later came Dorr Jose starting from 
the same poiat. The Gangway is literally a 
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bridge, crossing which some men hasten by years the natural trend, 
of their footsteps towards the Treasury Bench. But it is a narrow 
slip, an nnrailed plank, bridging a gulf of permanent obscmity and 
deathless disappointment.” 

Business done, — Another Irish Land BHl brought in. 

Tuesday, — “Never so astonished in aU my life I” said Sir 
William Houldsworth, Bart., M.P., of Coodham, the Carlton and 
the Constitutional. 

Only the o her day The Bart, was in board-room of London and 

§ North-Western Railway. Q,aes- 

tion under discussion the carrying 
through Commons of BiU autho- 
rising widening of section of line 
between Chester and Holyhead. 

‘ ‘ You leave it to me, dear boys,” 
said The Bart., hitching up his 
coat-tails and standing in fa- 
vourite attitude before board- 
room fire. “I’ll see the thing 
through. Not anything by way 
of oratory in the House, you 
know.” (Lord Stalrridge, Lord 
Bathmorb, Lord Loch, T. H. 
Tsmat. and other directors: “Yes! 
Yes I”) “No, dear boys,” said 
The Bart., drawing an inch 
nearer the fire and shaking his 
head. “I know exactly what I 
can do. I ’m not a Gladstone ; 
never was a Bright ; but I know 
all the ropes of the House, and 
if there ’s a man in it can get a 
private Bill through, his name 

“NeTorso astonished mall my life!” “ 

(Sir W. H-ldaw-rth.) morning sitting 

to-day. The Bart., suffusing neighbourhood of corner seat above 
Gangway with air of benignant prosperity and calicoe-at-pa:ying 
prices, moved second reading. Expected it to pass this stage straight 
away, any objection occurring to presumotious men being deployed 
in Committee. TJnfortnnately for The Bart, Irish Members just 
brought over in large numbers for Land Bill. Nothing to do this 
afternoon. Thought they ’d have a lark with London and North- 
Western Railway, The Company refuse to attach third-class 
carriages to mail trains. Irish Member crossing and re-crossing to 
attend Parliamentary duties, bang goes a five-pound note. 

North-Western want to 
run a little Bill through 
/ \ the House, do they? Irish 

Members block ^e line. 
^ I I I’ield in great form. 

'Vj / ) N Has put on clean shirt- 

L / jQ front; lavished an extra 

\ P®2i3i’orth of hair -oil on 

M il ambrosial locks ; out 

Mwiim \ y ^ another button off his 

nx \ Sy \\v ^*^i®tcoat, so that it may 

\ \ lower down ; 

1 1 thrusts a cambric pocket- 

W V handkerchief inhis manly 

W Jww ( ^ bosom; and in voice of 

\\ Jmii il W 1 thunder declares it “ ab- 

\\ 1 \ ^ middle of 

■ W/ i \ \ nineteenth century,” 

'' \\ J there should be no 

' ' M 3i \ y ' third-class carriages on 

the limited mail. 

^ Heart in most 

^ truculent m^'od. Others 

UfA ■' - vk" ' ' ^ hand. To 

inexperienced eye thirgs 
jiA * look serious. The Bart ! 

' ‘ ‘ Leave ’em to me,” he 

The out JCan of ihe-Land. “ We ain’t doon “’’■“laired. “ I ’ll settle 
80 badly aout o’ yon Boodget— me, an’ t’maaa- , , , 

ter, an’ t’paaxson 1 ” he moved closure. 

Rode on the whirlwind, 
and directed the storm throngh three divisions. Been a hard fight, 
hut had got the second reading of Bill, Whilst mopping forehead, 
and thinking prondly what they’d say in the board-room, he oh- 
«*-rved Llotd-George on his feet. His interposition nothing to bim. 
Had got his Bill read second time ; might now rest from his laboxxrs. 
^ Startled by hearing his name. Liotd-Georgb was moving that 
^ Lis vote be disallowed, seeing that he was pecuniarily interested in 




question submitted to House 1 The Bart gasped for breath. No 
joke this ; meant seriously ; Speaker, appealed to, ruled motion in 
order; commotion on all the benches; Prince Arthur hurriedly 
sent for ; Tim Heart seconded amendment iu voice trembHDg with 
indignation as he contemplated “hon. Members, going out into 
division lobby, rubbing sboulders with interested persons.” Calls 
for The Bart. He rises a very different person from successful 
general of only ten minutes ago. Would hardly be recognised in 
Euston Square. If there was a fire in the room, would no more 
think of standing with bis back to it than he would of getting into 
the Speaker’s chair. 

Admitted his directorship, but pathetically pleaded that his 
pecuniary interest in the company was very small. This said, 
Speaker direc'-xd him to withdraw. Forth he went like whipped 

t schoolboy, John William (Mac- 

lurb) dropping silent teat of 
sympathy as he remembered bow 
he, too, had once suffered in 
similar circumstances. 

“What a world it is I” John 
William said, his voice choked 
with emotion and dry eherry. 
“ Here to-day and gone to- 
moj^wl^ Yes, waiter, give me 

Business done, — Sir William 
Houldsworth, Bart., gets into 

Thursday,— op Mal- 
wooD thought he had done pretty 
well leaving his sncces&or in 
Downing Street little legacy of 
six millions And a half to set 
new Government up in life. A 
little taken aback to-night to hear 
himself reproved by Hicks- 
Bbach. “ The trinmph of a 
Chancellor of the Exchequer,” 
^aid that high authority, “is 
when the exchequer receipts agree 
with his estimateB.” ‘ ‘ Instead of 
which,” as the judge said. Squire 
had BO seriously under-estimated 
his receipts, that there was a 
' balance to the good of a trifie over 
/ four millions even after the store 
had been heavily looted for sup- 
plementary estimates. 

At this recollection Michael’s 
mood melted. Didn’t want to 
pain the right hon. gentleman; 
was even grateful to him. Never- 
“Here to-day and gone to-morrow!” theless, bound to point out that 
(“J-bn W-ll-ia”M-ol-re.) the tide bad turned in June, 

which, by strange coincidence, 
was the very month that saw defeat of Liberal Government, and 
preceded the dawn of Conservative supremacy. to that epoch 
revenue had actually fallen off. Following on it, income had 
advanced by leaps and bounds. Daring existence of Liberal Govem- 




"A 


The Old Man of the— Land, “ We ain’t doon 
80 badly aout o’ yon Boodget— me, an’ t’maaa- 
ter, an’ t’paajson 1 ” 


the revenues accordingly. 

“Providence, as usual, on the side of the big battalions/’ said 
the Squire, repressing a soh. Business done , — Budget brought m. 

Friday, — Lament sometimes made that palmy days of Irish 
membership are no more. New times, new men, new manners. One 
rare flash from below (3-angway bids us hope. Mr. Murnaghan — 
melodiously murmurous name— ou his legs discussing private BDl. 
Proposed to step aside and say a few words on the Orange controversy. 
Speaker gently pointed out that that was a topic searoely cognate to 
matter formally before the House, 

“I obey your ruling, Mr. Speaker,” said Mr. Murnagblan, with 
fine rich brogue, “ and I will just reiterate what I was going to say.” 

For the exquisite workmanship of unpremeditated art the record of 
Sir Botle Roche, apocryphal end real, contains nothing to heat this. 

Business done , — ^Irish votes in Commitiee of Supply. 


Tip for Teachers. 

’Tis one of Popular Education’s dokurs 

That Board Schools badly ruled lead to bored soholarB I 

Where genial wisdom checks the prig’s vagary, 

And love looks after little Bor or Mart, 


And love looks after little Bor or Mart, 
Scholars, as well as Echcols, are voluntary. 
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niblick, so they went off and played cards under a tree. Po jtles 
bad got into another ditch, as far as I could see, and Slogtjm: : 
was showing him how to “loft ’’ a ball out of six inches of mud. ! 

Well, while I was practising with the niblick, I found a 
beautiful new ball which I picked up and put in my pocket, 
and not far off there was another one, which I also picked up, 
and looked round to see if there were any more. Presently an 
old gentleman comes up. with a fLaming red face and his eyes 
starting out of his head, and stutters out, “ What the blank 
blank do you mean by picking up my ball?” So I said it 
wasnH his hall, and that I b&d foi^nd it That seemed to make 
him worse, and he got so mad that he couldn’t speak, and 
another man behind him came up and said I had better “put 
the balls down and get off the green,” or he M break my head 
hrst and report me to the committee afterwards. Then I got 
angry, and was just telling them what I thought of them, when 
PoFPLES and Slooum came up, and said I was a fool and took 
the balls away and gave them to the old gentleman ; but even 
that didn’t satisfy him, as he kept turning back and swearing 
at us at intervals as he went away, and muttering something 
about losing a medal through a darned jackanapes who didn’t 
know a golf ball from a mushroom. The other man appeared 
to be trying to console him with some remarks about “ Dormie 
4,” and the “rub of the green,” but what he was driving at I 
don’t know, as the green didn’t seem to me to be rubbed any- 
where, and if it was I hadn’t done it. In fact I couldn’t see 
what was the matter at all, and Poeeles and Slogum talked so 
fast and made such a noise that I couldn’t hear what they said, 
so 1 said 1 should go home, as it seemed to me a siUy sort of 
game, in spite of the niblick, and I was fairly mad too. 

We agreed to play one more hole, however, and the drive was 
over a large pond, Poeeles drove first, and got beautifully 
into the middle of the pond, and Slogum did the same thing. 
Then Poeeles said they would both drive again ; which they 
did, and they put two more balls into the pond, and then two 
more after that. I began to think the hole must be in the 
pond somewhere, hut I wasn’t sure. Then Poeeles said he 
could get the balls out if Slogum would help him ; and they 
both got into a kind of pnnt, and floated out, and Poeeles 
scraped about after the balls, while Slogim steered the punt. 
Then, just as Poeeles was reaching after a ball, he lost his 
balance, and clutched at Slogum, and they both went wallop 
into the pond together, and fought each other in the water. I 


' V - - ... - together, and fought each other in the water. I 

DOGS AS TIGERS.” didn’t know if this was part of the game, hut the caddies and 

. .. ^,.. 7 % I enjoyed it thoroughly ; and then we hauled them out, and 

{The^ very latent %7momt%on %% smart CyeUng mrcles,) ^ sight for the gods, 

N.B.— The Dog not only lends brilliance to equipage by his liveried presence, 
but guards the machine, in the absence of his master or mistress, against that dinne^ PoEELEa> and SloguM were qmte ^eased With 

ubiquitous miscreant, the cycle thief. themselves, and ta^ed so much about their strokes, that I came 

* ^ •' _ - - - - rv T WajI wiAVfiCfAH s/wMA 1 « Q -WTr -r\l o V Ktt 


THAT GAME OE GOLE, 

No. III. 

Well, the row being over, and the objectionable parties gone, we 
oontinned, that is, Poeeles, Slogum, and myself. All more or less 
rufled, as you may imagine if you remember the scene I described in 
the previous number. We managed to get through the next four holes 
somehow without coming to blows, although it was wonderful what a 
number of strokes it required. I saw Poeeles slogging away in one 
place for about a quarter of an hour, swearing aU the time ; it was a 


themselves, and talked so much about their strokes, that I came 

to the conclusion I had missed some extraordinary play by not 

watcbing them closely enough; but, though I had not covered 
myseK with glory in the same way, yet I Mt I had spent quite a 
lively afternoon, and it would he a long time before I forgot that 
game of Golf, 

AETEE THE PLAY WAS OYER. 

Scene — Smokmg-’room in the Parthenon^ Present — The 
customary hahituis, 

Nomce {country member). What do yon think of Mr, Henet 


sort of ditch, with stones in it. and he iove every mortal thing out Abthxte Jones’s new piece, The Pogueh Comedy 

Al__A JiA-l* J. -L'- •L_11 • *1 A. A T J 


of that ditch except his hall, including about a cart-load of earth. 
I couldn’t think why he should choose that ditch to play in. 

Slogum was not much better ; and as for my bsdl, it went on in 


Old Playgoer {member of twenty years^ standing). It recalled 
to me manv pleasant memories. 

Young Playgoer {just elected). Speak for yourself. The character 


the most extraordinary way. Sometimes it went round to the left, of Mr. Bailey Prothero was quite new. 

and sometimes to the right; hut mostly it stayed where it was, or Old Playgoer. To you, my dear lad; hut you never saw (j-ot as 

hopped a yard or two. One of my caddies said I ought to ** take a Mercadet and Charley Mathews in the Game^ of Speculation. 
bit of the turf with it,” and the other said I played “ too much of a Young Playgoer, But surely the sadden rise to fortune of the 
cricket stroke ” ; and a man who was looking on said he thought I Rogue, and the as sadden fall, were quite original ? 
didn’t hit hard enough, and smiled. Sometimes I got a hit mad Old Playgoer. So you imagine in your inexperience, 

with it, and then I always used the niblick, and that generally Young Playgoer. And the notion of making spare 

fetched it along together with some square feet of turf and a shoveifoi his son the knowledge of his disgracef al past was fresh ? 
of mud and stones. Old Playgoer. Not entirely, because Madame de Fontaine was 

Poeeles and Slogum argued all the time, hut I couldn’t under- cqusUy reticent to her son in Long Ago, and Odette was as kind to 
stand what they said. Slogum said he didn’t like Poeeles’ ‘ * style ” her daughter in the play to wluch she gave the title, 
at all; that he hadn’t any “swing” to speak of, and didn’t go Young Playgoer. And surely ior. Mobert Cushing, as the con- 
through with iV^ \ and Poeeles said that it was better to have ms federate and sneak, was a novel creation ? ... 

style than to have none at all, like Slogum ; and then Sloguu got Old Playgoer. Would have been had not Llobert Macaire intro- 
riled, and whenever Poeeles got in a had place, which he did mostly duced Jacques Strop. ^ ■ a a- o 


all the time, Slogum would go and watch him, and offer him sarcastic 
advice. 

While they were slanging each other I got into more trouble, too. 

T Irvtrv'nr wrrVinwA 4-Vi A aaown wtA 


Young Playgoer. But, come, the piece was iuteresting ? 

Old Play gier. Certainly. Oh yes. Certainly. 

Novice. Then if you agree upon that point you will accompany me 


I didn’t know exactly where the next hole was, and it didn’t seem to me to the Boguds Comedy at the Garrmk ? 

to matter much, so I just played about on the grass I could find. Both Playgoers {hurriedly). Thanks; but we have seen' it 
My caddies got tired of offering me different clubs, as I stuck to my ondC ! L Curtain, 


VOL. CZ. 
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SPOETIVE SONGS. 

The Bomantic Guardsman to a'Diyinitt 
AT Hattthobn Hill. ' 

On Hawthorn Hill we meet to-day, 

And pic-nic ’mid the springtide sheen, 

Where dainty promises of May 
Are given by the April green ; 

Where dame and damsel deck the stand, 

And blossom-girt the paddock grace ; 

They love the luncheon and the band, 

And lamblike gamble on each race. 

From near and far, on pleasure bent. 

They ’ve flock’d to see the eqnine strife. 

And so to Berkshire flelds is lent 
A passing thrill of London life. 

This is the morning of the year 1 
The starting of a new campaign^I 

And Coldstream, Scot, and Hrenadier 
Bring sunshine with a deal of rein ! 

And you, the fairest maid of all, 

Make music with your merry tones 1 

Ton laugh to see the riders fall, 

And never think of broken bones ! 

Of life-guards you might have your choice— 
Your spirits would not stand the “ blues ’ 

Too well I know how you rejoice 
To fence a question— yet refuse. 

The day is done, and once again 
You’ve waved your hand aud stnihd 
** adieu ! ” 

Still in the rumbling of the train 
Hope sings a song that tells of you. 

Love in a cottage 1 ’twould be heaven I 
We will not care for wealth or rank I 

Great Cjesae’s ghost ! it’s nearly seven I 
And I ’m on duty at the Bank I 


Him 





1 
















NAVAL INTELLIGENCE? 

The eye of Mr, Punch, rolling as usual in 
a flue Imperial frenzy over land and sea, losing 
sight of nothing that makes for the jg^reat- 
ness of our glorious empire, has not failed to 
rest for a moment upon the special number of 
the Navy League Journal for the cunent 
month, in which novel and brilliant ideas 
abound. The most brilliant of all flash from 
the editorial pages, for which the Navy 
League itself is responsible. ^ A truly noble 
spirit animates these official pages, for 
although the British saHor receives the 
highest praise, even the British soldier is, in 
a sense, recognised as a sort of brother. 
** England’s soldiers are England’s sons, 
though their coats are red instead of blue.” 
Why they should be blue is not stated. As 
it is obviously by birth that both soldiers and 
sailors become England’s sons, it is hard 
perhaps to see why it is a reproach to the 
soldier to be “red instead of blue.” We 
have it on high authority that the son of 
Bomhey was bom very red, and this may 
probably be some excuse for the young 
soldier. Bat the Navy League considers that 
he should be blue, and certainly the gallant 
record of the Blues gives some encourage- 
ment to its idea. 

We pass to higher matters. “ For genera- 
tions past,” says the Navy League, “the 
horizon spread before the eyes of our young 
manhood has been almost boundless in extent, 
and the fleld for the exercise of their ener- 
gies and for the cultivation of all the nobler 
powers of the mind, almost lunitless.” Surely 
the grandeur of these thoughts must be appa- 
rent to everyone who pays himself the com- 
pliment of reading Punch I Cavillers may 
object that an horizon “spread out” ana 
“ almost boundless” must have been a curious 
object for our young manhood to have gazed 
upon ; but no exception can possibly be taken 



Ihotogropker, “i think this is an excellent Portrait op vour Wipe.’* 

Mr, STnallweed. “ 1 don’t know— -SORT op repose about the mojjtb that somehow 
doesn’t seem right.’* 


to the idea of “ the eyes of our young man- 
hood” exercising their energies in afield, or 
to these same “ eyes ” cultivating the nobler 
powers of the mind! Other great propo- 
sitions are presented for our acceptance. 
For example, “ England is surrounded by the 
sea,” to which only the Scotch and the Welsh 
can object ; while even they, and the Irish 
too, may acquiesce in the undoubted truth 
that “ every native of our Islands is at heart 
a sailor” — which the League has discovered, 
we may state, without resort to Rdntgen rays. 
But it is when we come to more practical 
matters that the ideas of the League become 
most valuable. Unhappy we have space but 
for one specimen. “We want,” says the 
Editor, “ small ships of good speed, fitted 
with moderate sail power, with masts and 
yards that 4!Ould be landed if necessary, for 
police purposes,” We do I Many of us have 
lamented the abandonment of sail power in 
H.M.’s ships ; but now that so responsible a 
body as the Navy League has had the saga- i 
city to see that masts and yards may be '; 
landed, if necessary, for police purposes, even j 
the Board of Admiralty will not, we feelj 
confident, persist in sending men- of- war 
to sea without a proper force of masts and 
yards on board for service on shore when 
necessary. 


SONG OF THE EATELESS LAED. 

From the Original op Salis(burt), 

Air — “ Song of the Silent LandP 

On to the Eateless Land I 
Ah! who shall lead us thiiher ? 

Tory and Liberal Unionists together 
(Whilst Bosebebt’s wreck lies shattered on 
the strand) 

Will lead us gently hand-in-hand 
Thither, 0 thither 
On to the Eateless Land I 

On to the Eateless Land I 
i To you, ye rural regions 
Of Chaplin’s preference. Bright and hope- 
ful visions I 

Haunt the Protectionist I The Union band, 
Arthur and Joseph, who together stand, 
Will strew Hope’s heanteous blossoms 
Over the Eateless Land I 

I 0, Land! 0, Land! 

Lately so hioken-hearted 
j At Com Laws smashed, and rubbishing 
j Allotments. 

‘ Joe, with inverted policy, doth stand 
To pour wealth, from the Cockney hand, 
(Blest boon ’twixt Squire and Parson parted' 

I On to the Eateless Land I 
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PLAYING “YORKERS.” 

Thx Gay Paynsienne, libretto "by Geobge Dance and mtiaio by 
IvAK Caryli. What combination of names in connection with the 
authorship of a musical piece could be happier than those of Dakce 
and Caeol ? With Mr. Lioitel Eionold out of Drury Lane melo- 
drama and pantomime, Mr, Dejsj^nt, 
late of the Savoy and elsewhere, ana 
Mr. Feanz Wheeler particularly 
good as a French spy (especially when 
he sings in plain English, without 
any trace of foreign accent), the ball 
is kept up. But it would come to the 
ground were it not for the sprightly 
Miss Ada Beeve singing and dancing 
as the Gay Parieienne^ quite the 
ideal of “perpetual motion,” and 
the fascinations of the fascinating 
daughter of the Major, represented 
by Miss Yiolet Ellicott. Then the 
stately Miss Edith Sttjaet, and other 
ladies, who can act a little, sing a 
little, dance a little, and do generally 
very well a little of everything, all con- 
tribate towards the general success. 

Besides, there is that extraordinary 
little person, Miss Lotjxe Fjbleear, 
representing amaid-of-all-work with 
plenty of play, and reminding every- 
one forcibly of Hablot K. Beowhb’s 
goblineeque presentment of the Mar- 
chioness^ who, after being bullied and 
starved by the Prasses, was finally 
washed, costumed, and made pre- 
sentable in order to become Mrs, 
Swiveller, Miss Lottie Freear’s 
eccentricities have “ caught on,” and 
the house, without exception, 
applauds to the echo, and redemands 
five times over this queer little lady’s 
song and her dances. With regard 
to the overpowering humour of this 
performance I find mysslf in a dis- 
tinct minority. But then, I have the bad taste not to be amused by 
“ Little Tich,” let him do his very quaintest. And though Miss 
Feebar is by no means a Little Tich, yet there is something 
uncanny and goblinesque about her in this “make-up” which is not 
to my taste. But that it is to the taste of the public is evident, and 
what ’s the odds as long as the public is happy ? 

Mr. Ivan Carte’s music throughout is light and catchy, but I 
consider that of his first act is the better, I sujppose 3Mr. Cartll 
was compelled to do a “ plantation song,” and this being so, he has 
successfully inteoduced into it as much novelty as possible, in order 
to differentiate it from other plantation songs, notably “ ATy JSbwtfy,” 
sung by Mat Tohe. To do something new successfully in this fine 
is a triumph, and composer, as well as Miss Ada Reeve and chorus, 
well earn the encore awarded them. As to the plot— well, ^ere is a 
plot, but you must get a detective to go with you and discover it. 

The piece, which is in two acts, beginning at eight and ending at 
eleven, yields a good three honrs* entertainment of the Tariety- 
Drainatio-Operatio sort. It can be renewed from time to time with 
“ a little song here and a little song there,” being so constructed as 
to admit the introduction of any possible dance, song, speech, or 
dialogue, not having the remotest connection with anytmng that has 
gone before or anything that may follow. You come away virithout 
a headache, without a side-ache, but, thank you, you ’ve had a very 
pleasant evening. 





The “ New Woman. ” at the Duke 
o’ York’s. 


LITIGATION IN EN(3^LAND r. aiJARRELLING “MADE IN 
GERMANY.” 

{Extract from a Coming Itomance, “ The Law's RivaV') 

“ Select your weapon,” said the second, 

“Must I really contest this matter?” was the query the un- 
fortunate principal put in reply. 

“I am afraid, yes. But you have your choice. Either will do. 
But one must be chosen.” 

“ Perhaps you can describe them,” said the unwilling principal, 
anxious to gain time. 

With pleasure, TMs piece of paper is a summons. When you 
have received it you will he at liberty to reply. You see, you are 
accused of certain actionB bringing with them the possible penalty of 
heavy damages.” 

say ‘possible penalty’; perhaps there is a chance of 

escape ? ” 


“lam afraid not. You see, you depend upon counsel, judge, and 
jury, and the odds are against the defendant. Yon may not be quite 
fit when you enter the witness box, the barrister entrusted with your 
cause may be ‘deviliug’ for a more learned and yet absent brother, the 
judge may be pigheaded, and the jury obstinate. It is as likely as 
not that the verdict may be against you, and then you will he 
mulcted in damages, and have to pay two heavy bills of costs.” 

“ And I may be anxious for weeks ? ” 

“ Don’t stop at weeks— say months. You will go through tortures 
of doubt and mistrust. And, until it is all over, you will never be 
able to call your banking account your own.” 

“ And the alternative ? ” demanded the principal. 

“Oh, that is simple enongh. It is a German cnstom. Y on stand at 
so many paces distant— and fire. You may certainly find it awkward; 
but then yon are saved from a good deal of agitation and suspense ” 

The yet reluctant quarreller paused. He glanced fi.Tst at the 
paper, and then at the firearm. 

“ Give me the pistol,” he said, at length. 

“ I think you have decided wisely,” replied his second. 

And the admission was all the more remarkable, as the last 
speaker was a solicitor. And not only remarkable, but reprehensible. 
Of course regarding the matter from a professional point of view. 


THE SPRING CLEANING. 

By Toohabd Tippling. 

{Copyright in Ifeioington Butts, 1896.) 

Thebe was a spirit of restlessness abroad among the Bungle 
People. The males looked at each other uneasily, but spake not, 
wandering hither and thither aimlessly, 
while their customary cheerfulness was 
replaced by a gloom— a heavy, dreadful 
gloom. Indeed, it was as though Fear 
had spread the shadow of his terrible 
vraigs over them. They were cowed, if 
not crushed, taking no interest in any- 
thing ; even their betting-books remained 
unopened; the races tempted them not; 
and the j ovial Bnkmahkrs mourned. They 
assembled in the Kluhb Groves— where 
they were wont to resort for noisy discus- 
sion of Bungle matters, or for abuse of 
their common enemy, the monster Inkum- 
taks— and consulted together awe-struck 
and in whi8i)ers. Only Pah Phabulias 
once raised his voice to exclaim, in bitter 
anguish, “ Alas I alas 1 my poor brethren, 

IT is upon us ; let us resign ourselves to 
the annual season of woe.” And a general 
groan followed. Some, courting slumber, 
buried their heads in the luxurious leaves 
of the Times Tree ; others sought solace in copious draughts from 
the exhilarating Beeaness Brook which fizzed near at hand. 

Now Mah Phamilias and all those of her sex became excsedingly 
busy, and assumed airs of the utmost importance. No longer did 
they treat the better-half with usual tenderness and consideration ; 
but made his home uninhabitable, driving him from corner to corner 
tin he knew not where he was. For it was the season when the 
Female, with her ’Ousemayds and Pahlamayds, is allowed by the 
inexorable laws of Bungle to have full power over her consort and 
his habitation. Daring the time of the Spring Cleaning she is 
supreme; and none may gainsay her. All the man population of 
Bangle suffered alike, “Mimsy” and forlorn they remained long 
hours in the KLubb Groves ; but the Bhilyards were lonesome ; only 
the Brook bubbled on. Once Pah Phamilias actually forgot the sad- 
ness of the season. Joyfully howling the songs of his youth, he 
returned to his lair long after the Mylk Bird— whose shriek is a 
terror— had passed upon its rounds. And Mah Phamilias— who, like 
the rest of her tribe, loathed the Klubb Groves, fearing the fasci- 
nating influence of the Beeaness Brook, and would have had 
them destroyed— was very wroth with him, upbraiding him for a 
“heartless wretch to come home at that hour; and wasn’t he 
ashamed of himself?” But Pah Phamilias only smiled vaguely, 
and murmured, “ Sprinclean’,” Then he stumbled upstairs. And 
how he suffered the next day, and found the season of the Spring 
Cleaning more trying than ever must serve for yet another story. 



ACCORDING TO THAT HAPPY VOYAGER SIB EDWIN ARNOLD, 

At.t. sun, no cloud ; aU joy, no grief : 

There is no pique at Teneriffe. 


•Suggestion eor a New Order.— C.B., Commander of the Bicycle. 
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EXPERIENTIA DOCET. 


Proficient Sicyclist, “Will, oid Ohap, how asb tot gettiko on' 

Con^rmTicing Bicyclist , “ Thank toh, not badly ; bbt I find I 

GET OPif BBTTBB.” 

EOUNDABOUT EEADINGS. 

Spring in our Yiliagr, 

In the beautiful weather that Heaven has sent us during these last 
days Spring has indeed been rushing in upon us with Summer bear- 
ing her train. Where only lately gaunt and forbidding boughs 
tossed sorrowfully in the bleak winds, and the hedgerows were bare 
and black, there has come, first, a timid glint of delicate green, and 
then a glorious efiulgence. The orchards have taken on their 
shimmering white robes, and velvet lawns, unparched as yet by any 
fierce heat, invite the casual saunterer. Life itself seems to have 
put away all effort, and resigns itself in caJm contentment to the cool 
breath of the morning breeze^ 

Here, in our quiet village, we seem to have made up our minds to 
bask and enjoy (urselves. Existence with us lies apart from the 
stress and struggle of the great world where Ministries battle and 
diplomatists indite despatches, where the loud roar of the Stock 
Exchange fills the air, and the street-musician exercises his woeful 
calling, where the peaks of Society tempt the armies of the envious to 
attack, and peace is shattered amid the clash of causes and questions 
and movements. Of these an echo reaches us now and again, 
as when we elect our Pariah Council, or muzzle our dogs in 
obedience to the alarmed authorities of our county, but for the niost 
part, as I say, we bask and enjoy ourselves, and feel the stir of spring 
in OUT veins without any furious desire to burst away from the easy 
trammels of our little conventions. Yet it is certairuy strange that 
the dwellers in cities coming for a day or two into our remoteness do 
not always see and hear as we do. It was only the other day that 
my friend Price- Ltster (gimrd yourself carefully, if you wish for 
his goodwill, from substituting an “i” for a “y” in his name), 
who nad come to me for a breath of country air, arrived in the break- 
fast-room on his first morning here with a haggard and desperate 
expression. “ My dear George,'" said I. with some concern, “ what 
is the matter with you? You look as it you hadn't slept a wink,” 

“ Slept ! ” he answered, bitterly ; “ how the deuce is a man to sleep 
when the blessed sun comes dancing in at his windows in the middle 


of the night, and two confounded larks howl and scream 
outside all the time?” Saying which he plunged morosely 
into his correspondence from the City, and only broke his 
silence to say he feared that business would call him back 
earlier than he had anticipated. 

I SAW the father ofithe village sunning himself outside his 
garden-gate yesterday. How this venerable old gentleman 
acquired the parental position which our universal consent has 
assigned to him, I have never been able to discover ; for there 
are in the village men who have not only lived there longer, 
but are older in years. No doubt the possession of his little 
freehold counts for something, and a certain old-world courtli- 
ness of manner, a. hearty friendliness bearing up gallantly 
ag 

sturdy stick that supports his steps— all these have their infiu- 
ence. Whatever be the cause, he is acknowledged as the father 
of the village. It is rumoured of him that he is an Oxford 
man, and that he once wrote a book. For myself, I have never 
ventured either to doubt or to inquire into these statements. I 
accept them as part of the atmosphere in which a father of a 
■village should move and have his being. The salutations we 
exchange, though always friendly, have never declined into 
a flippant familiarity. “Good morning, Mr. Iaceson; how 
pleasant these warm mornings are.” “That they arCj Sir: 
it's a God’s blessing to be able to move about again without 
being frozen.” “I trust Mrs. Jaczson is better.” “Thank 
you. Sir, she is no worse ; we hope that the coming summer 
may bring her back to healih.” Such in the past has been the 
manner of our brief inter'views. 

But on this particular morning I hesitated to approach the 
kindly old gentleman, for the cold winds of March had broken 
down his invalid wife’s resistance, and ten days before she had 
been carried to her rest in our little churchyard. Since then I 
had not seen him, for he had shut himself up in his home to 
mourn over his loss, and no one had dared to disturb his sorrow. 
However, 1 judged he would not resent a friendly word, so I 
went up to him. “Mr, Jackson,” I began, “1 was deeply 

grieved ” “Thank you, Sir,” said tae old man, “tha^ 

you, but don’t say any more, I don’t think I could bear it. 
Ah, Sir, you don’t know what it is to me. Forty years we were 
together, forty years and never an angry word. Look at my 
little house. Sir ; isn’t it bright and prettv, with the creepers 
growing over it, and the windows open to the sun ? Well, Sir, 

1 ' to me it 's dark, quite dark. I 've been through all the rooms 

CAN over and over again ; but I can’t bear to stay in it any longer. 
Forty years, Sir— think of it. Always kind and good. I wish I 
had gone first ; but then, what would she have done ? No, it ’s 
better as it is, perhaps ; but it ’s a hard blow, and I ’m an old man— too 
old to bear such a blow. What a woman she was 1 You should have 
seen her, Sir, when we were both young”— he raised his head, and drew 
himself up— “ always bright and cheerful, always busy, till she took 

iQ. But I was there to help her, and attend to her. And now 

Ak, well. Sir, thank you for your kindness ; hut you see it ’s hard j 
for an old man to bear.” He turned away, his face streaming with 
tears, and walked slowly up the gravel walk. “ Thank you, Sir, it 
was good of you to speak to me ; but forty years is a long time, and 
I can’t forget all she was to me.” 


COMMON OE GAEBEN RHYMES. 

II, — ^Thb Gooseberry, 

In praise of wall-fruit I am And as for cherries, I refuse 

dumb, The sweetest Kentish “ hearts,” 

For me the peach may rot, Eed currants I wili only use 
For me unheeded bloom the plum. With raspberries in tarts : 

Safe hang the apricot. No apple tempts me as a rule, 

With Jess I ’ ve brotherly dispute, However crisp it be. 

We never can agree, I do not care for rhubarb fool ” — 

About the most dSightf ul fruit— The gooseberry for me. 

The gooseherry for me. ^ 

The early strawberry I hate, i In summer-time with Jess, 

A hot-house tour de force, ! We often down the garden stray, 

The vine I ’d even extirpate A trio, I confess. 

Without the least remorse : And Jess (dear Jess goes off to 

A pineapple’s peculiar charm look 

I never yet could see. For pears— a special tree 

A humbler fruit must bear the That grows in some far distant 
palm — nook — 

The gooseberry for me. The gooseberry for me ! 


Correct BEEiNirroN or the French and German Territory 
BEHIND OUR Aerican COLONIES. — Hinder-land. 
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NEW EULES EOE CYCLISTS. 

I.— What some other people would like, 

CTCLnsro to be inolxided in the prohibitory ! 
dauses of the “ Spurions Sports Bill. 

Every oycle-rider to pay a tax of fifty per 
cent, on the total income that he would have 
if every nfile ridden brought him in a 
sovereign, and every tinkle of his bell a ten- 
pound note. 

Kobody to cycle without a license, issued 
by the Governor of Newgate, after a fort- 
night's strict examination (on bread and 
water) in elementary mechanics, advanced 
hydrostatics, riding on the head down an in- 
ouned plane, and the ohiter dicta of all the 
Judges on compensation in accident oases. 

Any person found riding without such a 


Hcense to receive a minimum penalty of ten 
years’ penal servitude, followed hy police 
supervision for the rest of his natural life. 

If caught on, with, or under a cycle within 
fifty miles of any town of five thousand in- 
habitants, tbe ccuprit to be fined a hundred 
guineas and bound over in his own recogni- 
sances to abandon cycling and take to golf 
instead. 

When a cyclist on any road sees, or has 
reason to believe that he might see if he chose 
to look, any horse, cart, carriage, gig, or other 
vehicle, or any pedestrian appioadimg, he (or 
she) to instantly dismonnt, run the machine 
into the nearest ditdi, and kneel in a humble 
and supplicating attitude till the said horse, 
cart, &c., has got at least a mile away. 

Every cyclist to he presumed, in all legal 
proceedmgs, to he a recess idiot and on the 


wrong side of the road, unless he can bring 
oondnsive evidence to the contrary. 

All tourists on wheels to report themselves 
at every police station they; pass. If nn- 
vaccinated, they may he taken* to thefnearest 
doctor and compulsorily inoculated with any 
old lymph or “anti-cyolin serum” he may 
have handy. Baptismal certificates to be 
carried in the hag or on the person : penalty 
for non-compliance, twenty-five lashes with 
a pneumatic cat, well laid on. 

What all Cyclists would likb. 

Cyclists to be given a special track on all 
roads, quite half the width of the thorough- 
fare, and well asphalted : the expense to be 
met by a general tax on vehicles propelled 
otherwise than hy foot. 

In case of any accident, coachmen and car- 
drivers to be bound over to keep the pieces, 
and supply a brand-new maobine. 

All vehicles of every description to at once 
skedaddle up side streets when a lady cyclist 
is descried in the offing on a main road. 

No beUs, horns, or lamps in future to be 
required. Pedestrians to Keep to the side- 
walks or take the cousequeuoes. Cyclists to 
have the right to use tbe sidewalks as much 
as they like, and at any pace. 

The City streets to be cleared of traffic and 
left as practising-groimds for new whedmen 
and wheelwomen. 

Rate-supported stations (with free meals) 
for blowing up burst tyres to be provided on 
all roads. 

Cycles (and cyclists) to travel free by rail. 

And, finally, any person reasonably sus- 
pected of not owning a cycle or being about to 
get one to pay a fine of five thousand pounds 
to the Exchequer, be handed over to the 
Lunacy Commissioners, and detained durirg 
ELbr Majesty’s pleasure. 

GRASSE. 

0 (jl^RASSE, 1 thought that thou wast sweet, 
So sweet to eye aud uose alike 1 

1 started, eager for the treat, 

By train much slower than a bike. 

Thy train from charming Cannes I see 
Is meant, by its delay, to call 

Attention to the fact that we 
Had better never go at all. 

I climbed thy hill, as I was told 
Thy view was marvellously fine ; 

Thy barracks, frightful to behold. 

Would spoil a view much more divine. 

I saw thy dusty, dismal streets, 

Thy graceless church, and then I went 

To see the sweetest of thy sweets, 

A manufactory of scent. 

Alas, sweet perfumes of the rose 
Or lily I had not to face I 

An oily smell assailed my nose. 

The scent of Grasse is scent of graisse, 

0 dusty, evil-smeUing town, 

0 grassless, graceless Grasse, all graisse, 

1 do not want to run thee down. 

But Hion ait not a pleasant place 1 

Then, luckless wretch, quite bored by thee, 

1 sought thjr station to await 

Thy train, wnioh always seems to be 

Three quarters of au hour late. 

One moment’s joy was mine that day ; 

It was when thy belated train, 

0 Grasse, at last took me away 1 
I never shall come back again ! 


Tdreoiogt.— “The chance of SL Frucamn 
winning the Derby is threatened hy TmjeV^ 
Evidently “ the Devil a saint would he.” 
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THE MOUNTED PEDESTRIAN’S 
VADE MECUM. 

{Compiled by a Prejudiced Pro- 

meuaderuho Objects to Cycles in 

the Pa/rTc,) 

Question, Is the new manner 
of riding in the Drive attractive ? 

Ansvoer, Certainly not ; as the 
np-to-date velocipedist seldom 
pDssesses grace, and nearly in- 
variably lacks comfort. 

Q, Is there not constantly an 
expression of care upon the 
countenances of cyclists ? 

A, Very frequently ; and this 
aspect would cause mirth, did. it 
not suggest approaching afflic- 
tion. 

Q. What is the meaning of 
a “spill” to a votary of the 
wheel ? 

A, Any upset; from the first, 
requiring the services of a 
medical student, to the last, 
demanding the recognition of a 
coroner. 

Q. Does a male rider appear 
to advantage mounted on wheels ? 

A, Never; and when he scales 
fourteen stone or more, the pic- 
ture he presents is pitiable. 

Q. Does a lady-rider who 
takes her hands from the guid- 
ing-iron and progresses solely 
with the assistance of her feet 
deserve commendation? 

A, Distinctly not ; as her per- 
formance invites disaster, and 
is merely suggestive of the pre- 
hminary antics of an “extra 
turn” at a fourth-rate music- 
hall. 

^ Q. Should a general -officer 
ride a cycle ? 

A, Not within view of the 
barracks, as no sentry could 
salute him with a feming of 
sincere respect. 



TOU JOURS PERDRIX! 

Jacky {Just lack from Ms first day at School), “Oh, School js a jollt 
PLACE, Aunts Maud. I was never so happy in all my life 1 " 
“You’ll lire it even better to-morrow, JaokyI’' 

* * To-morrow ? Have I got to go again to-morrow ? ” 

“Why not, since you’re so happy there?” 

“Ah, yes— but I don’t want to make a sasit of it, you know! ” 


Q, Should a judge or magis- 
trate progress on wheels ? 

A, Not when the police are 
about, as the performance would 
be calculated to prejudice ^the 
dignity appropriate to the Bench. 

Q, Who are the chief bene- 
fiters by the craze for cycling ? 

A, The Coventry manufac- 
turers and London doctors. 

Q, Is there any explanation 
for the apparently accident- 
inviting and mirth-provoking 
movement? 

A, Yes ; one that is less a so- 
lution than an excuse— “it’s 
the fashion ! ” 


Land Ho! 

{ByaDisajppointed Town-Dweller,) 

Joe once insisted, in a manner 
handsome. 

That Land should pay the land- 
less heavy ransom ; 

But now— most paradoxical of 
fates!— 

The landless must pay half 
Land’s “ local rates.” 

It once was held as worthy of 
belief 

That one should “set a thief 
to catch a thief.” 

But now I fancy we should un- 
derstand it : 

“The greatest foe of ransom’s 
an ex-bandit 1 ” 


Paradox (as it strikes a Venal 
Tbicr),— With his cash at least 
a Conservative is sometimes 
vastly Liberal, and a Liberal 
tremendously Conservative. 

Spring Thought, by a Flo- 
rist. — The finest field for the 
growth of primroses is — Bea- 
consfield. 


OUE BOOKING-OrnCE. 

On John Smith’s Platonic Affections, the most recent of the 
“Key-Note Series,” published by John Lane^ of Vigo Street, the 
Baron’s opinion is that the story is thoroughly interesting as long as 
we are concerned only in the history of two lovers, a couple of noodles 
old enough to know better, who, not 
believing in themselves as lovers and 
wishing to live together as brother and 
sister, became man and wife in order to 
avoid scandalising Mrs, Grundy, The 
dialect conversations are probably ex- 
cellent, but to the majority of readers 
not up in the Lingo of Lipport, this 
portion of the book becomes rather 
wearisome. To sum up, this book is an 
example of excellent material inartis- 
tioally made np. 

Briseis^ who gives her name to Mr. 
Black’s last novel, just published by 
Sampson Low, will take ner place in 
the front rank of the fair women of 
whom the novelist has dreamed. She is, 
in quite another way, as charminp: as the Princess in Thule. Mr. Black 
has struck a fresh note in bringing Ms heroine from Greece, though, 
as usual, he fflants her out iu Scotland, and lends her on long visits 
to London. Besides Briseis, hersdf a perfect work of art, the story 
is full of human people, beginning with the Greek girl’s old uncle 
the naturalist, including deHghtfnl Aunt Jean and detestable 
Aunt Clara, The novel is published in a single six-shilling volume ; 
a new departure, my Baronite thinks, for Mr. Black, The arrange- 
ment will give early OTportunity to tens of thousands to read a 
delightful book. The Baron recommends The F^aw in the Marble 
in Hutchinson & Co.’s Leisure Kbrary. Well written, interesting, 
likewise handy for pocketing, honestly. B. 



GOLDIE, 

Mr, John Havilmd Dashwood Goldie, the famous Cambridge oarsman, 
who led his University Bight to victory on three several and successive 
occcLsions, died on April 12, aged 47. 

Goldie gone, true, “gentle Goldie,” genial man, and glorious 
“ stroke,” 

Who the nine-year spell of evil fortune for Cam’s champions broke. 

Stroking them three times to triumph ! Sure the nymphs of sedgy 
Cam 

(If young Titans of to-day will tolerate poetic film) 

Mourn a later Lycidas ! Upon Ms all too early bier 

Many manly hearts at least will drop the fond, regretful tear ; 

Followers of the Cambridge fortunes wiU remember with what 
pride 

They beheld, in Eighteen Seventy, gallant Goldie turn the tide 

Of the Light Blues’ long defeats ; and how the thronged Thames 
reaches rang 

With the shouts of ancient Cantabs. Worthier hero never sang 

Muscle-praising modem Pindar. Cambridge needs a Goldie now, 

Ajid when next her “ sMp,” well captained, pushes home a winning 


prow— 

May it he next year I— fond memories on her grand old strokelwill I 
dwell. 

Dreaming that they hear his shout amidst the mob’s mellLfiuous*yell. 
Good as gold must bs that Captain ! Echo answers “ It will do 
If he be as good as Goldie ! ” ALL Efurvivors of Ms crew, 

AH Ms friends— and who shaH count them?— hive Ms memory in 
their hearts. 

Every brave young Briton mourns when such a champion departs. 
Enviable fate, my masters I Loved all round and unforgot, 

With fixed name on a great roU of victors, ’Tis a glorious lot ! 

Had we, too, a parsley crown or olive garland for our hrave, 

These with honour might be laid most fittingly ou Goldie’s grave I 




OWIKCi TO THE PEOSPEOTIYB COLLAPSE OP THE KirCHEN ARBAKOZMENTS OF THE HOUSS OF COMMONS THERE IS lilKELT TO BE AN OPENING FOR ENTERPRISING INOIYIDUAliS OF THE 

LOOALllT TO FURNISH HoN. MEMBERS WITH THE MEANS OF SUBSISTENCE AT CHEAP BATES i 
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PQQPMPP np PARI lAMPMT of row irresistible, takes o£E coat, tnmbles in. and whirls sMllallegh 

ur r/vnuiMivicni I . to common danger of friend andjenemy. Lioxn-GrEOReE moves 

EXTEACTED FEOM THE DIAEY OF TOBY M.P. overtime shall cease at half-past three instead 'of four. Tankes 

* * springs np to second Amendment. Two or three other light hearts 

Souse of Commons f Monday^ April 20.— Gsandolph used to say, below Q-angway carol to same tune. Speaker lies low and says 
“ Chaplin’s speeches would be first-rate if he would only sit down nufdn. Presently Tanner, believing that as so many had risen to 

VkA-P/wo Via Vtarvan Viio viA<tirkM4^A-n nnVio4‘.nroff Viaxitawaw vm awaI .t ■! AAlA-na*. A _ 1.^ 


introducing Agricultural Rating Bill. It came a little suddenly already spoken.” 

after matter-of-fact lucid explanation of details of Bill. But how “ Ho, Sir,” said Tanner, with air of conviction, for he had only 

full-toned it was ; how rotund ; how reminiscent of Dizzy, just now, been shouting. 

from his pedestal in Parliament Square, looking down over the poor “ The hon. Member seconded the amendment.” 

faded primroses with sardonic smile on the gaping crowd that blocks “ Ho, Sir,” insisted the Doctor ; “ it was the hon. Member behind 

the pavement. To see the Farmer’s Friend fiing on the table the me.” 

last sheet of the manuscript notes of his speech was most convincing. “ Several Members rose, and I took the seconding of the hon, 
Bttrke and his dagger oast on fioor of House a puny performance by Member ; ” and the Spbaeee forthwith put the question, 

comparison. And then the Joyelike frown on his usually smiling Tanner temporarily subsided ; House roared with laughter ; at 

countenance when he resumed his seat was worth another shilling in least a quarter of an hour of precious time saved. 


the pound to the ruined farmer. 

“ Glad you liked my speech, Tort,” he said. “ F^ncy there i^ 
as you siy, a touch of the antique m , :• 

about its style. But I wish I could " / f 

do even more for the famishing lYlOl YA^'T- 

farmer. Often I think, when I <) K 1 'iJ- Y 

come out of the Amphitryon, after ' 

a bread-and-cheese lunch, how •' ^ 

would it be suppose I were to sit t t 

down on the pavement, and, as 7 j " C ' jy J 
representative of the agricultural ^ % 8 

class, display a card bearing the 
legend ‘ I am starving ’ ? Don’t 

you think that would fetch ’em? « 

I’m told there’s a great run just s, ' |t 

now on living pictures.” ’ If 

“ Capital idea,” said Sark, who ’s 8 

always ready to answer for otler 1 

people, “ You were made for the ' | 

part. Your haggard cheek, your ‘ f 

attenuated form, your cutved-in 1 

chest, your general appearance of . 1 ‘ • 

tasting meat only once a week, and ’ { 

then iu the form of bacon, always if 

seem to me to mark you out for a — ■ L 

model Minister of Agriculture iu 

times of exceptional depression. It ’ I i 

added to-night to the picturesque- 

ness of your speech, xou’d make 
an immense hit iu the character 

you suggest. Be sure you plant ."ig p 

out your hat brim uppermost, like 

the other fellows who draw laud- > 

scapes and sea pieces on the pave- 

ment. You ’ll get more coppers than 

you can conveniently carry home.” ^ \ 

“Hum,” said Chaplin, looking 
dubiously at Sark. ' 

Business done, — ^^Agrioultural ^ 

Rating Bill brought" in. Danced , 

on by Fowler and Squire of . 

Malwood. 

Thursday, — Dr. Tanner is he- if 

ginning to think there ’s something . 

Sncanny about the Spjiaxke. Lonl Aorioiliur, 




Malwood. _ „ . , I ' Town Commissioners’, for example. 

Thursday, — Dr. Tanner is he- i^ ■ ’• obviously only modifica- 

ginning to think there ’s something . , t tion of a difficalty that really seems 

nucamy about the Spju^. Lon* Aorioi,liural Depmssiou. . arbitrarily creat el Iu England or 

praotioB has enabled him to wrestle with Chair, whether it he filled Scotland the schoolroom wonld be fitted up with cupboards or drawers 
by Speaker or Chairman. But he Hkes business oonduoted according in which these in^spensable articles might he stored, to be drawn 
to ordinary rules of the ring. ^ upon in case of need. The Member for South Monaghan has called 

“ I don’t mind being occasionally suspended,” he said. “ It attention to a real grievance, which Gerald Baifotjb, still anxious 
brings oneTs name weR to the front, and supplies an opportunity of to kill Home Rule by kindness, will do well to remove, 
spending eight hours at the sea-side. Also, I nave grown accustomed Business riowe.— Scotch Votes in Committee of Supply. 

to being ordered to resume my seat just when, after a quarter of an — ■■■ - - 

hour’s gabble, I am begiimmg to approach my subject. Moreover, 

it is quite common for a motion to he declared carried when I have uce. 

for some moments bawled out * Ho I ’ Those are ordinary expe- One man’s “ noise” is oft another’s “music ” ; 

riences of a Member of my legislative habits. But when half-a- And what delights the many makes the few sick, 

dozen fellows jump up to second an amendment, to have the “ Relieve the few, and yet not rob the many,” 

Speaker fix upon you in particular as the seconder, and when. Is the lawmaker’s aim— if not a zany, 

half an hour later, you oome in prepared with a imeech that shall 

Jo Si I ^5* ^ spoken- Geoueaphical ITEM.-The town of Grasse is celebrated for its 

liwWd'Si Me^ mdus- « als o » where the widows oome from.” 

trious habits. Motion before House was that Grand Committee on 

Law might sit till four o’clock, instead of observing usual practice way of the WHiSKEr-DRiNKER. 

of adjourning in time for meeting of House. Benefices Bill has The only “Water Question” I wpl watch, 

stuck m throat of Grand Committee. Church and nonconformity Is— how much should man mix with “ Special Scotch ” ? 

wrangling round it. Hever get through unless Grand Committee 

works overtime. Honoonformiiy object. Dr.iTANNER, attraction Five-o’clook “ Tees.”— S uburban golf. 


Business done, — Budget resolutions agreed to. 
jFVtVfflv,— Member for S >uth Monaghan consumed vrith thirst for 
. ^ knowledge. Whenever Canick- 

m across can spare the Chairman of 
' . f its Town Commissioners, hecimes 

I -'"**' 1 AtWi I Westminster, and floods 

I paper with questions. In the Chief 

i 1 i' Pt)- ' I Secretary’s ofEice he is known as 

■3 7 -N ' I Baly Inquirer, Amongst 

^[nestions in to-day’s paper stand- 
' ' ^ , ing in his name is one “ to ask the 

— ^ ^ Chief Secretary to the Lord Lieu- 

, tenant of Ireland if he is aware 

"****'% national school teachers have, 

' % V I ^ O pockets, to supply 

^ ^ I L. s maps, tablets, scLdoI pictures, and 

r '' [ charts.” 

J ' I Assnming question is based on 
I ' l fresh injustice to 

f Ireland. Why should national 

^ school teachers in that country be 

''' -^1 thus inconveniently loaded? Some 

them, Sark tells me, live long 
h V / W ' distances from scene of their la- 

J / M hours: have to trndge to and fro 

^ ’ daily. Why should they be re- 
M <lTiired to bulge ioith their pockets 
® maps, tablets, school pictures, 

'! \ V charts ready to meet capri- 

'' cious demand of school-children ? 

The form of Mr. Daly’s ques- 
'■€2^ { ' tion suggests a way out of the 

I M ^ difficulty. As he puts it, it is 

ft “out of their own pockets” the 
X il hapless teachers have to procure 

■ these articles, some of them (charts 

— wttzaoiias- — j ^ school pictures) of considerable 

I f , X r / yA . bulk. There might be someone 

I L I ;^| rise’s pocket out of which they 

ClT’/s might take them; the county 

VO Member’s or the Chairman of the 


ID 
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STAHVim! 


Agricultural Depression. 


In Nuce. 

One man’s “ noise ” is oft another’s “ music ” ; 

And what delights the many makes the few sick. 

“ Relieve the few, and yet not rob the many,” 

Is the lawmaker’s aim— if not a zany. 

Geographical Item.— The town of Grasse is celebrated for its 
floriculture : it is also “ where the widows come from.” 

THE WAY OF THE WHISKEY-DRINKER. 

The only “ Water Question” I will watch, 

Is— how much should man mix with “ Special Scotch ” ? 

FrvE-o’cLOOK “ Tees.”— S uburban golf. 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


[May 2 , 1896 . 


AN APRIL SHOWER. 


Sweet Bab and I 
Sat tinder a tree. 

Oh, blue was the sky 
And the wixd blew free. 
Oar cheeks were close. 

Bat she little heeded ; 

'Hers flashed like a rose. 

Mine paled, as I pleaded 
For - maybe yon ’ll guess. 

Ah I bad luck is a bore. 
Had 1 but said less, 

Or, perhaps, done more, 

All had yet been well. 

But— my chance was gone ; 
The free wind fell, 

And the rain came on. 

She sighed “ It thunders ! ” 

I hadn’t a “brolly.” 

Alas for the blunders 
Of human folly! 

I huffed, she tiffed ; 

How the rain did pelt I 
I frowned, she sniffed. 

Ah ! she would mi melt. 
Her eyes of blue, 

Like the sky, were veiled. 


Such chill showers, tool 
One had sworn it hailed. 

J hailed— a cab. 

Dull, dreary, damp. 

We sulked. Sweet Bab 1 
For the lack of a gamp, 

I lost that kiss 
And thee, too, alack 
The chance we miss 
Comes never more back. 

Rain, soft Spring rain I 
As you wet the leaves. 

With repentance vain 
One broods and grieves. 

And the other ? Faith I 
She is rich and gay, 

And she shows small scathe ; 

Yet methinks to-day, 

When by chance we met 
In the lime-tree walk, 

With the small rain wet. 

That, though blithe our talk. 
She felt, as I, 

The malignant power 
Of a word awry, 

And an April shower. 


AS IT MAY BE. 

a solution of the difficulty might, perhaps, be found in empan- 
nelling, at a reasonable rate of remuneration, some of the unemployed 
members of the Junior Bar as special jurors.’’ — Daily Pms,] 

Jfr. Justice Jawley [summing up case to jury of Barristers). In 
deciding upon the momentous issues involved in the case now before 
you, Irentlemen, it will be for you, in the fi-rst place, to say 

A Juror (rising in the lox). Pardon me, my Lord, it will he for 
yow, in the first place, to say whether you intend to hold that the 
oommunication made by A. to B. is privileged or not. (Slight 
applause from rest of panel) 

Mr. Justice Jawley (rather taken aback). I— er— well, you see, 
gentlemen, I— I was coming to that in due course; but if you 
prefer me to deal with it now, I may tell you that there is a case 
which settles the law upon that point conclusively. In Tomkyns v. 
Trout it was laid down by no less an authority than Mr, Justice 

Foreman of the Jury (interrupting). Tour Lordship is evidently 
unaware that Tomkyns v. which I may mention for yoxir 

Lordship’s guidance is reported in 10 Queen’s Bench Division, 
page 392— has since been over-ruled in the Court of Appeal, see 
2 Appeal Cases, New Series, page 1263. 

inr. Justice Jawley (rubbing his spectacles^ nervously). Oh, 
indeed, indeed— er — ^yes— thank you very much. I had overlooked 
that, but I dare say the Foreman of the jury is quite right. Well, 
then— let me see— where was I f Oh, yes, I remember. This action 
is one brought for the express purpose 

Another Juryman. Pardon the interruption, my Lord, hut my col- 
leagues in the box and myself are all agreed that it would he sheer 
waste of time to go into that matter, and travel all over the same 
ground again. We know perfectly well what the action is all about. 
We ate only waiting to know if your Lordship has any new light to 
throw upon the subject. We do not suppose you have. Still, we are 
willing to wait and see. 

Mr, Justice Jawley. I— I thank you. The question of privilege 
is, of course, one for me to decide, and I have no hesitation in hold- 
ing that, on the authority of Baker v. Johnson 

A Juror (from the back of the box). Then what about Somers 
V. Stnart ? 

His Lordship. Really, really, gentlemen, this is most irregular. . 
If you will kindly permit me to sum up this case in the ordinary 
way— thank you. Perhaps I had better first deal with the testimony 
given by the witness C. He is a clerk iu the employ of the Plaintiff, 
and what he says, in effect, is this, that on receipt of the— — 

Foreman of the Jury, We need not trouble your Lordship on that 
point. It would not iu any case be evidence against the Defendant. 

Mr. Justice Jawley (surprised). But if his act was within the 
scope of his authority 

Foreman [imperturbably). It wasn’t. It was ultra vires. See 
Bryce, page 1408. 

His Lordship (bursting into tears). Then, perhaps. Gentlemen, 
you had better take this matter entirely into your own hands ; I 
seem to he quite superfluous here. 

Foreman (in kindly txines). Oh, I don’t know that. Your Lord- 
ship certainly is a trifle obsolete— a fact to which, I fear, we shall 


have to call attention in a rider to any verdict we may return. 
Perhaps we had better settle the matter without tou. 

iThey retire to consider their verdict^ xvhilstMx. Justice Jawley 
is removed from the Bench in a state of collapse. 


NOTES OE AN AETERNOON^S AMUSEMENT." 

Worn blowing a hurricane, with occasional heavy showers. SfciU, 
it won’t do not to appear at the “meet” of the bicycle paper-chase 
in which the JoioiSES have asked me to take part. Accordingly, 
mount my machine and ride through three miles of mud. Find 
about two dozen riders assembled at the 
meet, including four or five ladies ; like- / 

wise a crowd of rustics, who greet each ' 

fresh arrival with loud cheers and personal , ' / 

remarks. Some delay in starting the ^ ' 

hares. There were to have been an ’are , /J 

and ’aress, but the latter declines to go, 
go a gentleman takes her place. At last 
the hares ride off amid a whirlwind of / 
scraps of paper. Ten minutes’ “ law ” to 
he given them— great excitement. Forty- 
five seconds before we are to start, Miss 
Bbow asks me kindly to inflate her tyre 

for her. Refuse firmly. Starter drops a 'p/ OiMr ft |yvl|\ 

flag, and a seething mass of bicycles rushes j 

headlong downhill. Can only escape col- 

lision by a miracle. Mies BROWisr charges W 

straight for my hind- wheel. Elude her, 
and in so doing nearly knock over several ^ 

others. More bumps from behind. Wish that I had one of the 
insurance-newspapers in my pocket, expecting every minute to be 


smashed up. However, we all get away somehow. 

Road going uphill now, with gale full in onr faces, should like to 
walk up this hill, but too proud to do so. Glance at the faces of my 
fellow-** hounds” nearest me. They don’t look as if they were enjoying 
themselves. One unknown gentleman wastes his breath in talking to 
his bike as if it were a horse. “ Come up, you beast. . . Would you, 
then. . . Come wp, confound yon,” Just iu front is a curate, with a 
very high stiff white collar ; as we proceed, collar gets gradually limper. 
Still goin g uphill. Wind worse than ever. Begin to wish to exchange 
present position for a nice comfortable treadmiU. Someone asks me 
if I have “ seen any scent,” Tell him not to he a fool. Afterwards 
discover that the paper dropped by the hares is called “ scent.” . . , 
Still going uphill. Ask a rustic whether he has seen the hares. 
Idiot answers, “ Naw, an’ naw rabbuts neither,” Reach cross-roads. 
Which way are we to turn ? Refuse to ride against this wind any 
longer, and so make off to the right. Presently find that right is 
wrong, and have to come back again. Why, everyone has stopped— 
has anyone been killed ? No, the hares have been caught. Fresh 
pair despatched. Stragglers come up from behind. Everyone dis- 
mounts, and says what a delightful ride we are having. Wish I 
knew the way home. 

Off again, still uphill. “Hounds” go off in every direction, 
intending, I expect, to sneak home. Suddenly the chain of one 
machine breaks in half, with surprising results. Another gentleman 
takes a corner toi sharply, comes down and cuts himself badly. In- 
terval for refreshment and bandages. Only four of ns together by 
this time, the rest scattered all over the county, trying to find their 
way home. The hares, as we learn subsequently, almost kill them- 
selves by lacing for about twenty miles, lading elaborate false tracks, 
and riding at their utmost speed. As a matter of fact, no one at all 
is now pursuing them. Those of ns whoEe machines haven’t been 
smashed up ride slowly home. The remains of one are left at the 
nearest house, to be forwarded by Parcel Post. Am nearly kiUed 
by my companion mistaking her right hand for her left on the way 
home. However, we get hack at last, and the rest straggle in at 
intervals. Then we drink to the success of the glorious sport, of 
bicycle paper-chasing. 

Pity a Poor (Liberal) Leader. 

(By one who, if not the Rose (pery), has been near it.) 

Dear me I I had thought that the public was quite 

In love with Arnoldian “ Sweetness and Light ” ; 

But I seem to put the quidnuncs ip. a twitter. 

Unless— as a speaker— I’m “Heavy and Bitter.” 

The New Campus Mabtius.— Judging by the Daily Telegraph, 
“our War Correspondent” stops at home to report on the troops 
starting for the battle-field. It may therefore be laid down that 
inspection is the better part of valour. 

A Srsnsro- Exhibitiost. — ^A oat jumping over a wall. 
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HISTORY AT THE ROYAL 
ACADEMY. 

Scene — Burlington BCouse, 
Two Critics before the 
Picture of the Year, 

Male Critic, Now, this is 
quite the best thing in the 
show, in my opinion. 

Female Critic, Oh, yes ; 
very good indeed. Bat I have 
lost my citalogne— what is it 
about ? 

M. Cri, Scarcely wants any 
description, as it tells its own 
story. Don’t you see Richard 
I THE Third is wooing the late 
j Oueen? 

I Fern, Cri, Oh, yes. And 
who was the late Ring? 
Wasn’t it Henrx 3He Pieth ? 

M. Cri Was it? I almost 
forget. But didn’t he win the 
Battle of Aginoourt ? 

Fern, Cri. Yes, and that’s 
where he killed Richard the 
Third. Don’t you remember, 
he cried out for a horse ? 

M,. Cri, To be sure. But 
if Richard the Third was 
! killed by Henrt the Fieih, 
how could he be attendinsr his 
conqueror’s funeral ? That 
I sounds wrong somehow. 

[ Fern, Cri, Not if the subject 
i*i taken from Shahsrbabe. 
Wouldn’t that be called 
“ poetic licence ” ? 

M, Cri, When one comes to 
think of it, I suppose it would. 
And then ytu see they are off 
to Henry the Fieth’s Chapel 
at Westminster Abbey, 



SONS OF THE POETICAL MUSE. 


Bobinson, ‘*Oh tbs, we’ve gk)t plenty or promising^ youngt Bards. 
Why, there ’s the Son op David, and the Son op Wat^ and the Son 
OP Tbomp, and the Son op Dob; not to mention the Son op Bobin, 
IP I MAY MAKE SO BOLD 1 ” 

Origson. “And the Son op GsiaJ But none op us will ever quite 
COME UP to the Son op TunnyI'* 


Fein, Cri, Henry the 
Seventh you mean. Of course, 
bow silly we have been ! It is 
Henry the Seventh’s fune- 
ral— not Henry the Fipth's ! 
A.ndl suppose the lady to whom 
Richard is speaking must he 
one of EtoRY’s Clueens. 

M, Cri, His widow, of course 
—Catherine Pare. You re- 
member she survived him. But 
what is Richard the Third 
doing with her f 
Fern, Cri, He was Doke of 
Gloucester then, because 
surely Mary came after Henry 
THE Eiohth. Didn’t she? 
And ^wasn’t Henry the 
Eighth tRe Royal Bluebeard? 

M, Cri, Ah, to be sure, so 
he was! Then it wouldn’t 
have been his funeral. 

Fern, Cri, No, perhaps not. 
But, whoever it is, the pic^ 
ture is, as you say, capital. 

M, Cri, No doubt about 
that. And it doesn’t matter 
which King it is, considering 
he is dead. 

Fern, Cri Yes, And^it is 
better he should be dead, when 
his widow so soon commences a 
flirtation! \_The Critics pass 
on, and the scene closes in 
toith a chorus of approval. 


French Influence again. 
—An important member of the 
Burmese troupe at the Crystal 
Palace is a caster of horo- 
scopes. His name is Moung 
Gyee. Surely it should be 
Moung Seer. 


CONDENSED CONEIDENCE. 

{For Ladies only,) 

Dearest Ethelinda,— Your reproaches are not wholly reasonable. 
I have been silent because I flatter myself that I am not an idle 
tittle-tattler. Mon verre n’est pas grand, maisje hois dans mon 
verre. In a word, I am not ehiffonniere to the extent of some of my 
colleagues, who think nothing of intruding themselves unbidden 
into circles with which they have neither seot nor lot. There is Mrs. 
Feoufrou-Dabb, for instance, of The Grand Duchess (her nom de 
plume is “Sweet Seventeen,” though to my certain knowledge she 
has worn a toupet for a quarter of a century), she presented herself 
at the Countess of Cockaleekie’s reception the other night without 
having received the necessary card of invitation, and by her Fouche- 
like proceedings was enabled to give a tolerably correct account of 
tbe toilettes which foregathered. But how she could have been 
deceived by Lady Shuttlecock’s tiara of false diamonds passes my 
understanding I It is well known that the real stones have for long 
been in the custody of that eminent judge of gems Mr, Medici 
Konk, most of whose unredeemed pledges of misplaced confidence 
are well worth the attention of artistic connaisseurs. On my last 
visit to his establishment (I, of course, did not wish to consult him 

professionally) I was especially attracted by * However, to 

revert to Mrs. Frouprou-Dabb, I can only suppose that sooner or 
later she will reap the reward of her outrecuidance, and be forcibly 
removed from some fashionable assembly by one of those chasseurs 
(dear Lord Arthur caRs them in his quaint old patois “ chuckers- 
out ”) who guard the portals of the stately homes of England. 

“Blabettb,” of The Pen— her real name is Mary Anne 
Winkle - is, to my mind, quite as impertineutlv obtrusive as is 
Mrs. Dabb, only her method is quite different. ^ Mrs. F. D, {quelle 
decadence de nom!) is a sort of female Prince Rupert, and 
charges into the ranks of Society on the slightest provocation ; Miss 
Winkle subdues opposition by the felgn^ artlessness of the in- 
genue, She manages, by her time-serving humility, to scrape 
acquaintance with the great and omnipotent. She began by in- 
triguing at charity bazaars, where she would work for the Duchesses 


and other eminent stall-holders like a slave born and bred, and 
never tired of going about with sofa cushions and smoking-caps for 
the (illegal) purpose of a raffle. Papa, who is rather myope, says 
that she is pretty, with a Greuze expression. I suggested that he 
was an excellent judge of painting, as applied to the fair sex, I 
could see that he quailed beneath my repartee, though he answered 
“ Charity begins at home,” one of those pitif ol thrusts which only a 
father, and that father an Englishman, could direct against his own 
I flesh and blood. I sarcasiically recommended him to get a new 
lorgnon from the eminent Mr. Seebeight,* and so the matter ended. 
Meanwhile Miss Winkle pursues her career of sycophant prying 
with a success which may be accounted for by her too frequent praise 
of the doings and raiment of certain grandes dames, whose good 
nature has been exploited at the expense of good grammar. I could 
give you a dozen instances, ma mie, of the way in which an honour- 
able profession is degraded to the level of a self-assertive trade, 
which is brought before the public by a ravenous meute of female 
Paul Prys. For myself, I am conscious that, when I am privileged 
to record, the exquisite taste of this or that chatelaine of our fn- 
de-siecle moeurs, I am as impartial as when I am devoting my time, 
my pen, my paper and my brains to tbe judicious exaltation of 
some hard-working sister, whose name is not, and cannot be, asso- 
ciated with the Court Circular, 

Ever, dear. Your loving Cousin, Eadj. 

* We hare substituted the name of our own oculist, as in duty bound, for 
that of the optician recommended by Eadj. — ^Ed. 


The Hair Un-apparent.— J^l?rojpoaof the Wyndham celebration 
last week, there appeared in the Westminster Gazette for Saturday, 
May 2, a portrait of the actor “ in the uniform of the U. S, Army,” 
which was described as “ an early photograph.” The photo was so 
early and so rapid, that the likeness was produced with only half a 
moustache; the other half probably not having had time to grow 
during the operation. This deficiency allows the future comedian to 
exhibit more cheek than would have been otherwise shown ; and this, 
perhaps, may be characteristic. 


^ Mr. Medici Eonk is an old and valued friend of ours, and we are sure 
that he would be the first to protest against the disclosing of the secrets of 
his jewel house. We have therefore s^pressed our correspondent’s sub- 
sequent reference to his stock-in-trade.— E d. 


Election Intelligence.— Mr. Barlow is standing for Frome. It 
is to be hoped that Messrs. Sandpord and Merton wiR enable theii 
old friend to obtain a seat. 
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LATEST STYLE IN MUSICAL CEITICISM,^ 

Mt readers 'will doubtless expect from me a full account of Herr 
Thumpotfsxi's cpeningf concert. It took place on Tuesday last, and 
on that evening: I had din^ at the house of an hospitable friend, 
who insisted, however, on my eating supr^e de volaiile—si dish 
which never did agree with me. Why is it that an ordinary English 
cook, &e,, &o. ,,, {A lengthy gastronomic paragraph is omitted 
here,) , , , So it was in rather an unamishle frame of mind that I 
betook myse^.f about nine o’clock to St. James’s Hall, intending to 
hear the last half of the programme. The cab in which I made 
my journey almost ran over a passing bicyclist. In my opinion, 
bicyclists, &c, . , . {The question is discussed here at some length,) 
. . . But to resume my account of the concert. I worked my way 
carefully to my stall, and began to look around me. In front was an 
old lady with a peculiarly hideous red dress* That particular shade 
always makes me quite m. Just behind me two young ladies dis- 
cuss^ between the pieces the ethics cf flirtation wi& charming 
candour , . . (A full report of their conversation folloios,) . . . Then 
I betook myself to the study of my programme. Before I had 
arrived someone had sung, “ Waft Her^ AngeW^ Now, although 
I hate digressions, I must be allowed to quote a charming story I 
heard lately in connection with that aria. . . . {Twenty lines of 
vapid anecdote are here omitted,) . . . The British Public likes 
HAKnEL, which is only another proof of the British Public’s folly, 
i . . . (The superior merits of the Wagner school are here demon- 
strated at some length,) , , . But all through the evening I felt 
displeased with my environment. Was I influenced by the supreine 
de volaille f Suddenly I seemed to see . . . (Thirty lines are here 
ddeted,) , , . Anyhow, when I awoke, &o., &c. . . . (Twenty lines 
of reflections on dream omitted,) . . . Still musing upon it, I lit my 
cigarette ; and, squeezing my way with some difficulty through the 
crowd of Philistines, left the Hall, and went home to bed. 

Such was Professor Thtjmpofpski’s first concert; and, if I have 
seemed to describe it at unreasonable length, it is only because 

* We have found it necessary to make a few excisions in this article. 
The nature of the omipsions is noted in the course of it. — £ d. 


I -wifeh it to be clearly understood that it was momentou8-;-an 
artistic event of the first magnitude. Prolixity well may be forgiven 
when its cause is the advancement of Art. 

I almost forgot to mention that some people, whose names I forget, 
played the piano, and sang, in the course of the evening. 


JOURNALISM MADE EASY. 

Adoice to AbriVf’s.— Always have on hand “ paragraphs” ; thus 

(1) “ Yesterday being the (here fill in number) anniversary of the 
natal day of H.R.H, [insert name of Personage), aBoyal Salute 
was fired iu the Long Walk of Windsor Park, and the heUs of St. 
Q-eorge’s Chapel rang out a merry peal.” 

Me7n,-—Yarj with “ The Roysu borough was en fete,^^ and describe 
weather. 

(2) “The noblemen and gentlemen who are students at Eton 
i College have broken up for the (Christmas^ Easter, or Midsummer) 
vacation. The collegians reassemble on (give daie)^'* 

Tary with, “The school list now includes a roll-call of 
(give number) Oppidans and King’s Scholars,” 

(3) “ According to ancient custom the Oueen’s Bounty was yester- 

day (Maunday Thursday) distributed to a number of deserving poor 
persons by (give name of almonei') at the Chapel Royal, St. 
James’s. The little silver coins commanded a ready sale outside the i 
sacred edifice.” I 

fifm.— Occasionally describe purchasers of coins as “travelled , 
Ameiicans,” and “ ardent numismatists.” 

(4) “As usual, Lord Mayor’s Day and the Prince of Wales’s 
Birtiiday were celebrated together; and, in honour of the latter 
event, many of the leading tradesmen of the West-End displayed 
hrilliaat illuminations to the thousands who thronged the streets. 
We especially noticed the decorations presented by (here give selected 
names) 

ikfew.— The devices being always the same, it is as well not to’give 
too minute a description of the designs ; but a great deal may be left 
to tbe imagination. 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 

(By Baboo Hubby Bitnosho Jabbbbjeb, B.A.) 
Ho. XII. 

Mr» Jdbherjee is taken hy surprise* 


illiiminatioii, and upon her cheeks was a bloom brighter than many 
geraniums. Bat this compliment she unha^pjOLy mistook as an in- 
sinuation that her complexion was of meretricious comx)osition, and 
seeing that I had put my foot into a cuUde-sac^ I became once more 
the silent tomb, and exhaled sighs at intervals. 

Presently she declared once more that she saw, from the dullness 
of my expression, that I was longing for the luxurious magnificence 


Dixioeett perusers of my lucubrations to 'Bunch will remember of my Indian palace, 
that I have devoted sundry jots and tittles to the subject of Miss How my domestic abode, though a respectable spacious sort of 
Jessimus’a Maisteletow, and already may have concluded that I was residence, and containing my father, mother, married brothers, &o., 

1 1 . . XI 1 *lx * XI 1 J j A wvt A Ml A iB n a11 rtJ! a 


lercipient of the well-proportionate symmetry of her person and the Western civilisation, that I had lost all taste for Oriental splendours, 
adylike liveliness of her deportment, I did never regard her except Hext she inqLuired whether I did not miss the tiger-shooting and 

1-x ■ :i 1X1 . A^;] t .a«ni:aJ] ..AMA^A-navtABs a;«AA T a«m «%a4. 


with eyes of strictly platonic philandering and calf love. 

It is true that, at certain 
seasons, the ostentatious 
favours she would squander 
upon other young masculine . . 

boarders in my presence did f / 

reduce me to the doleful I / 

dump of despair, so that | / 

even the birds and beasts of I / n 

forest shed tears at my I ! I 

miseryj and frequently at /I 

meal-times I have sought to I 

move her to compassion by I ! 

neighing like horse, or by If 

the incessant rolling of my • ' • 1 

visual organs; though she ' 

did only attribute such ad \ 

appeals to the — ^ 

excessive gravity of the ' 

cheef e, or me immaturity of 

But I was then a labourer 
under the impression that I 

was the odd man out of her ^ ( • | 

afEections, and it is well I I 

known that, to a sensitive, m 

it is intolerable to feel that M ' jM 

oneself is not the object of 
adoration, even to one to 
whom we may entertain but 
a mediocre attraction. 

On a recent evening we i ' 

had a tete-a-tete which ciil- 

min ated in the utter surprise. /. JK 

It was the occasion of our ,1 

hebdomadal dancing - party h I 

at Porticobello House, and I ' 

had solicited her to become ' Ij 

aco-paitner with myself in } h | -H 

the maziness of a waltz; 

hut, not being the carpet- yiKwJMi 
knight, and consequently /MWSmU 

treading the measure with W mmUmh 

too great frequency upon ihe yMr^j 

toes of my fair auxiliary, '■ 
she suggested a temporary . 
withdrawal from circulation. 

To which I assenting, she " 

conducted me to a landing 

whereon was a small glazed ^ , 

apartment, screenedhy hang- ° 






I pig-sticking ; and I replied (with veraciousness, since I am not the 

au fait in such sports) that I 
could not deny a liability to 
miss both tigers and pigs, 

I and, indeed, all animals that 

I ^ were ferce naturce^ and she 

/ condemned the hazeurdous- 

' I / / ness of these jungle sports, 

I / / wished me to promise 

1/ /// // ^ would abstain from 
W/WL fly ////// //jy//' M// them on return to India. 

X mM'W//rm / To this I replied that be- 
.1 i j , ^ agreed to such a self- 

i ■ *' denying ordinance, I desired 

convinced of the 
sincerity of her interest in 
\ preservation of my 

humble existence. 

1 Jessimina asked 

IBml ili W ^ 

BIBy wailftMLg 5 & should be iu dubitation as 

Hr honafidesi 

M I meekly remind 

I'"' flirtatious pref- 

1:1 ) erenoes for tbe young beef- 

: ‘i witted London chaps, and 

incertitude and disdain- 
ful oaprioiousness towards 
0p^ — \ luy self , who was not a beetle- 

f ^ ■ head or an obtuse, but a 
cultivated native gentleman 
with high-class university 
V ■“ — = — degree, and an oratorioal 

^ ^ A f if/// flow of language which was 

infallibly to land me upon 
the pinnacle of some tip-top 
jadicial preferment in the 
* Calcutta High Court of 

Justice. 

made the excuse that 
she was compelled by fiuan- 
reasons to be pleasant to 
boarders, and that 
/ / A. I could not expect any marked 

J;hP, favouritism so long as I kept 

^ my tongue concealed inside 

• my damask cheek like a 

worm in bud. | 

Upon which, transported 
.16 the sUent tomb.” ^>7 uBcjntrollable emotion, I ' 

ventured to embrace her. 




I became once more the silent tomb.’* 


• irt _!»• O m Y v?J-Lull i CtA Ww UULR/ACwvv XlvA* 

^5?? ^tth a profusion of unproductive pots, which is assuring her that she was the cynosure of my neighbouring eyes, 

Bteled the conservatery, and here we did sit upon two wicker-worked and supplied the vacuum and long-felt want of my soul, and while 
onws, and t<a a whuewere i^tuaily sot^ voce. occupied in imprinting a chaste salute upon her rosebud bps— who ’d 

rreseutly 1, remarking with com» of eye the sumptuonsness of have thought it I her severe matronly parent popped in through the 

her demeanour, curtains and, surveying me with a cold and basilican eye, did demand 
TOioh made it seem tetaUy unprohable that she should ever, like my intentions, 

treat me as an Othello^ commenced Hor can I tell what I should have responded, seeing that I had 
to neave me signs oi a tire- stove, causmg Miss Jessxmin’a to accuse acted from momentary impulsiveness and feminine encouragement, 

V r . XI. X -r JES8IMINA, with ready-made female wit, answered for 

xLT/ j content me that it was all right, and that we were the engaged couple, 

doom cracked, and that the con- i But her mother expressed an ardent desire to hear my viva voce 


servatory was for me the equivalent of Paradise. 

ctua xi.aX ii- j -Tk Ti. 


Gorroboratioii of this statement, informing me that she was but a 


aS SIaII x^x 1 . would be her dolesome duty to summon instantaneously every 

^ did perpetually urge male able-bodied inmate of her establishment, and request them to 

some geranium-blooms and a few | inflict deserved corporal chastisement upon my person 1 
wUb 1 ^ for such adornments, ^ So, although still of a twitter with amazement at Miss JESsniiirA’s 

was justified announcement, I considered it the better part of valour to corrobo- 
m such parsimony, since her daughters eyes supplied such fairy rate it with promptitude, rather than incur the shocking punches 
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and kicis of nxmierons athletic yonaj? com- 
mercials; and, upon hearing the piece of 
good news, Mrs. Manjcletow exploded into 
laohrymationj saying that she was divested 
of narrow-mmded racial colour prejudices, 
and had from the £rst regarded me as a 
beloved son. 

Then, blessing me, and calling me her 
Boy, she clasped me against her bosom, 
where, owing to the exuberant redundancy 
of her ornamental jetwork, my nose and chin 
received severe laceration and disfigurement, 
which I endured courageously, without a 
whimper. 

I When I have grown more accustomed to 
bein^ the lucky dog, I shall commence cooka- 
hoopiog, and become merry as a grig. At 
the present moment 1 am only capable of 
wonderment at the unpremeditated rapidity 
with which such solemn concerns as betrothals 
are knocked off in this country. 

But if, as Macbeth says, such Jobs are to 
be done at all, then it is well they were done 
quickly. 

SPORTIVE SONGS. 

A Lawn Tennis Martyb. with reperence 
TO “That Man.” 

The net is ready for the fray, 

(The first of all the year,) 

I wait to hear your cry of “ Play ’’ 

To “take” the bounding sphere. 

Yet why is it you won’t begin ? 

Have you some other plan ? 

Does it amuse you there to spin 
Your racquet round That Man ? 

The lazy looseness of your dress 
Belies your active wrist ; 

Not Atalanta’s suppleness 
Could serve your cunning “ twist.” 

And still without a sign of you 
That empty court I scan ; 

It ’s not a pleasant sight to view 
When bounded by That Man. 

I pat the ban aloft for fun, 

A cut or two I try, 

But “ single dummy” soon is done 
When “double dummy” ’s nigh. 

Wni you that conference not end ?— 
Your bat is not a fan 

Now speaking to you as a friend, 

I should distrust That Man I 

A little loon with curl’d moustache, 

Of no athletic type ! 

The sort of cad, who talks of “ mash,” 
And dare not smoke a pipe I 

At last you’ve finished! Boy! the ball! 
Make music, great god Pan !— 

Not going to have a game at aU! 

Tripp’d off ! And with That Man ! 


“What’s nr a Name?” •— Sometimes 
there is something in a name. Por instance, 
the picturesque and apparently harmless one 
of Pentremoch, a village in Flintshire, con- 
tains more than meets the eye of mortal man 
unversed in the Welsh ton^e ; for in this 
language “Pentremoch” siirnifies nothing 
less than “ Pigs’ Village.” We are not sur- 
prised to learn, therefore, from the Liverpool 
Daily Fress^ that the inhabitants of the 
place are clamouring at their Parish Council 
to “ «ve it a name” other than its present 
appellation. Yet “Pigs’ Village” would 
seem a suficiently appropriate name for a 
Camlet. Perhaps, when ^‘Pentremoch” is 
discarded, it may still find a resting-place 
and “pan out well” on the shores of Lake 
Michigan— as a synonym for “ Porkopolis” I 

Unlicensed Pedallees.— Cyclists. 



Passenger {rising politely), “ Excuse me, Mum, but do you eslieve in Woman’s 
Rights ? ’* 

N&lo Woman, “Most certainly I do.” 

Passenger {resuming seat), “Oh well, then Stand up for ’em!” 


TIPS FOR CRITICS. 

If yon want a great casus belli, 

If you would be thumped to a jelly, 

Just dare to suggest 
That the greatest and best 
In the world is not Marie Corelli ! 

If yon would he blown from a cannon. 

Or drowned in the Thames or the Shannon, 
Just venture to hint 
That in all British print 
There ’s a bigger than Robert Buchanan ! 
But if you ’d be ranked with old buffers, 

And solace a Public which suffers 
From egotists’ “blow,” 

Just successfully show 
' They ’re a coi^le of quarrelsome duffers ! 
Then Rob wilf be-rate and he-yelp you, 

I Then Marie will scout, scold, and skelp yon ; 
Whilst people of sense. 

With compassion immense, 

Most devoutly will pray “ heaven help you I” 


Forthcoming Work on Drama of the 
Day. — The Gmher by The Geisha, 


CHARLES OUR FRIEND ! 

Me, Punch presents Ms congratulations to 
I Mr. Charles Wtndham on the snecessM 
' celebration of Ms tercsntenary— no, that was 
j WiLiXE SHAESPEARE-of Ms twentieth year 
, of good management. He should have waited 
I just another twelvemonths and madeit twenty- 
j one years completed. But at all events Master 
I CHABEExisnowinhis twenty-first year, which 
I is the age of discretion. Henceforth he will he 
‘ aiesponsihleperson. Charles. 

I and take your place among the theatrical 
' stars ; a first-class place of wMch you may 
well he proud, though never let it be said, 
“ Charles ’s Wain! ” and may the day be 
long distant when Charles is on the wane. 
Prosit^ Magister Carolus ! 

Epitaph on an Artistic Failure. 

Men said of him “ The ball was at Ms feet,” 
The goal (of Art) he thought in sight he 
saw; 

Yet in life’s match he mostly met defeat 
And ended early in “ a pointless draw.” 
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The Stores and mononolists plaj it low 
On me, till my trade is but little good. 

Yet 7 must pay every penny I owe. 

(By the living Jingo, I wish I could 1) 

Keen competition and trade falsehood 

Grind me ^twixt cut and co-operate greed, 

Till for lack of money I may not speed I 

Now Mr. Chaplin, with cheek immense. 
Wants me to plump further the Ohanoellerie, 

Though my income-tax is at present eight 
pence I 

! But none of the bigsrigs regard poor me. 
For I do not kick up a shine, you see. 

If I do not holloa, they do not heed. 

Though for lack of money I may not speed 1 

At Westminster there is hardly one 
Who gives the poor cockney of hope a ray. 

To help the farmers and squires is fun, 
Whilst I, pDor pilgarlio. must up and pay 1 
Or the rate- collec ter will have his way. 

And my last half-crown, or my goods, indeed. 

Though for lack of money I may not speed ! 

Within that House neither Rad nor Tory 
Will do for me aught, although I should die. 

With the rural lot ^tis another story, 

For Chaplin hecdelh the country cry ; 

I And I— poor townsman— must help them I 
—Why? 

My back is well-nigh broken, indeed, 

And for lack of money I may not speed I 


i \\\^i \A 


LONDON LICKPENNT; 

Oa, The Bitter Cry op the Rate-crvshed 
Cockney. 

(A very Img way after John Lydgate^) 

^ [“ The Bill would be a class measure, pure and 
simple, designed to benefit one peculiar kind of 
property at the expense of all others, transferring 
the burdens of one class to the shoulders of the 
general community, and appropriating national 
funds now enjoyed by the whole community.” — 
Mr. George Whiteley on the Agricultural Land 
Mating Bilkl 

In London all my life is spent. 

But trade is bad, and my heart doth faint. 
I am eaten up by my rates and rent, 

And in vain doth a Cockney raise complaint, 
A poor shopkeeper should be a saint. 


CHANCE PLAYMATES. 

(76® m the Shade,) 

JSffie {to Eight Eeverend Stranger, who has been very good-naimedly playmg at ball with her 
for the last half-hour), And now I 'vB got to go in, Tm sorry to say. So I 'm afraid 
YOU ’ll have to go on Playing all by tottbselv 1 ” 


NOT ON VIEW AT THE BERLIN 
EXHIBITION. 

Collection of British Comic Songs on the 
snbj ect of the Emperor' s telegram to Krtiger, 

Press cuttings of Eoglish journals com- 
menting on the EIaiser’s diplomacy. 

Answer to the despatch oongratnlatii^ Pro- 
fessor Max Muller on the suooess of Oxford 
in the boat-race. 

Original of the letter supposed to have heeu 
written by one Illustrious Personage to another 
IlLustrlous Personage in reply to an alleged 
essay on “The Extraction of the Yoke of 
Eggs by Snetion.*’ 

List of engagements of H.I.M. for the day 
after to-morrow. 

Vote of thanks to H.IM. from all the 
University Professors, Bandmasters, Theatri- 
cal Managers. Ecclesiastioal Anthorities, 
Artists, and Experts in other branches of 
Art, Science, Theology, and Commerce living 
in Germany. 

Letters of cordial goodwill from Illastrions 
Personages to the Head of the Family, thank- 
ing H.I.M. for giving them an opportunity 
of leaving Berlin with a view to a lengthy 
sojourn elsewhere. 

And, finally, current number of Punch, or 
the Londori Charivaru 


‘ ‘ Pity the poor I ” men say, indeed, 

But for lack of money I may not speed I 

I am thrust aside the press among. 

For I am not forward at raising a row. 

The working-man, he is loud and strong. 

And the hnmpkin ’s good at the big dow- 
wow. 

Of half his rates they relieve him now. 
But my “ depression ” they do not heed, 

And for lack of money I may not speed I 

Of the Rnral Ratepaver they raise great ront. 

But the Rural Landlord must raise his rent I 
So I more money must fain fork out 
To help ratepayers in Surrey and Kent. 

1 must pay my rates and appear content. 
And it seems a hantle of theirs, indeed, 
Though for laok of money 1 may not Efpeed ! 


REAL RECIPROCITY. 

A Suggestion to Mr, Chaphn, 

Some islanders ’iis understood 
(Wit’s freakish fancy why be quashing f) 
Earned a precarious livelihood 
By taking in each other’s washing I 
0 Chaplin mine, financier fine, 

Friend of the interest tooralooral. 

Here is a hint as plain as print 
Whereby onr votes you may secure all. 

It must commend itself, and will. 

To urban and bucolic pates, 

If yon arrange, by a new Bill, 

We all shall pay each other* s rates ! 

From a Couistry Cobbespondbnt.— “ Sm, 
— A propos of your ‘ Common or Garden 
Rhymes’ in last week’s number, may 1 
suggest to you that when * Pairs ’ come in, 
‘ Gooseberries ’ are off ? 

“Yours, Due DE Berri.” 
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NEW REGULATION FOR THE SAFETY OF BICYCLISTS. 

A Mak with Bed Fdao jnrsT pbeoede all Hobseke»'. 


AUTHOR BAITING AND ITS REMEDY. 

{Perorations of the Press — Past and Prophetic,) 

.... Tbe OTutain fell amidst thunders of 
applause, and the approbation was repeated 
as each performer walked in turn in front of 
the footlights. At length there was a cry for 
“Author.” For a quarter of an hour that 
gentleman was conspicuous by his absence. 
When, however, he did appear, the yells of 
derision of a small minority were sufdcient to 
overwhelm the more favourable demonstra-* 
tion of the vast majority. But disorderly as 
the audience were, they were no worse than 
many a first night gathering in a West End 

temple of the drama. 

* « « # 

.... The judge having retired to his 
private room after delivering sentence, there 
was a demonstration in court, which lasted 
for some minutes. The jury cheered to the 
echo, and, fancying that they might require 
further assistance, his lordship returned to 
the bench. Then several persons at the back 
of the court commenced “bo-hooing,” and 
only desisted when the judge had made his 
final disappearance. For all that, his lord- 
ship had nobly done his duty, 

* * ♦ ♦ 

.... To the vast majority of the congre- 
gation the address of the eloquent ecclesiastic 
was entirely satisfactory. However, the reve- 
rend gentleman had scarcely retired to the 
vestry before there was a clamour for his 
reappearance. Two prominent persons in a 
front pew led the demonstration. The worthy 
clergyman, upon hearing the noise, looked 
out from behind the vestry door, when imme- 
diately there was heard the sound of hissing. 
And such is the portion of an orator at the 

close of the nineteenth century I 

* * # *' * 

.... In conclusion, much may be said in 
favour of the new “Bill to Prevent Insults 
to Authors in Theatres, &o.” On the other 
hand, it is only proper to point out that had 
the British Public sufficient self-respect, the 
coming statute would be unnecessary. With 
a right understanding on the subject, the 
truculent pitite and the graceless gallery boy 
would, on such occasion, both find an appro- 
priate bath in the horse-pond. 

Fair Weather Proeits,-— Those attached 
to the show at Earl’s Court, 


A HAUNTED HOUSE. 

[Lord Leighton’s house, pervaded by the 
spirit of a man and an artist, whose whole life 
was noble, dignified, and beautiful, filled with 
some of the most precious artistic treasures in the 
country, would make an ideal centre of interest 

Westminster Ptidget,] 

A HAUNTED house! Yet not by spooks and 
sprites, 

I/*ke Hood’s grim mansion, is this great 
honse haunted. 

Tiq a House Beautiful, home of delights, 

E onobliug memories, and charms enchanted. 
Here Leighton lived, and garnered what he 
loved, 

All shapes of splendour, and all forms of 
beauty. 

Its master, now to loftier realms removed. 
Leaves his loved home, and to his land 
a duty. 

We miss, this May, his presence bland, 
benign, 

Gone from the home he reared, the haUs 
he dowered 

With daintiest decoration, high design ; 

And now another London May hath 
fiowered 

His haUs are desolate ; the fountain sprays 
Its mounting silver, hut his voice is mute. 
Must it fade out, the light of brighter days. 
The loss of Leighton’s homo be absolute ? 
Were it not gracious work, and generous 
gain, 

I ITo save this shrine of Art from desecration, 
The huckster and the hammer? It were 
pain 

To see it lost to onr Art-lacking nation. 
Enough hath Babylon of the drearland dull, 
Ugliness lays grim hands onr civic state 
on. 

The purchase of this new House Beautiful 
Were honour both to London and to 
Leighton. 


“Pikes and Bikes.’’ 

{JBij a Poet,) 

In years gone by our sires would try 
To abrogate the highway “pikes.” 


“pikes.” 


No tolls to-day, can bar the way, 

But freeing of the road brought “ibikes” ; 
And there are many Northern Tykes, 

Who would prefer the “pikes” to hikes.” 


MOfit DEPRESSION ! 

Lear Mr Punch,— I want, with youi per- 
mission, to ventilate (odious word I) a real 
rural grievance. In all large towns “lifts ” 
are coming in; bat have you ever noticed 
how they are going out in the country ? I 
am an old pedestrian hand, and very often 
should be only too thankful for a lift in some 
kind of conveyance on the last few miles of 
my road ; yet, you will hardly credit it, never 
am I offered one ! 

Now why is this? In old novels one is 
always reading of somebody— usually the 
fair heroine- getting a “ cast in a waggon,” 
Where is dat waggon now? Of course, I 
don’t mean that a comfortable dog-oart 
would not be infinitely preferable to any 
waggon ever invented; but neither the one 
nor the other thinks of ofiering a “cast.” 

Somebody may argue that it ’s due to there 
being so few traps on country roads ; but no, 
there are heaps, and the drivers all seem in 
such a hurry they don’t even give a glance 
at a poor wayfarer. Talk of rural quiet! 
The ruth and tear along country roads is 
j worse than in town, 

I don’t ask that everybody walking along 
a lane should be offered a friendly seat ; only 
the obviously respectable, and as obviously 
tired, traveller has a claim. Even in this 
age of tramps, cycles, high rates, &c., the 
old rural civility need not be allowed to die 
out. Mr. Chaplin has given the farmer a 
lift. Let the farmer do the same for the poor 
toiler of the roads ! Long Lane. 


A Nursery Grace. 

['‘The Dowager Duchess of Abercohn has now 
120 descendants.”] 

Mr. Punch understands that your Grace 
Of descendants can reckon six score. 
Gentle lady, he hopes that your race 
May continue to give you yet more. 

And that they in their turn and in fulness of 
Time 

May consistently score in a nursery rhyme. 


Inexpiicarle Modesty.— Lord Dufferin 
claims to have the “ smallest volume in the 
world.” Nevertheless, we shall continue to 
look upon him as a very big man. 









Mat 9 . 1896 .] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 227 


AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 

No. 2, “With a flong” probably. By Q-rbiffenhaoen after 
‘VVsXSXliEB. 

No. 27. Legal Fiction.^^ (John) Doe and (Biohard) Eoe 
nibbling at an apple tree. Robert W. Macbeth, A. 

No. 33. “ Clouds o^er the Sea,^^ Remarkable picture of High 
Tide by Water-low. See^Waterlow. ' 

No. 47. “ The Widower^^ By J. B. Burgess, R.A. But for 
title should have described it as “ A Ticklish Situation” showing 
how a poor man in church hdd his nose to prevent himself from 
disturbing the congregation by a violent sneeze. 

No. 48. A lovely “ JDish of Prawns” taken by a Hook, R.A. 
Odd this. Prawns being prenerally taken by a net. 

The Sargent A., who is a General Portrait Painter of the First 
Order of Merit, gives us “ The Right Hon, Joseph Chamberlain^ 
Jf.P.,” 64 1 But Joseph can’t be that ! somewhere about 50 would be 
nearer the mark. Of course he has an orchid in his buttonhole, and 
is probably reading President Kruger’s reply, and saying to him- 
self, “ This is rather an orchid position for me ! ” Above his head 
Miss Elizabeth Whitehead has hung (65) “ Chrysanthemums^” 
which, if she had only thought of it, ought to have been orchids. 

The “ Reflections ” of W. Ct. Orchardson. R. A., (71) are charming. 
The “ Empire ” style has long ago proved, for him at least, the 
truth of the saying, “ H Empire c^est la paix ! ” or, translated, 
“ It is the Empire style that pays.” 

No. S3, Mr, Shannon’s Mrs, Baird is charming. Another and 
eoually correct title would be “ Missis Clothed,” not “ Missis 
Baird.” 

Mr. G. F. Watts, R.A., has given us an excellent likeness of 
Alfred Gilbert^ R,A,, Sculptor, Only Watts’s colours ran; so 
the dye has come ofE poor Gilbert’s tie and has stained his collar, 
which has therefore the appearance of having been made out of a 
reproduction, in linen, of the wUlow-pattem-plate tint. 

No. 99. Portrait oj Mrs, Frank Bibby, By Luke Fildbs, R.A. 
Decidedly “One of the Best.” Motto, words of popular song 
adapted— “Jolly I Omy! and the Bibby I ” 

No. 105, “ Golden October,” By J. MacWhirtee, R.A. To be 
classed not among “ the Sorrows ” but the “Joys of Whirter.” 

No. 111. Stanley Leighton^ M,P,, apparently considerably asto- 
nished at finding himself so admirably reproduced by our own Sir 
John Millais, Bart,, P.R.A. 

No. 121. Touching picture, by Hubert Herkomer, R.A , of 
nurse taking out invahd child just convalescent, “Hubert” was 
always kindly towards children. Witness his treatment of little 
Prince Arthur, Vide Shakspeabe's King John, 

No. 138. Monsieur de Blowitz, By Benjamin Constant. Is 
this a gift of the painter’s to Oar Leading Journal, which M. de 
Blowitz has so long and so admirably served ? If so, the inscrip- 
tion should be “ Constant to the Times,” 

With these few notes must end our first visit. We are delighted to 
see the veteran Sidney Cooper, B.A., at his best in 171, Among the 
Mountains in Skye” but of course not “ skye’d,” Also Frederick 
Goodall, R.A., getting away from Egypt, an unsafe place just now, 
to give us an English scene in “ The Shepherdess and her Flock,” 
It is difdcult for a Good-all to “ go one better,” but he has done it. 
We call attention to President Millais’ “ Marchioness of Tweed- 
dale” (280), which, as a speaking likeness, is not “Tweeddale-dumb.” 

Seymour Lucas makes Spanish Main” tell its own Spanish 
tale. See more Lucas in our next. 

No, 616. “ Richard Duke of Gloucester and the Lady Anne,” 
Another title, Dick and Anne; or, the Double Gloucester who 
thinks himself quite the Cheese^ and the Lady who has just lost a 
Sovereign,^ Had the artist needed a line of popular verse he would 
have used “ Dick awry ! Dick awry I Dock! For, if ever villain 
ought to have ended in a dock, and been found guilty, it was that 
accomplished scoundrel, “afterwards Richard the Third,” A mar- 
vellous work by Edwin A. Abbey, A. This will be the talk of the 
publio. The scene is in London, Wobably in the vicinity of West- 
minster, the'situation being from Richard the Thirds Act I., scene 1, 
and will entitle the American artist to be remembered ever after as 
“ Westminster Abbey.” This is the picture of the year. Most cer- 
tainly it is the very Abbeyest of “Abbey Thoughts.” 


The Blush, of Spring. 

[** As a whole, I heKeve Spring blushes for warmth.”— Afr. Grant Allen,'] 
“ The blush of Spring ” doth sound a pleasant thing. 

But if for “ warmth ” she blushes, proof is ample. 

That unto some who write and some who sing 
Spring sets a good example. 


Contributed by the “Sec.’^— “The Pop of a Champagne Cork 
is, tola thirsty soul, the best practical illustration of Fizzical Force,” 
Dernier mot de Pommery d son Gre-^o ? — si. 



THE BETTER PART OF VALOUR. 


Lecturer {at our Penny Reading), “ These Rats, when allowed to 
FALL UPON Paper that has been saturated with certain 
CHEMICALS, NAMELY, SULPHIDE OF CALCIUM, AND— AND PbNTA 

— BR— Pent— A— DE— BR Perhaps it will be more satisfactory 

IP the Gentleman in charge op the Limelight will kindly 
THROW the Word upon the Screen 1 ” 

[W.Jg . — He had provided the Slide in case of need, 

THE MILLIONS TO THE MILLIONAIEES. 

[The men of Walworth have “improred the occasion” of the death of 
Baron Hirsch by addressing an appeal to the millionaires of England.] 

Ye millionaires of England, how swellingly ye stand, 

(Whilst Chaplin of the glittering glass laments about the land 1) 
We working men of Walworth are pining for a park. 

And Baron Hirsch has set ye all a lesson ye should mark. 

The “ elevation of the poor” — ^by other means than drink— 

Were worthy work for millions like your own. What do you think ? 
Your “public spirit, looking out for means to help,” might nse 
The moral yielded by the tide of the Baron and the Jews I 

Ye millionaires of England, we number millions too, 

But ours are hungry months to fill npon a paltry screw 1 
We working men of Walworth axe often short of grub. 

Our only home is in a slum, our only joy, the puh. 

The difference between us, gents— as he may know who cares,— 
Is— that we are the Millions, whilst you ’re the Millionaires I | 

That difierence looks slight enough, 0 men big millions all worth, 
But if you ’d know its full extent— just come and visit Walworth I 


Compensation. 

“ There is nae luck aboot the House I ” 

Pipes “ Auld lang” Lecky, sour and pecky. 
Cheer up ! ’Twill not lack luck or wows. 

Till men must sing “ There is nae Lecky 1 ” 


Meredith, Morris, Harrison, Lecky, lanky I 
Genius great, fine talent, cleverness cranky I 
But for a blend of worship and sly raille^, 

Nought equalled the “ New Gtel” at the New Gallery 1 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED ESOM THE DIARY OF TOBY, MR. 

Home of Com7nons^ Monday, April 27.— House met to-day as 
usual at three o’clock ; adjourament of hasiaess automatic at clang 
! of midnight. Honse heing model business assembly, divided its 
opportxmity into two parts. Up to nine o’clock it talked about how 
it would do its business. At the end of sixth hour it got to 
work upon one of most important bills of Session; a measure 
Squibe oe Malwood describes as revolutionising system of local 
taxation, and He net Fowlek denouncas as the alternative iniqni- 
tously selected by Ministers, in place of taking of a penny from 
burden of long-sufering income-tax pay»T^ 

However this be, there is involved jn measure subvention of a 
million and a half a year, drawn from po jket of taxpayer paid into 
pocket of agiicaltural ratepayer. To ordinary intelligence seems 
moreusefcd to discuss this than to question whether private Members’ 
time is or is not being taken earlier than usual this Session. House, 
of course, is far above range of average intelligence. It knows best, 
and it gave six freshest hours of sitting to animated dioussion of 
order of procedure, leaving dregs of sitting to discussion of Agricul- 
tural Hating Bill, 

Nor is this all calculated to dumbfounder Average Intelligence, 
represented by Man in Strangers’ G-allery, Whilst procedure under 
discussion benches crowded. In one division 463 voted. Laughter 
and cheers from time to time rang through House. When the 
seemd reading Hating Bill came on, beggarly array of empty benches 
fronted Squire oe Blaueney, as he frizzled up Shaw-Leeevbe 
vainly trying to hide himself in a top-coat under Gallery. Taitnee 
so touched by this lamentable condition of affairs that, in midst of 
one of SaTTiRE’s towering sentences, he moved a Count. Members 
trooped in in numbers suflioient to make a House, but fed from the 
wrath yet to come from Blaneeet, It was all meaut for Shaw- 
Leeevbe; hut spluttering sparks are not discriminating in their 
fall, and Members were safer outside, 

Shaw-Leeevre not a Member of the House now, or of course 
wouldn’t be under the Gallery. Is President of Hoyal Commis- 
sion on Agriculture still sitting. Under Chaplie’s lead it muti- 
nied; put the Captain under hatches; then marooned him and 
altered the log-hook. Castaway rescued by passir g whaler ; worked 
his way home ; wrote letter to newspapers attacking Chaelbst and 
his Bill. The SacrntE now rejoins with terrific force. 

Doesn’t seem t ) have much to do with second reading of Agricul- 
tprd Puating Bill, but is quite in keeping with the genus of the 
sitting. Business dme* — Talkee-talkee. 

Tuesday r—'Eo more morning sittings. The Assyrian of Treasury 
Bench has come down like a wolf on the fold of the private Member ; 
eaten up his last ewe lamb, ffaffy tail and aU. Bitter complaints, 
more particularly of earliness of raid. Private Member, accustomed 
to being bullied, argues that at least he might have been left alone 
a little longer, 

“Never knew such thing done before Whitsuntide,” says 
OSBOENE MoEUAIT. 

“Thank your stars it isn’t before Easter,” says the Sqttibe of 
Malwood, who is iu ominously cheerful mood. “ Hemiads me of a 
story O'Nfill Datjbt used to tell. Politically a dreadful man 
Daunt, Worse than Daviti ; but great friend of Lecex’s. Must 
therefore^ he respectable mau. Story about widow of Irish 
farmer riding home from her husband’s funeral on crupper of a 
ii®i&hbour’s horse. When they had trotted about quarter of 
mile from last resting-place of first husband, the farmer asked the 
widow to marry him. ‘ Of course I will,’ she said. * Why didn’t 
you speak sooner?’ That’s what I say to Prince Aethue. He 
ernes down on 27th of April and takes last vestige of Private 
Mahers’ time, ‘ Why didn’t you speak sooner,’ I ask him.” 

This, the first approoriated day, uised to push forward second 
reading Agrioultnral Hating Bill,^ Great interests touched. As 
Don Jose, whilst still iu state of sia, described situatiou. Ministers 
are robbing Petee to pay Paul— Petbe beir g the landless millions, 
Paul the many-acred landlord. Jnsuch oireumstance might expect 
benches crowded; House sesthing with excitement. Onontrary, 
benches empty, save for Members who had prepared short essays, 
and jump up en masse in effort to catch Seeaeee’s eye when 
another, having finished reading his paper, drops the envied orb. 

Only one man rises above level of depressing circumstances. 
ROBSON, stirs sluggish pool with breezy speech. Admirable 
in matter, delivered straight out from the shoidder. Best thing yet 
done by new Member. Saee, nothing if not precise, says Hobson 
^t new Mernher, hut second-hand. Been in before. That is trifling. 
He IS new with this Parliament, and if he spares time to its debates 
wiU make his mark in it. But no man can serve two masters, 
especially when one is the insatiable House of Commons. 

Hobson spoke without a note. Finch-Hatton had a sheaf, and 
they DMed him in their abundance. It was the dawn that did it. 
In quietude of study. Finch had bom to him quite new idea about 


“dawn of better times” heralded by Squieb oe Blanknet’s Bill. 
This, of course, to he introduced at end of speech. Somehow or 
other notes got mixed. The dawn turned up in the middle of night, 
as it were, just at the time where Finch meant to be telling the 
House a few quite proper stories about life in Australia. One mis- 
fortune led to another. There was Tyre and Sidon, with the close 

bearing of their history on 
our system of agricultural 
rating; would have made 
^ admirable point ; hut one 

sheet having got wrong, all 
the rest were out of gear; 
Tyre and Sidon came in in 
h 1 he wrong century. Then the 

m f dawn, with quite uncanny 

al>ruptness, turned up again, 
and Finch, “welcoming it 
with open arms,” as he said, 
^ ‘ gi sat down, 

M jfj “ All very well to laugh at 

’ W " Fxnchey,” said Saee: ^^‘hut 

■ M " - quite right. Iu old 

' yr times of all-night siltioga 

' yv I ' ^ stretching 

* ^ himself to welcome dawn 

, \ y / - with open arms; and open 

y ; mouth too. We used to call 

^ it yawning. But Finchbt is 

^ r l\ \ <^ poetic to put it that way.” 

I V \ ^ Business done , — Debate on 

i - Y 1 Agricultural Hating Bill. 

I ? Bay, 2 A. jf, -Second 

yy ^ reading Agricultural Hating 

I / swinging 

\ w I ' "M) majority. Had been big talk 

V f I ' all-night sitting. Members 

‘ Q hurrying home or out to din- 

froze the social circle with 
gloomy countenance. “Not 

ii-ts-n, Q.U. all night listening to 


Breezy and Brilliant. 
E-ls-n, Q.C. 


reiterated argument, or walking round and round the lobby as if it 
were a lap in a ten-mile heel-and-toe match, but it must be done. 
Country expects it, and no mau should shirk his duty.” 

So they moodily sipped an extra glass of port and went off, ready 
to suffer all things, even ^frilled hones and devilled kidneys between 
two and three in the morning. 

But present House isn’t up to all-night sittings. By one o’clock, 
when J oKiM resumed seat after lively rouud with Squire of Malwood, 
there were hungry cries for the division. Lou&h moved adjournment. 
Prince Arthur pouncfd. Where there is amendment to original 
question. Closure involves three divisions. Each division takes 
from fifteen to twenty minutes. So, early on this May morning, 
round and round the division lobbies we went, as our forefathers 
footed it round the maypole. By putting on s^iurt. got through this 
process of legislation just inside fifty minutes ; and so home to bed, 
;^th proud consciousness of having literally walked the Agricultural 
Hating Bill past a second reading, 

Sark has given Akees-Douglis private notice of his intention to 
aj^k whether, in view of saving public time, there would be any 
objection to laying down cycle tracks in division lobbies. Has, with 
his usual thoroughness, gone into figures; finds that, without 
puttmg on dangerous speed, at least eight minutes would he saved on , 
evwy division ; equal in Session of orfinary duration to nine days. ' 
Business done, — Agricultural Hating Bill read second time, 
by 333 votes against 166. ' 

Friday — There was a M<>mber of the 1874 Parliament who 
made a reputation by concluding his speech with the remark, “ And 
now Mr, Speaker, I will sit down by saying.” To-night, Caldwell 
beat him hollow. As usual in Committee of Supply, he was well to 
^nt, saying nothing in speeches of prodigious length. Stuaet- 
Woetlet, in Chair, kept tight grip upon him. 

I must remind the hon. Member,” he said, after Caldwell had 
been rambling round for twenty minutes, “ of the standing order 
against tedious repetition.” 

‘‘I only just finishing up,” Caldwell pleaded. 

Y € s.^t you ’ ve Ion g since finished up your audience,” responded 
Stuart- W oETiEY. This, of course, sotto voce, 

hour later, he again came in contact with the inexorable Chair. 
Called to order, he shewed disposition to argue point. Hebuked 
with increased sternness, he said, “ Of course, Mr. Stuaet-Woetley, 
I aji perfe<rtly willing to sit down npon the point.” 

‘ sinful, lavish, extravaganoe,” said Saez, really affected. 
It was the only point in hia remarks, and he sat npon it 1 ” 

Business done , — ’Votes in Supply. 
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OUE BOOKING-OmOE. 

The Yellovj Booh has reached 
its ninth volume, and appears in 
the merry, merry spring-time 
with a new front cover and title- 
page by Mrs. Percy Dearmee; 
which name I would re - write 
“ Mrs. Per se Dreamer,” for the 
designs are of that grotesque, 
fantastic stuff that dreams are 
made of. Inability to admire them A 

is my loss — somehow, E. H. 

Nbw^s “ SUnstead Abbots” is J 

delighifal. We know that typical 'A 

old-fashioned village, be it called ^ 

by any other name. Mr. J. E 
Southall’s “Night ” (dated 1894) 
is as bard in drawing as it is to Vy/ 
understand. Why should a female 
with classically bound hair and - 

white classic drapery, surrounded 
by signs of the zodiac, ail white 
on a grey ground, be the repre- 
sentative of “Night” ? Unless 
the artist inter d-^d us to under- / 

stand that, though he was showing h). 

a drawing li^ht-tinted, he was 
yet “ keeping it dark.” 

“Oh where are the pip 38 of 
Pan?” asks Mr. Richard Le > 

G-allienne, in his “ Fonr Prose ^ 

Fancies.” At certain corners of 
certain streets, at certain times, 

Mr. Le G-allienne may hear the 
pipes of Pan with drum acoom- 
paniment, and may witness the ’ 

performance of the immortal tijTQ. 

drama of Signor Puncxnello and 
his eiuLTA translated into right 
good English of the “ Stratford- 
-atte-Bow kind.” Then shall Richard 
(Le G-ailiene) he himself again, and, 
returning to his home, shall he write, in 
his own inimitable style, the true story of 
Punch and Judy. 

What has the Baron to say of The Saveloy 
—no, beg pardon. The Savoy— 2, for 
April, edited by Arthur Symons, and 
illnstrated by one Aubrey Beardsley - 
Weirdslby ? Wonderful — most won- 
derful I “But as it takes my breath 
away,” says the Baron, “and paralyzes 
my writing hand, I am compelled to reserve 
my criticism.” 

No wise collector will fail to secure for 
his library Mr. Tube’s most complete, ex- 
haustive, and exhausting History of the 

















Horn-hooh^ in two volumes, 
edition de luxe» The account 
is most interesting, illustrating 
history, and bringing the reader 
in touch with the new - bom 
yearning for “ something popu- 
lar to read,” and for that 
craving for news of the day which 
has been developing in England 
since the fourteenth century, and 
is not likely to be satisfied until 
centuries themselves have passed 
out of all record of time. ^‘To a 
hint in PunohP says Mr, Tuer 
in a prefatial note, “are due the 
real horn-books, &c. , stowed away 
in the cover of this work,” 

Mr. Bunch is delighted to have 
been thus taken at his word, and 
hereby heartily congratulates Mr. 
Tube on the highly satisfactory 
result of his labour as exhibited 
in the present volumes issued by 
the Leadenhall Press. 

The Baron. 


“ labby” reit^ct i-Mt. la- 
bouchere, M.P., desires that the 
Chartered South African Com- 
' V pany should have no more power 

than that possessed by a Tyre 
" -■ " Wheel Association, and he also 

insists on the extinction of 
Rhodes. Now of what possible 
use would a bicycle enterprise be 

* ’Oh, did you see a Gentleman on a Bicycle as you came without roads ? 








“No; BUT I SAW A Man sithno at the bottom: of the Hill 

MENDINU AN OLD UMBRELLA 1 ” 



liijs niiiii Highly Probable,— T here is 

a strong monarchical and impe- 

j rial feeling against bicyclists. It 

is not unlikely that from the Most Exalted 
Quarter will be issued a manifesto denounc- 
ing all practicEd bicyclists, without excep- 
tion, as causing so many revolutions. 

Why Bar any?— Mr, Buncombe, M.P,, 
is introducing a Barmaid’s Bill to the House 
of Commons. Without any trouble he could 
also collect a Barmaid’s Dick, Tom, Harry, 
Jim, Bob, Ted, and even Percy. Speci- 
mens on view all over the country. 

Paradoxical,— There were no fireworks 
during the North Aberdonian election con- 
test ; yet the result was, in the main, due 
to Pirie-teohnicB. 


CHARITY COVERS A MULTITUDE OE-CUPIDS. 

Scene — A Conservatory, Time — The Ball in Aid of the Disabled 
Dustmen at the commencement of the London season, Edwin 
and .^gelina discovered in earnest conversation, 

Angelina {softly). It is so sudden 1 I really cannot give an 
answer now. 

Edwin {with fervour). But this is the only opportunity we have 
for discussion, unless by some lucky chance you and your people 
are going to the theatricals for the Octogenarian Organ Grinders, 

Angelina {reluctantly). Yes, we shall be there. But then at an 
amateur pertormanoe it is so difficult to he confidential. 

Edwin, I understand yon. Well, then, shall we not meet at the 
dance organised for the assistance of the Convalescent Charwomen? 

Angelina, I suppose so. We go year after year. But I should 
rather have a little more time. Ton are so impatient. 

Edwin {earnestly). Yes, for rr^ fate depends upon your reply. 
Well, then, there is the Bereaved Basket Makers on Tuesday week. 

Angelina, Yes, hut again we may be disturbed; and it is 
possible we may not come. Papa says the charity was exposed in 
Veracity, 

Edwin, Well, are yon going to the “ At Home” of the Poor Piano 
Players ? 

Angelina, Again, I feai, we shall not. The benefaction was 
exposed, so my father told me, in that most excellent musical journal, 
The Lyre, 


Edwin {wounded), I believe you are laughing at me 1 You are 
making excuses because you do not wish to save me from despair ! 

Angelina (seriously). Ton wrong me! And to show yon that I do 
not deserve your reproaches, I will give you a fixture. What are 
you doing on Thursday fortnight ? 

Edwin, Nothing. But if you keep me longer in suspense, I 
will not answer for the consequences. 

Angelina (smiling). Foolish feUowI But you shall have my 
answer then. We are going to a function appropriate to the 
occasion — the Festival of the Melancholy Monomaniacs. But see, we 
are separated. \_Enter Angelina’s People^ and Curtain, 


SORTES SHAKSPBARIANiE AGAIN. 

“ Parting is such sweet sorrow ! ’’—This forebodes 
Bull’s sorrow at the Parting of the Rhodes 

Idea of Shareholders in Company starting to renovate 
Bicycle Tires.— That they will re-tire with a fortune. 

Site for Home for Unmuzzled Dogs. — ^Muzzle {i.e, MusweU) 
Hfll. ■ 

An “Explosive” Cabinet,— T he Mriinite Ministry, 


VOL. cx. 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

^Tom Hood "as a Poet. 

Tidbbe has lately been fssncd a new edition 
of the poems of Thomas Hood, and here and 
there a reviewer has thought it worth his 
while to devote a cursory line to the revived 
memory of the dead i^et. Some of these 
notices were symnathetic ; some hinted that 
Hood’s fame, su5i as it was, rested rather 
on his skits, his word-contortions, and his 
playful fooling, than on his serious efforts : 
and one went so far as to quote a beautiful 
verse from the “ The Haunted House,” with 
the surprising comment that ‘^this sounds 
strange at the present day.” Yery few, 
however, seemed to think that the compilers 
of his poems (my edition hears date 1857) 
were justified in the belief, which they ex- 
pressed in their short and touching preface. 
“ that in any future recital of the names of 
writers who have contributed to the stock of 
genuine English poetry, Thomas Hood will 
find honourable mention.” 

But surely the belief is justified. No man, 
it was said of G-bat, ever passed over to the 
immortals with a smaller bundle under his 
arm. Hood’s bundle is almost as small as 
Gbat’s, but, such as it is, it has passed him 
through into the green fields and happy 
regions just as surely as if he had staggered 
in \vith a huge load upon his shoulders. He 
has thought and feeling, he has music, he 
has time’s great antiseptic, style ; there is in 
his verse the sense of tears in mortal things, 
there is elevation, there is a deep and sincere 
piety, and there is the refinement which goes 
hand-in-hand with power and insight. 
Where shall you find a better equipment for 
an immortal f 

To write indifferent sonnets is as easy as 
throwing pebbles into the sea ; to write good 
sonnets is a tremendous task, and few are 
those who have performed it, and have been 
able to fix a shining truth or a genuine 
emotion in a perfect setting of fourteen 
musical lines. Hood’s efforts in this direc- 
tion were all good, and two of them are, to 
my mind, supreme. Take, for example, this 
sonnet on Death:— 

It is not death, that sometime in a sigh 
This eloquent breath shall take its speechless flight ; 
That sometime these bright stars, that now reply 
In Sunlight to the Sun, shall set in night ; 

That this warm conscious flesh shall perish quite, 
And all life’s ruddy springs forget to flow ; 

That thoughts shall cease, and the immortal spright 
Be lapp’d in alien clay and laid below ; 

It is not death to know this, but to know 
That pious thoughts, which visit at new graves 
In tender pilgrimage, will cease to go 
So duly and so oft,~and when grass waves 
Over the past-away, there may be then 
No resurrection in the minds of men. 

AjiTD here is my second example, a sonnet 
in the same sad vein of submission to fate 
and circumstance and obliterating forgetful- 
ness:— 

Silence. 

There is a silence where hath been no sound, 

There is a silence where no sound may be. 

In the cold grave, under tbe deep, deep sea, 

Or in wide desert where no life is found. 

Which hath been mute, and still must sleep pro- 
found ; 

No voice is hush’d— no life treads silently, 

But clouds and cloudy shadows wander free, 

Thst never spoke over the idle ground : 

But in green ruins, in the desolate walls 
Of antique palaces, whore Man hath been, 

Though the dun fox, or wild hy®na, calls, 

And owls that flit continually between 
Shriek to the echo, and the low winds moan, 

There the true Silence is self-conscious and alone. . 



This kind of thing, no doubt, “sounds 
strange at the present day,” but its strange- 
ness is dne to the fact that onr ears have 
grown unused to the sound of so pnie a note, 
struck with so certain a hand. Truly it may 
be said of Hood in tbe words of another of 
his own sonnets :— 

Tet few there he who pipe so sweet and loud, 

Their voices reach us through the lapse of space : 
The noisy day U deafened by a crowd 
Of undistinguished bii-ds, a twittering race ; 

But only lark and nightingale forlorn 
Fill np the silences of night and mom. 

But read, also, “The Haunted House,” 
which our pert critic fouud so strange. Is 
there in aU poetry a finer example of mys- 
tery, of eeriness, of midnight feeling in that 
troubled half-sleep, in -wnioh strange sounds 
strike upon the startled ear with a sense of 
portent, and the shadows grow and grow 
until they assume ghostly and terrific shapes. 


Unhinged the iron gates half open hung, 

Jarred by the gusty gales of many winters, 

That from its crumbled pedestal had flung 
One marble globe in splinters. 

^ Hit ^ ^ ^ 

But awfully the truant shunned the ground, 

The vagrant kept aloof and daring poacher ; 

In spite of gaps that through the fences round 
Invited the encroacher. 

For over all there hung a cloud of fear, 

A sense of mystery the spirit daunted. 

And ssiid as plain as whisper to the ear, 

The place is Haunted. 

But space fails me, and I must resume the 
consideration of Hood’s poems on another 
occasion. 

Babueh Hohoue Indeed'.!—** The Sul- 
tah’s” honour (the €h:and Cordon of the 
Medjidieh) for M. Gambon, French Ambassa- 
dor. 

Here is a riddle it were hard to guess ! 

How can on® give what he does not possess/f 
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p Wiy, if yen’ll believe me, the last time I appeared in public (which, 

OUT Or DAT t ■ between ourselves, is more years ago than I care to mention), 1 wasn’t 

A Dialogue of the Dead, recognised, Sir, nobody knew who I wsl They took me for some 

. « , X T -n r * pmchbeck politician— I always hated Parliament— or the Sultan of 

Scene— -4 cohwehhy corner in ^me e Lumber -Koow. Leaning Turkey, or a low murderer, I ’m hanged if I know whom they didn't 
despondently against the wall is a tall pyramidal fo^^m covered jjj ^0 fQj. j annoyed me so much that I made up my mind to 

with withered foliage, with a square aperture in the centre, retire. I often think now I was too hasty, and I don’t say that if 
through which a spectral face is dimly visible. On the sneij they were to come and offer me a starring engagement on my own 
close by is seated a figure in a mash and a paper coched-hat, terms, give me my fill of fireworks, a new rig out from top to toe— 
somewhat carelessly dressed in other respects, and apparently j always been rather a stickler for accuracy in costume — one of 
lost in meditation, its head sunk on its breast and its legs limply these automotor ears to take me round, and an escort of Horse Guards, 

dangling, ^ 1 don’t say I mightn’t think twice before I said no. But there, I ’m 

The Pyramid ito itself). Shall I speak to him or not ? He ’s not not sure ; I never was fond of publicity, and being stared at and 




quite the sort of person I should care to be intimate with. 

after all, we ’ve both been 

here some years now, and a 

civil remark doesn’t commit 

one to anything. (Aloud,) 

Aheml Could you tell me 
what month this is, Sir? 

Extraordinary thing, but I ’ve 
quite forgotten. 

The Mash, Eh? What W* . 
month? Why, let me see— ^ 
one loses count here, but I ^l\ ‘T \ 
fancy we ’re getting near mmr ^ •} 

November. . 

The Pyramid (disap- 
pointed), November ! Surely 
you mean May? I— I ’ve a 
motive in asking, because I— 

well, I ’ve some idea of get- "^^51 T 

ting a company together on /; -i .'//// 

the First, to go on tour with , r jl 

me in my celebrated character ' ■ ■ ■ 'j// . 

of “ Jack in the Green, or the i ■ / '4 \\ 

Tree Spirit.” I don’t know ' , , ; / ' /?' L 

if you’re in the profession i 'j ' j/ /,yi 

yourself, by the way ? I 

The Mash, Is it possible "ir 

that you have never heard of ' , 

my famous impersonation of 
“Guroo Fawses,” in “the y 

Gnnpowder Plot that shall 
never be forgot ” ? I am 

immense in it, my boy, im- iwM 

mensel Time was when I WMmmktMl ^ 

drove my own donkey-harrow, 

though even in a kitchen chair, g 

with the bottom ont, there was ‘ ij 

a fire about my rendering cf III 

the part that But I dare- j Illl wW^ m 

say you ’ve seen me. 7 l/jl 

The Pyramid, I— I go out ' j j / 

£0 little now. I ’m afraid I ’ ve _ , l i I j ' 

never had the advantage of ' f 11 ' f-i/m 

seeing you. When do you— er 
—give your performance ? ^ 

The Mash, You must ha /■'. '■/ / 

more verdant than you look, ‘ / • j ; 

dear hoy, or you would i e ' / / 1 

aware that I make my annual 
reappearance every Fifth of i, j 

Novemher-hy particular de- ^ 

.{.A ClI- . .Ir... J ? I- .. , - - 


P|i« 










But, i shouted after, and then, the late hours, and the heat and the glare 

I really don’t know if I should 
feel up to facing it all again, 
r j The Pyramid, I hear the 

X 1 j Socialists are getting up a May 

» / Day Demonstration, or some- 

thing. If they were to ask 
me to join, I might. That is, 
if I don’t hear from the chim- 
ney-sweeps first. Tt must he 
near the end of April. My 
we^tliootiiig, as they 
'1'' always do m Spring. 

' ilfasS. Spring 1 Ton 

The ilasTc, Tou’re the oldest 

your paidon, Mr, Time, hu^ 
could you oblige us with the 

Time, Wednesday, May the 
Thirteenth. 

over I ^ it ’s^of no^on^equence^ 

pose ther^ have been no in- 

^ The Mash, Or for me ? 
e in it, my boy, immense I ” Nothing — er — settled about 

the Fifth? November wiU he 








“ I am immense in it, my boy, immense I ” 


t xi. .3- , -r, tneniiiiiir i^iovemuer win ue 

cnt 6 nff?’flb?n?wA ^ .think I ve some press- on us soon now, you know, and I like to be beforehand, dear hoy— I 

wr^f ^ It’^m^^^shaving ^ I ^ ^oidd say Mr. Time. Always like to make my arrangements hefore- 

First. But you’ll excuse Time (not unkindly), I haven’t heard of any inquiries for either of 

hftV 6 TL?»fiiTo/! -fTAw several years, and you you at present. And, it you’ll take my advice, you won’t bother 

^ V yourselves about dates and anniversaries up here Wie out of all 

And h^Wav that now, you know. [JTe leaves the Lumber Loom, 

show- ^ The Pyramid, After aU, it generally used to rain on the First. 


And then vnn app n i-w. ^nome, jin laci, I'm not sure JL snau venture out m any case. 

lu the Gr^n— Well, you must he What are you snivelling about inside there ? 

without a SSaoine lord^ SwirYoSit ^ on the road ThePyramid, I’mnotsnivelliag— any more than you are. And you 

I brass ladle a clovm for tbp ^ t pleasant to feel we ’re forgotten. 

' dS?t know wW rm^ T\Mash, We’re not forgotten. It’s a plot, Sir, adeliherate 

earine* to fivmhohHP oi ' + ]^ople seem to ^ve Mt off underhand conspiracy to keep the Public in ignorance of our exist- 

somefow ’l donM jeptatioii and of Spring once. Now if ttere’s one thing I deapiae and abominate, it’s a 

Md^ S’him! ' “ ™ cbimney-awe^ left with any real plot! But I’ll nnmask ’em. Sir.Vl’U— 

TA? TJT/mZ- Tfin.! V D- nxL ■ ... [Se exphdes with wrath M scene dotes in. 

■n-iS! Z “J. line. Sir. The ignorance of the 

Pahlic on the leading event m the history of our country is something 

ep ora e. is owing to those confounded Board Schools. Sir. A very dampings Diplomatist. — Sit Jacobus db Wet. 
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[COMMON OE GARDEN RHYMES. 

Ill,— T he Fallen Ash. 

WsTEN the summer hreeze goes More fragrant than lime, more 
whispering hy, straight than fir — 

When the wintry tempests crash, I make no assertion rash ; 

Be it mine to light on so fair a I have watched it grow, sol onght 


sight 

As the grey- stemmed mighty 
ash! 

As I loll in my hammock I banish 
care, 

I forget the want of cash, 

And naught I lack, as I lie right 
back 

And gaze on the mighty ash. 

Far down in the valley the zephyrs 
play 

O’er the leafy woodland plash. 


to know 

The points of the mighty ash. 

But all in a moment the Fates 
conspire 

Man s dearest hopes to dash ; 

Yon may scarce look round, when 
along the ground 

Low lies the mighty ash ! 

It is not the hurricane's tearing 
blast, 

Nor the deadly lightning 
flash. 


Yet I may not see any woodland Bat an ill-timed jar to a good 
tree cigar 

To compare with the mighty ash. That fells the mighty ash I 


PLEASURES FOR PRISONERS. 

“In order to carry out certain recommendations of the recent 
Committee on Prisons, the directors of convict piisons have decided 
that lectures on scientific and interesting subjects shall be periodi- 
cally given,” Such is the announcement in the Press. Jfr. Punchy 
always ready to assist in furfcheiing the wishes of the Public, begs to 
set an examination paper that may be answered by the criminals to 
whom the first series of studies will be addressed, 

t He assumes that the lecturer wiU select topics 
appropriate to the tastes of his hearers, 

1. Give a short account of any two of the 
following heroes of romance. Jack Sheppard^ 
Claude Duval^ the Marchioness de Brin-- 
miners^ Colonel Bloody Richard Turpin^ and 
“ Three^fingered JachP 
2, Supposing that you wished to enter a 
dwelling-house when all the occupants were 
fast asleep and all the doors and windows were 
securely closed, what scientific method would 

^ 3. What is a “ jemmy ” ? Explain its use. 

4. Was Jack Ketch a real person, or only a 
type or a myth? 

6. Write all you know of Jonathan JFild, 
Blueskin, Bill Sykes, and Titus Oates, 

6. In what novels (giving the names of 
' their authors) do' the following characters 
figure. Paul Clifford, the Artful Dodger, 
Barry Lyndon, and Faginf 

T. Give a description of the costumes worn during the last three 
hundred years in Her Majesty’s gaols, 

8. Why are the polioe called “ coppers ” P When did they change 
their “ toppers ” for a helmet ? What had the first Sir Robebt Peel 
to do with the force ? 

9, What are the advantages and disadvantages of a tieket-of- 
leave, a pair of handcuffs, and an alibi f 
10, Describe Portland, Portsmouth, Dartmoor, and Holloway, 

11. Write out the menu of the regulation dinner of a first-class 
misdemeanant, a felon undergoing penal servitude in his third year, 
and a person sentenced to seven days’ imprisonment with hard labour. 

12, Supposing (as most probably will be the case) that football and 
cricket are soon permitted in prisons “ to relieve the monotony of 
the life of convicts undergoing long sentences” (see Committee on 
Prisons’ Report), how will you, when the happy time arrives, pit 
establishment against establishment F For Instance, should an eleven 
from Newgate meet the First Sixteen from Springfield Gaol, Chelms- 
ford ? If not, why not ? 

13, How should a prisoner desiring speedy release comport himself 
in the presence of the governor, the head gaoler, and the chaplain ? 

14. Give an amusing description of “skilly,” “three months’ 
hard,” and “the crank.” 

15. What is meant by “ the march of civilisation” ? Show how 
civilisation has paid less attention to the pauper than the thief. 

16. When the lecturer asked you at the close of his paper to 
“ kindly testify your satisfaction in the customary manner,” did you 
regret the absence of brickbats? 

17. Do you think the “ scientific and interesting ” series to which 
you have just listened has “ raised your moral tone,” or do you con- 
sider it “ all tommy rot” ? 


THE LONDON RATEPAYER'S VADE MECUM, I 

Question, Can you define rates ? 

Answer, k. good citizen may oaU them “proper expenditure,” a 
man of business “ unnecessary e'tils.” They are considered by many 
a means whereby the aristocratic renter of a mansion is made to 
sink below the financial level of an artisan residing in lodgings, 

Q. By whom are rates controlled ? 

A, By the Vestry, with the assistance of the School Board and the 
County Council. 

Q, Does an average London ratepayer belong to any or all of these 
bodies ? 

A, No, he does not, as the expense of entering the two last is 
not compensated by; the prestige ^ 

secured by admission, and the 
idea of posturing in the first is 
considered preposterous. 

Q. And yet, does not the com- ' i' 

fore of the average London rate- 
payer depend upon the Vestry ? I 

A, Undoubtedly; but for all 
that, he refuses to sit in it. ^ 

Q. Why does the average Lon- n 

don ratepayer pursue this appa- 
rently suicidal course? 

A, Because he is under the 
impression that, even were he 
elected, he would be outvoted in 
the Council Chamber and the " 

Committee room. 

Q. Is this impression justified 

A, To a large extent ; as, taking 

the average London ratepayer as a professional man, who pays on a 
ratage of £100 a year and upwards, such a man’s vote, if recorded, 
would be swamped in the votes of the scores of husbands of small 
lodging-house keepers. 

Q, What has been the result of this strange apathy ? 

A, That the rates cf the metropolis have risen during the last few 
years by leaps and bounds. 

Q. But has not this increase been accompanied by proportional 
improvement ? 

A, A few streets have been widened, and a number of cMldren 
have acquired an educational standard unsuitable to their station. 

Q, Has not the widening of the streets been the feat of the County 
Council ? 

A, It has, and the performance has been accompanied by the 
mulcting of the ratepayers to an extent entirely unknown to the 
London Board of Works. 

Q, But is not the London County Council an improvement upon 
the much abused and rightly obsolete body to which you have just 
referred ? 

A, It is not so considered by the clearest-headed of Londoners. 

Q, Surely the London County CouncQ has high ideals ? 

A, The loftiest. But, fortunately for Londoners, those ideals are 
restrained by the sobering influence of a matter-of-fact Parliament. 

Q. With the London County Council in power, is it not probable 
that some day the streets of the metropolis may be paved with gold ? 

A, Such a scheme would, no doubt, obtain the hearty support of 
an influential section of that autocratic body. 

Q, And how would the plan be carried into effect ? 

A, Like every other “improvement,” at the expense of the rate- 
payers 

Q, Then, under all the circumstances of the case, what advice 
would you tender to the London householder ? 

A, To give up his residence in town, and live in the country. 

Q. And why would you tender this counsel ? 

A, That he might avoid the rates, and thus escape bankruptcy. 

Noble Six Hundred ! I 

Or, Wisdom Between Wickets, 

Time’s a mere mental figment, sages say, 

That sounds a paradoxical position ; 

But half-a-dozen “ centuries” in one day. 

Seems evidence for the metaphpician. 

So if they ’d pierce the psychologic thicket, 

Philosophers had better study Cricket I 

Fishustu l 2 aTELLieENCE.“-“ Crab ” catching is now in full swing 
on the Thames. Between Hampton Court and Teddington Lock on 
Sunday afternoons the sport was never brisker. 

Real “ Felt Want.”— A hat of felt that does not make a man 
look either a “bounder” or a “buffer.” 
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DUTCH-ETJM-MUN MW. 

{By Telegraj^h from owr Special QorrespcvidenU) 

Pretoria^ May 9, 1896. 

* Tms momiug three of the leading citi- 
zens of Johannesburg, Messrs. John Brown, 
David Jones, and Donald Eobinson, were 
found guilty of lese^majesti towards Presi- 
dent P-L Oliver Cromwell Kr-o-e, and 
sentenced to death. Great excitement pre- 
vails, and a petition, signed by all the Dit- 
landers, has been ^ sent to the G-rm-n 
Emp-r-r, prayicg him to intercede for the 
condemned men.” 


TOO MUCH CULTURE. 

Simphinison (an enthv&iast cCbovi the old Italyx/n MoiAteTs ), ** By the way, Sir Robert, did 
YOU EVER SEE OflIARO OSOURO'S MASTER-PIKOB, THE JUDOMENT OF SoiOMON ! ” 

Royal Academician. ** I think not. Abb you quite sure about the Painter's Name ? ” 
SimpJcinson, “Oh yes. 1 saw the Picture at Christie’s, you know. It was de- 
scribed IN THE Catalogue as *The Judgment of Solomon, a splendid example oe 
Obiaro Oscuro * 1 


Pretoria^ May 11, 1896. 
“{There is a general belief that Brown, 
Jones, and Robinson will escape capital 
punishment, but be condemned to fourteen 
years’ imprisonment in lager, and confiscation 
of all their property,” 

Pretoritty May 12, 1896, 

“ The British Colonial Secretary has tele- 
graphed to President P. 0. C. Kr-g-r, 
imploring him to spare the Uves of Brown, 
Jones, and Robinson^ ofieiing ample indem- 
nity. The President is considering the situa- 
tion, and has drawn extensively on his coffee 
allowanee. The prisoners are allowed to see 


their friends at the rate of £5 a*minute during 
each interview.” 

Pretoria^ May 13, 1896. 
“To-day President P-l Oliver Crom- 
well Kr-g-r gave his decision re Messrs. 
Brown, Jones, and Robinson, Each of the 
condemned men was fined a dollar, hut I 
believe I am correct in saying that the private 
indemnity amounts to £30,000. There was 
great rejoicing among the Uitlanders when 
the result became known, and the President’s 
clemency is universally extolled. The Colo- 
nial Secretary immediately cabled his grati- 
tude, and the Grand Cordon of the Yictorian 
Order to the President. The G-rm-n Em- 
p-r-r has also sent his congratulations, and is 
forwarding his own thesis of Dutch-Roman 
law to the High Court of Pretoria. The High 
Commissioner has despatched autograph 
apologies for the conduct of Brown, Jones. 
and Robinson, and the incident is considered 
closed.” 

SPOETIVE SONGS. 

A Poor Walker to a Lady who drives 
A Coach. 

I NEVER could Q^uite understand 
The pleasure of a four-in-haud 
Until I saw you leave the “ Grand,” 

A fearless, peerless driver. 

You gathered up your reins with skill, 
You curled your whip with such a will, 
You left the traffic “ standing still,” 

And took the road to Iver. 

I hailed a hansom then and there, 

And followed you across the square ;1 
You made St. James’s gape and stare, 

And also Piccadilly, 

The ’bus men, most obliging crew, 

Shefred off whene’er you came in view ; 
The railway vans gave way to you, 

The cabbies “willy-nilly.” 

And yet my “ London Gondolier” 

Had great duress your course to steer. 

And brought us perilously near 
A case for oompensation. 

And all the wMle you seem’d to he 
Exulting in your passage free. 

1 saw your shoulders shake with glee, 

And envied your elation. 

St, Mary Abbott’s I How your “ load ” 
Goes northward to the Uxbridge Road ; 
And surely urged by cowboy’s goad 
Your team could not go faster I 
Always tbe same politeness shown 
By charioteers— your sway they own, 

And leave the path for you alone, — 

Your drag their “ Yellow Aster.” 

But oh ! there comes that horrid hill I 
Your horses break— my senses thrill 1 
1 feel that there must be a spill. 

And seem to scent disaster I — 

A careless cyclist caused the smash. 

How could he dare such running rashf 
Here ’s brandy 1 Come now, sip a dash I 
And here ’s some stickiiig-plaBter I 


Misnajced.— There is a town in Kansas 
where a “lady mayor ” is assisted by “lady 
councillors,” a “lady city clerk,” and a 
“lady judge.” The name of this Adamlese 
Eden is, however, Gaylord. Surely, as 
Artemus Ward would have said, “ A goak 
is here intended.” 

Appropriate, at the Booksellers’’ 
Dinner.— “The toast of ‘The Trade’ was 
acknowledged by Mr. Bcotfpus.” Of course 
“ Bumpers round 1 ” 
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PESSIMISM. 


Artist {irritated by the preliminaries of composition and the too close proximity of an unin- 
teresting native), ‘‘I think you needn’t wait ant lonoee. Thebe ’s really nothing to 

LOOK AT JUST NOW,” 

Native, Ay, an’ I boot there ’ll never be muoklb to look at there 1” 


TOMMY HARTFUL ON HAPPY EVEHING8. 

[“ Some people rather favoured the goody-goody 
sort of philanthropy, which aimed at giving a child 
a bun, making it sing a hymn, and sending it to 
bed. The work for which they pleaded was not 
that of a bun-and-hymn society.” — Mr, Herbert 
Gladstone at the Annual Meeting of the Children's 
Happy Evening Association,] 

1 AH only a kid wot must do as I ’m bid, as the 
spemn^ book sf z . or ’tis wuss for me ; 

But I do know this^ goody-goody is dull! 
Some as plays up the parson and nuss 
forme 

Means well, IVe no doubt, but lor I when 
yer carn’t shout, nor yet clomp yer poor 
feet, nor yet scuffle, 

It gives yer the stitch, mykes yer feel guisby 
snitch, and the little ’uns sets on the 
snuffle. 

Yer see we 've ^ot legs^ andnot old timber pegs, 
like the sailor-man down in our alley. 
And legs, when they ’re live ’uns on kiddies, 
yer see, ain’t a mite like the post of Aunt 
SaUy. 

They wBl not keep still, and it mykes yer 
feel ill when yer knows as yer ’ve got to 
arrange ’em 


Like bricks in a box. Wy, I ’ve wore out my 
socks many times wiv the longing to 
change ’em. 

Bat this Mister G-ladsting ’e seems for to 
know more erbout bus poor kiddies than 
some on ’em. 

Some thinks we ’ain’t ’appy onless our ’air’s 
iled and brushed up to the nines. Ain’t 
it rum on ’em? 

I likes mine best towsley, I tell yer. Yer 
strite away, np-an’-down style ain’t my 
motter. 

Yer don’t want no brushing to play at Hop- 
Scotch or at Please t:r remember the 
Grotter. 

Play / That ’s where this ’ere Mister Her- 
bert ’as ’it it in once. ’Appy Evenings 
is proper. 

If they don’t mean school outer school, dont- 
eher see. But they did ought to put a 
cop-stopper 

On myking belief as its larks when its 
lessons! I do caU that ’nmbnggin’ 
hartfnl ; 

And if they emagine they diddle us kiddies 
in that ways, fliey ’re bout— by a cart-full. 

We dnnno a deal, but we’re fly, I can tell 
yer, espesbul to jam as ’ides joUop. 


We’re all Tommy Hartfnls in that; you 
cam’t do hus wiv sugared pills, not by a 
doUnp I 

The projam of these ’Appy Evenings, they 
sy, is amusement, and that “pure and 
simple.” 

Ho teaching — ^’eept ’ow to ermuse ourselves I 
Ah I you may wyger St. Paul’s to a pimple 
That ’ s on the right lay. Wherefore bully tor 
Herbert, and iikeways for Lord Lon- 
donderry, 

And them proper sorts, Lydies Jersey and 
Jeune 1 A march-round, all so scrump- 
tious and merry, 

“ Begun the perceedings,” as penny-gafi touts 
put it. Pickter hocks, paints, scales and 
weightses 

For plying at shop! Ah! I tell yer it’s 
better than stooping for hours over 
slateses, 

Though that ’s all serene in its wy, I serpose, 
as yer earn’t get on fur wivout larning. 
Not these times, yer caru’t. and I ’U ’ave ter 
brush up at the Board School afore I goes 
arning. 

Leastways Muvver sez so, and she ’s mostly 
right. I ’ava got to larn Aggers and 
spellin’, 

And do a fair “Standard” afore I turn ten 
year, and then^ Muvver sez, there’s no 
tellin’ 

’ Oiv ’igh I may rise. Be a G-ladsting myself 
or a Baleour, she sez, if I ’m steddy. 
Heigho I I must sy Mister Hesbert ’s my 
mark, ’cos ’e hunderstands bus. So I ’m 
ready 

To ’ave a fair shy at it— arfcer a bit. But 
oh I study ’s a grind and no herror, 

And grammar or ’rithmetick, when you ’ve 
grubbed short or got ’eadaohe, ’s a fair 
’oly terror. 

Bat playing at “Snap,” “’Appy Family,” 
“ Shop,”— when you’ve ’ad a long rest 
and good stuffln’,— 

At these ’Appy Evenings, is prime, and there ’s 
larks in a cocoa-nut cockshy for nuffin 1 
They took hus toOsteriey Park this last sum- 
mer, three ’uudered on hus ! It ’ s a mercy 
For kiddies like hus as there ’s gents like that 
Gladsting, and swells Ike that kyind 
Lydy Jersey. 

The “ bun-hymn-and-bed ” lizuess, thanks 
be! is done. Oh! it’s dull, I can tell 
yer, and dufflu’, 

To sit on a form, like tired ’ens on a roost, and 
jest go in for psalm-toons and stuffin’ 
’Aid buns, jest uke ’aporths o’ stale, aud 
woshed down wiv wot Gladsteng called 
weak goody-goody, 

As coflee-shop cat-lap is gunpowder tea to. 

Ah I well, to he bumphus and broody, 
My Mnwer sez, isn’t becoming the poor. But 
if on’y topsawyers and teachers 
Jest know^ toot a cuss Dulness is to the poor. 

Too muSi'of the^book-i^n-and-he^ sort o’ 
gospel, but, like that O.K. kind o’ chappy, 
H, Gladsting, M.P., would try fust for to 
see kids at least kuowed the meaning of 
“ ’Appy ’M 

The “Unholy Alliance.” 

{"New Scholastic Nursery Hkym^ by the “ Bird 
of Passage,^ 

[“Here was an awful example — ^Mr. Lyulph 
Sta-Nley lying down with Mr. Diggle, and the 
two consulting how fir they might go in condemna- 
tion of the BiU.”— 'Afr, Athelstan Biley, on the 
New Education Bill,] 

Hey! Diggle! Diggle! 

What ? You on the wriggle ? 

With Stanley (Progressive) in tune ? 

How the Had dogs will laugh 

To see this sport, — 

> Diggle (Ead-ldished and playing the spoon ! 
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Irulima% {whose mate has just fallen overboard with the bucket while swabbing decks), “Plazb, Oapiin, do vb biuimbjsb that Sootchik 
YE TUB ABOARD TBE SAME TOIMB AS YE DID MB? I MANE HIM WOT HAD THE LOT O’ GOOD ChARACTEB PaPBBS, AN’ ME THAT NIVER 
HAD A BLissiD WAN?*’ Captain, “Well?** IrishTnan, Well — he*s off wid ter Pail!** 


REVERIES AT LORD’S, 

Py an JSlderly Bnihusiast, 

Men welcome the Season for many a reason, 

For fashion and folly, for love and for larks ; 

But not as R. A. time do I greet the May time, 

With eye to Sfc. Stephen’s, the Play, or the Parks, 

No, when the May cometh, and Babylon hnmmeth, 

A rosier rapture the Season affords 

To him who with pleasure, in light-hearted leisure, 
Enjoys the delights of the first match at Lord’s, 

The footballing frenzy is over. What men see 
In kicking a ball is a marvel to me. 

In fields bare and boggy, all muddy and foggy, 

To.%Ai for the sphere is a fun I can’t see. 

But oh I in fine weather the whizz of the leather 
Clean banged from the bat is a joy beyond words ; 

And Stodd art’s first sixer is just an elixir. 

There ’s no pick-me-up like the first match at Lord’s, 

It’s well worth a million to see the Pavilion 
Warm flushing once more with the faces one knows ; 

White veterans jolly, who handle a brolly 
As though ’twere a bat, and the scoring ran close. 

That paunchy old fellow could once wield the willow 
Like Felix or Mtnn. Still it draws him like cords, 

That first shout of “ Over ! ” and he is in clover 
When thus settling down to the first match at Lord’s. 

Eh ? Old ’uns ? Lord bless us ! that grim shirt of 
Nessus 

We throw off as soon as the wickets are pitched ; 

The first sight of flannels warms blood in its channels, 

The eye brightens up, and the bosom ’s bewitched. 

Take Lancashire’s Hornby I Is he held in scorn by 
Good judges for what JBdax Rerum records ? 

His grip as firm-fixed is as when in the Sixties, 

Or thereabouts, he fought his fibrst match at Lord’s. 


Oh, sweet the cool whiff of the turf, the first sniff of 
The fresh London lilac ! There ’s no need to-day 
Of saw-dust or “ sweater,” It couldrCt be better. 

Gad I Look at the Doctor ! How ’s that for leg-play. 

By Jove! he swiped well! Gad! Beaten by Attewell II 
Hoped Grace was well set, for great joy it affords 
The “ ring,” widely smUing, to watch him up-piling 
One “ century ” more in his first match at Lord’s ! 

All wished he might do it. Sheer vinegar-cruet 
Must he be, who won’t wish our Doctor good luck. 

“ He carUt have a season like last,” croakers reason ; 

But lord I whilst he keeps up his form and his pluck, 
Though hard upon fiftyj still stalwart and shifty, 

Leviathan’s play a fair ijrospeot affords 
Of splendid surprises at cricketing crises, 

Long he it ’ere Grace sees his last match at Lord's I 

Young Hearne seems a ripper, aud so thinks “ The Skipper,” 
And SiORER to-day makes the bowlers sit up. 

Db Traefoed ’s a stunner as smiter or rnnner ! 

An elegant mixtnre of Deerfoot and Krupp 
We want at a wicket, and then we get Cricket ! 

I don’t like your blendings of blocks and deal board® , 

No ! keep the game spinning, and — Closing or winning — 
You’re sure to find fun in your first match at Lord’s. 

Pheugh I Now for my dinner ! As I am a sinner 
I ’ve felt all the day like a frolicsome boy. 

Good old ’uns still prizing I watch the nprising 
Of promising “ colts” with a cricketer’s joy. 

Hooray for King Willow I When seeking my pillow 
I log no “ lost day ” ; and dim dream-world affords 
Renewal of pleasure. While health lasts, and leisure, 

I ’R not miss the joys of the first match at Lord’s. 


Latest prom Matabelb Land.— “All the ostriches made tracks 
when they saw Colonel Plumer.” 
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CBOSS aiTESTIOXrS; 

Or, the Doom of the Yale-ow-hacks, 

[“ The course of lectures on living 
English novelists at Tale is to be 
discontinued.”— Faper,'\ 

We believe, however, that the 
following Examination Paper is 
likely to be set to all students of 
the course : — 

1. Explain “the kail -yard 
school of fiction,” How many 
Scotch ex-Ministers do you con- 
sider are requisite in order to 
make one good English novelist P 

2. Which do you think the 
greater master of style — Q-bosge 
Meredith: or Mark Twain ? 
What reason have you for sup- 
posing that the title of Mr, 
ha-rd t^s last novel was originally 
intended to be George the Ob- 
scure f 

3. “Sir Walter Scott was 
only an inferior Stanley Wet- 
HAN, and Mg Lady Rotha has 
gone one better than JwanAoc.” 
Examine this statement. 

4. At what date in the twen- 
tieth century do you anticipate 
that the authoress of Robert 
EUmere will have got through 
l^e stock of immediately available 
“ burning questions” ? 

6. Write down in his own lan- 
guage, and as far as possible with 
due regard to propriety, what Dr. 
Johnson would probably have 
said with regard to (a) Otjxda, (5) 
Sarah Gtrand, (c) liie Authoress 
of The Yellow Aster. 

6. Trace the following sentences 
to their sources: — (o) “Her 
mobile peony mouth,” (b) “The 
horizon beyond these calcareous 
escarpments was of a deep ultra- 
marine.” (c) “Then a strange 
thing happened.” (d) “I’msair 
disjasket wi’ the rheums.” 



A COHFEOmSE AKB A COUFENSATION, 


“Look here, Maggie. You sat you want to comb with mb 
TO Paris merely to order some new Frocks, Why, you can 

GET EVERYTHING YOU REQUIRE IN BOND STREET,” 

“ Oh, thanks, DEAREST I ThAT 'S ALL I WANTED ! ” 


7. Do you agree witb^the boy^s 
criticism, after reading Treasure 
Island, that “ he wishedl^there was 
Samoa of it ” ? If not, why not ? 

S. It has been said that “ the 
decease of Sherlock Holmes is 
the greatest blow struck - at pure 
literature in the last half-cen- 
tury.” Is there any exaggeration 
about the remark ; and to what 
extent do you consider Brigadier 
G-erard a satisfactory substitute 
for S. H. ? 


DOG-GEREL ANENT A 
DRAMATIC J.P. 

[“ At Edgware Sessions, Mr. W. S. 
Gilbert, J.P., was fined for having 
an nnimxzzled dog at large.”] 

To make the punishment fit the 
crime 

Is the maxim of W. G., 

Sc would not a muzzle upon his 
rhyme 

A fitting penalty be ? 

But brother “ beaks ” took a busi- 
ness line, 

And W. G. paid a practical fine. 

The proceedings at the Inver- 
ness Town Council were recently 
enlivened by a “ tiff ” that occurred 
between two of its orators—one a 
baker, the other a publican. The 
former having cast aspersions 
upon the Licensed Victualling 
profession, the publican, in “ re- 
plying for the Bar,” suggested 
that “the liquor business was con- 
ducted as respectably as that of the 
baker, and he did not see why any 
slur should be thrown upon their 
trade,” Why, indeed ? especially 
by a maker of loaves I For if bars 
were barred, the loafer^ s occupa- 
tion wouldbe gone, and there would 
be neither cakes nor ale. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House ^ Commons, Monday, May 4.—“ There ’s one thing I like 
about an Irishman,” said the Inember for Sark. “ It is the fathom- 
less resources of his power of contradiction. These are limited only 
by his ignorance of what you are going to say. And that doesn’t 
much matter. If he doesn’t have you one way he’ll take you in 
another.” 

These reflections arose on incident connected with Siipendiary 
Magistrates (Ireland) Bill. Attorney-General eor Ireland 
moved second reading. Irish Members on various benches jnmi)€d 
up with questions. Smack of old times about very title of Bill. 
Attobney-(Ieneral protested there was nothing in it. No change 
proposed in position, pay, or qualification of magistrates. “ It is,” 
he added, by way of clmohing matter, “ merely an alteration in the 
name.” 

Then John Dillon saw his chance. Glancing round, he perceived 
John BtoMOND wasn’t present. Had all the field to himself. 
Ireland should now see which was the true friend, the watchful 
warden on the tower. 

“ I must say, Mr. Speaker,” said J. D., regarding with stem 
glance Prince Arthur in languishing mood on the Treasury Bench, 
“ I have a preference for the old style of Resident Magistrate.” 

“ I am glad to hear that,” said Prince Arthur, blandlv ; “ for 
the precise object of the Bill is to restore the title of Resident 
Magistrate.” 

It is here that pre-eminence of Irish Member in direction indi- 
cated by Sark was triumphantly vindicated. Any other community, 
abashed by this harmless blunder, would have withdrawn opposition 
and gratefully, if temporarily, retired into background. Hot so the 
descendants of many kings. Leader of par^ had specifically 
objected to Measure on ground that it destroyed the treasured name 
and associations of the Resident Magistrates. Ho, said Prince 
Arthur ; exactly the reverse. 


“ Very well, then,” said Daly (the Daly Inquirer of an earlier 
stage of the sitting), “ 1 move that the Bm ba read a second time 
tMs day six months,” Then came angry debate, movement of the 
adjournment, the closure, division on the closure, division on the 
amendment, and final division, by which second reading was carried 
by 171 votes against 47. 

Business done, — ^Budget Bill read second time. 

John oe Gorst in finest Manipur mood. Business in 
hand second reading of a Bill which even Prince Arthur admits 
to be complex and controversial. Others of blunter speech speak of 
it as revolutionising system of national education, breaking up pact 
of peace that has existed for quarter of century. Opposition Benches 
crowded ; an angered muster, “breathing war from every nostril,” as 
R, G. Webster says. To them enter John of Gorst with Educa- 
tion BiR in hand, casually waving it as if it were red flag and the 
crowd before him a herd of wild oxen. 

Hothing milder than John’s manner, nor softer than his speech. 
Not once Ids voice uplifted above conversational tone ; went ambling 
along, serenely assuming that everything might be taken for 
granted. Members opposite writhed on their seats, yelled contra- 
diction, cut themselves with knives (this last in a Parliamentary 
sense, of course). John of Gorst jogged placidly on, just as if he 
had been reading his speech to the boulders that form Stonehenge. 
Most often he (to quote R. G, Webster again) “trod on the toes of 
the Nonconformist conscience.” But now and then he, quite acci- 
dentally as it seemed, gave his political friends, his pastors and 
masters, a dy knocL Onoe he kicked out behind at Prince 
Arthur, Don Jose and other Members of the Cabinet listening 
apprdiensive. Some people, he observed, argued that all would be 
well if only Ihe head ol the department were called the Education 
Minister, with a seat in the Cabinet. 

“I cannot for the life of me,” he continued, “ see how the Yice- 
President of the Council would be more wise or more powerful in 
educational matters by having his name changed, and being required 
to attend the meetings of the Cabinet Council.” 
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INTO SPAIN* 


There are nineteen Cabinet Ministers. There is only one Yioe- 
President of theConnciJ. Why should he he called npon to merge 
his identity in a composite, not to say commonplace body ? 

The MiBZiss and assistant Cabinet-mskers have, during last ten 

ears, had the upper hand of John of Gobst. Had he chanced to 

ave ranged himself on the Liberal side of politics, he would, Sabx 
says, long ago been a Secretary of State, with Cabinet rank, 
lighting under other colours, he has seen his claims, second to 
few either as brilliant Party debater or able administrator, passed 
over in favour of sons of dukes and cousins of earls. They are 
in the Cabinet, he outside. Almost his philosophic calm deserts 
him as he contemplates this ignorant suggestion about the Minister 
of Education having a seat in the Cabinet. The Yice -President of 
the Council might be ill advised, mistaken, for, after all, he is almost 
human. But at least let him be spared the companionship of the 
Cabinet. 

Business a.— Second reading of Education Bill moved. 

Another night with Edneation Bill. Some excellent 
speeches hy men who know question au /owe?— Dilke, Hast Dyke, 
Sydney Buxton, and Geoboe Tbevelyan. If these in succeEsion 
talk to you for something like forty minutes apiece, telling you what 
they think about Education Bill, yen may go home with consciousness 
that, though your head aches, you ’re pretty well up xa subject. 
Also, there was Alfbed Lyttelton making maiden speech, with 
some reminiscences of the oration prize he took at Cambridge. Got 
on very well till he came to talk about “the critics of the Bill.” 
Eor aXYiTELTON, this an inevitable pi-ifall, Aifbed spoke of them 
as “ “the ciickets.” This nearly bowled him out. 

“ How ’s that, Sbeakeb ? ” Sabk whispered under his breath. 

Speakeb took no notice, and Lyttelton carried out his bat, 
generously cheered by both tides as he walked up to the tent. 

Just after midnight proceedings enlivened by outbreak of Civil 
War on Treasury Bench, Objection taken to scheme dealing with 
a charity at Donnington. Yica - President of Conncil supported 
it. There apparently end of matter. Ministerial majority, in 
absolutely impartial state of mind owing to perfect ignorance of the 
question, would he marshalled ; scheme approved by overwhelming 
majority. 

But Squibb of Bianknet been looking into question. Come to 
conclusion that adoption of scheme would wrong the poor people of 
I^nmngton. “I object.” be said, “ to these people being improved 
off the face of the earth.” Eacouraged by this powerful advocacy, 
Jesse Collibgs also declared against scheme. John of Gobst sat 
aghast. ^ Hard enough for suggestion to be made that he should j ^in 
the Cabinet. To have two colleagues in Ministry openly ffoutmg 
him, joining the common enemy in disputing the fiat of Education 
DepMtment, more than he could bear. So folded his arms and 
awaited result. This announced with figures of division showing 
scheme negatived by 92 votes against 80. 

“Resign I Resign!” shouted the hilarious Opposition. John of 
Gobst said he would think about it. 

Business done, — Ministry beginning to crumble. 

Friday wtpA?.— M abk Lockwood has carried his point in Kitchen 
Committee. Long seen visions of Terrace decorated by presence of 
neat-handed Phillises tripping here and there at tea-time. At 
present, in accordance with constitutional usages, we have, through 
the changing seasons, the black-coated waiter, smelling of shrimps, 
alutinous with crushed strawberries, damp with water-cress, the 
Colonel has changed all that. Hereafter a new charm will invest 
tea on the Terrace. Kitchen Committee hard to move on point; 
f nee convinced, surrendered altogether, not only agreed to invite 
Spea:ob s approval of proposal hut, that gained, unanimously left 
selection and engagement of the young ladies to Colonel Mabk, to 
whom all applications (enclosing stamp for reply) should be directly 
made. Business done, — Rhodes laid out; trampled on by Squire 
OP Malwood, defended by Don Jose, 


LIYE ATO LET LITE. 

[By a Sufferer from Street Shindy,) 

[**A very large deputation of the friends of street-music made their 
protest the other day against Mr. Jacoby’s BilL” 

James Fayn^s “ Our 

To interfere with Music's means of living 
To street-musicians may seem very trying ; 

But though we would be tolerant and forgiving, 

"V^at if their living sometimes means our dying ? 
Grinders, at whose cacophony nature cowers, 

F<mr “ means of living” interfere with ours 
“ Friends of Street-Musio,” we’d shun selfish fuss, 

But— “ what is sport to you is death to us.” 


Kew Motto fob a Monet-iendbb.— “ I eat all, but Pockett none.” 


(With a Gonversation-Booh,) 

Cannes, — Read that the weather is dismal and cloudy in England. 
Shall stay in the sunny South a little longer. Cannes is a charming 
place. Bat might as well see something different. Where to go ? 
Consult map. Good idea, Spain. Consult time-tables. Easiest 
thing in the world. Taraseon to Barcel ona. 
What is there to see in Barcelona ? Kuts 
probably. Also Spanish manners and cus- 
toms, dark eyes, fans, mantillas^ and so 
forth. Shall certainly go, af te r a few days. 
Good idea to learn a few words of Spanish. 
Must be very easy. Italian and French 
mixed, with some Latin added. Amiable 
Frenchman iu hotel supports this view. 
He says, airily, “ Vous quittez Baris dans 
le ‘ sleeping^ vous acketez des Journaux 
espagnois d Irun^ eU arrive d Madrid^ 
vous parlez espagnoV^ Cannot hope to 
rival that linguistic feat, but may be able 
to learn a few phrases between Cannes 
and Barcelona. Buy a conversation-book 
in French and Spanish. 

Port j&ow.-— Across the frontier. Custom-house station. Now is 
the time to begin Spanish. Have read some of that coaversal ion- 
book on the way. Begin to doubt its utility. Usual sort of thing. 
“ Has thy brother bought a boot- jack ? ” “I wish these six volumes 
of Moliebb’s plays to be bound in half calf,” And so forth. This 
one is the same, only in French. 

Custom-house officer, in beantifnlunifoim and briarht green gloves, 
very strict in his examination of my luggage. The green gloves 
travel all over my property, and bring out a small cardboard box. 
Triumphant expression on officiaPs face. He has caught me. Open 
box, and show Jiim it contains a few white ties. His face now shows 
only donbt and amazement. Cannot explain to him verbally. 
Evidently useless to mention the binding of MoLiijRE’a plays. The 
wpn gloves beckon another enstom-house officer, also wearing 
bright green gloves. Together they examine my harmless white 
ties. It seems to me the green gloved hands are held up in pious 
horror. Try them in French, in Italian, in English. No good. 
Should perhaps tip them in Spanish. But why waste pesetas $ So 
refrain. They shake their heads still more suspiciously. The only 
thing remaining for me to do is to ask if the brother of one of them 
has bought a boot- jack. Does not seem very appropriate, but, if said 
politely, might imply that I wish to change the subject. Am just 
about to begin the note of interrogation upside down, which gives 
such an uncanny air to a Spanish question, when they cease looking 
at my ties, and I pass on. 

Rarce?owa.— Shall have no difficulty here. Have been told that 
French is spoken everywhere. If not, then English ox Italian. 
Evtryone in the hotel speaks French. To the bank. Manager 
ipeaks English beautifully. Buy some cigarettes. Old woman in 
the shop speaks Italian. Shall get on capitally. Need not trouble 
to carry the conversation-hook in my pocket. 

In the evening to the opera. Walk out between the acts, seeing 
j Spaniards also walking out, and enter a cafe. Order coffee. Waiter 
brings a huge glass of water, and a cup, filled to the brim with 
sugar, on which the verseur is about to pour my drink. Stop him. 
Explain in French that I take no sugar. The two, and another 
waiter, stand round me, with dazed faces. By Jove, they speak only 
Spanish! Wish I had the conversation-book. But should probably 
haye found BometMng like “ Nous ne voulons pas fair e une excursion 
en mer^ parce qifil fait trop de vent^'* or “ Ces hottines sont un peu 
etroites, veuillez les elargir,^^ No good trying talking. Turn out 
eight or ten lumps of sugar, and so get my coffee. Then return to the 
opera. Four polite officials at the entrance gaze wonderingly at the 
counterfoil of my ticket, which I concluded served for readmission, 
no pass ticket beiiig offered. Ask each one, in turn, if he speaks 
French. He does not. Oh for the conversation-book ! If only I 
could say “ Tous les tableaux dans le Salon Carre du Louvre sont 
des chefs-d^oeuvref^ or “ Fst-ce que mademoiselle voire semr joue 
du piano I should have shown myself to he an individual with 
innocent and refined tastes, and not a socialist or a brigand. The 
second phrase would have been singularly appropriate in the opera 
house, Alas, I cannot 1 So address them in French, with bows and 
smiles. And they respond in Spanish, evidently with great courtesy, 
also with bows and smiles, and let me pass in, probably because they 
cannot make me understand that I ought to. stop out. For the 
future I must carry that conversation-book everywhere. 


At last ! — ^Mrs. Atwelia Babb states that “every woman is a 
story-teller.” Thus the cruel calumny cast for ages on all men 
is finally refuted by a lady, who is herself a bit of a ficr&onist. 
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If doughty Deeds My Lady please.” 

“Mamma I Mr. White says he is lohgiko to give you yottr 
First Beoyole Lisson 1 ” 


THE SECRETS OF B’MOUTH. 

May. Lovely. Town heginning: to he delightful,-— hut 

for dust ; hut for water-carts ; hut for— “ not to put too fine a point 
upon it”— rdours. Let us away. Where? South, to the rhodo- 
dendrons. B’month ; just the time now to spend happy days here. 
Not too hot for Eoyal Tepid Bath Hotel, B’mouth. Gardens lovely. 
Sea of a true Meihterranean blue. Air— gentle, refreshing. North- 
Easterly. No crowd now. But at Whitsuntide, everytmng will he 
Whitsuntidy. What I take in the way of holiday I prefer neat.” 
Per L. & S.’W., and comfortable Pullman car. Song : — 

As we sit in our Pullman car, 

A smoking our fine cigar, 

The paper we read 
While we go at full speed 
In our equable Pullman car. 

Good dinner at E. T. B. hostelrie. Excellent English aspara^ms 
for home consumption. Might dine as vegetarians on this food, with 
motto, “All flesh is grass.” Ask what is going on? Answer, 
Nothing in particular. Try to find notices, advertisements, or bills. 
Can’t. Good idea this for hotel. Happy Don’t give any 

intimation of what’s going on outside. Then visitors will remain 
inside. 

Hext Morning.’— lovely, or loveher. Down early. Breakfast. 
Lounge. Admire, at distance, steamer departing from pier, to 
go, as far as I remember— which is not going so very far, after all— 
to Swanage and hack. Lots of steamers do this in course of day. 
I ajGfirm this, with reservation, to my friends, who rely on my infor- 
mation, as “ knowing the place.” 

I tell them we shall find all information posted up on or about 
pier. Entrance to pier 2c?. It used to he a penny. Unwise pro- 
ceeding this. If it ’s only a penny you pay without thinking. But 
if it ’s twopence you think twice. Then, to equalise it, y ou go earlier 
and stay dcuble as long as you used to do for a penny. “ Pennywise 
twopence foolish ” pohcy this. When does hand play ? No notice 
visible. What does hand play when it does play ? Nobody knows. 
This is one of the Secrets of B’mouth 1 There may he a hoy with 
programmes. Don’t see him. Another secret. Subsequently hear 
hand, hut see no hoy and get no programme. 


How about the steamboat trips to Swanage? Delightful idea; 
over to Swanage aud hack for a blow. Inquire of ancient mariner 
with gold band round Ms nautical cap. Boat to Swanage? Oh, 
gone an hour or more ago. Then that was the steamer I was ad- 
miring in the distance. When ’s the ? He is reticent person- 
ally, hut refers me to the hoard. Evidently another Secret of 
B’mouth. I cannot find any mention of any boat going to Swanage 
until next Monday morning, by which time I shall have left. “ Too 
late I too late I ” I return to my nautical authority in gold-banded 
cap. “ Tes,” says he briefly, hnt politely, “ steamer to Swanage at 
three, and hack here by 5.15.” 

“ Excdlent well, i* faith,” I return, aud my party repeat this 
expression of delight in chorus. ‘ ‘ But, pardon me, thou ancient gold- 
banded mariner; is the fact of the boat leaving at three a secret 
known to yon only, and, it may be, to one or two others ? ” 

“ Nay,” replies mine ancient, “ ’tis advertised, and ye will find it 
up on the notice board,” 

Politely we refer him back to his own authority. He walks to the 
board, and, after close and thorough inspection, he is taken aback. 

“Marry come up I” quoth the old ssa-dog, Ms timbers sMvering 
under the shook; “ bnt, it ainH been put in And, sure enough, 
the announcement of the departure of the second boat that day had 
been omitted, and but for the mere accident of our curiosity, its 
departure would have remained unknown to all, and would have been 
hereafter reckoned as among the Secrets of B’mouth. 

Swanage deferred. H the mountain would not come to Mahoaot 
we know what happened. But here the case is reversed ; as thus, 
the raison d’etre of Swanage is luncheon and lobster ; and if you 
can get the lunch and the lobster without going to Swanage, so much 
the better for the consumer on the spot, and so much the worse for 
Swanage. The Eoyal Tepid Bath Hotel produces Swanage lobsters 
and lunch, Ergo^ stay and enjoy the same without exei^on. 
Subsequently the host- prandial pipe and the tMrty-nine w^s. 
Giant refreshed. Companion presses Winter Garden (in Spring), 
where band under a Godprey, not Dah, hut one of Ms sons {qm nous 
Dansons discourses lullingly, and an Ethiopian jangles sweet bells 
iu tune. But even this is a Secret Entertainment, as, had it not been 
for the knowledge of the ways of the place possessed by one of our 
party, I should have missed this pleapautly soothing concert. 

Then a stroll to the golf links. Here B’mouth sets an excellent 
example to all golf-linking seaside resorts. The public is admitted 
free. They can walk about, protected by nets from the whacks and 
thwacks of the stalwart hall-driving golfers : and if any one would 
play the game, he pays and plays, 

B’mouth knows how to enjoy itself, and to make its visitors enjoy 
themselves. It lays out winter gardens, it gives fixst-rate concerts 
daily and nightly ; it devises goS-links, croquet-grounds, bowling- 
greens, cricket-fields, and it sets np restaurants ; and also provides 
for a rainy day with plenty of shelters. 

Only one fault have I to find with B’month, aud that is its nnj>re- 
cedented modesty. For possessing, as it does, all these attractions, 
it makes no public boast of them ; aud it is only with difficulty and 
considerable enterprise that a stranger visiting tMs place for the first 
time can discover all these things. Publicity is required. Bnt once 
yon know B’mouth, there are few, very few places wheie, at all 
times and seasons, and on all days, Sundays excepted, you can find so 
much and so varied amusement ; and where, taking for granted the 
climate agrees with you, so many happy days of Eving out of doors 
can he spsnt. I have been there and still would go. Also, will— i 
when I can. 


PUNCH TO JENNEE. 

[Thursday, May U, was the centenary of the first vaecination by Jeyneb.] 

Oh, Jenner, each generous spirit 
Will drink to your memory to-day I 
From you what a boon we inherit. 

What horrois you helped drive away I 
’Gainst the curse which did maim, blind, and tetter 
Its thousands, yon gave ns a shield ; 

And until they can furnish a better, 

Fanatics to wisdom must yield. 

Let Leicester for haTshness impeach us I 
But, Jeener, just were it not jolly 
If one of your confreres could teach us 
To vaccinate fools — against folly ? 


Thou Comest nsr sttch a Guestioeable Shape.— “Herr Tit’s 
orchestia ” is announced. The hand consists of Iep, with several 
’ands. Whether they play or not at your house is a question of 
“If” you pay them and “If”, they can come. Should you like 
their performanoe, you will indicate your desire for an encore by 
saying to the conduotor, “ Jet, you please.” The ^uae they hire 
during their stay in London will he entitled “ Le Ohdieau dJFPj* 
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THE NOEMAN-NEEUDA-HALLE TESTIMONIAL. 

On Saturday last, at noon, Deputation was recemd by thoir R-»yal 
HigrhnesFes the Prince of Wales and the Princess Louise, at Marl- 
borouirh House. 

IjOiu K-nt-ub, stepping forward, begged pardon on behalf of l-itn- 
self and friends for calling so early, and explained ihe object of the 
visit, namely, to present the famous vioUniste. Lady HallI:, with a 
chalet, which he regretted he had not been able to bring with him, 
but it was still 

The ehdkt in the valley, 

j Griveu to Lady Hall^e. 

He apologised for dropping linto Ipoetiy, and promised their H'^yal 
Highnesses not to do so again. Also there was a casket modelled on 
the ancient Yenetian ones left to Portia by her eccentric parent, 
containing title deeds, names of donors, with, as Digly Grant used 
to say, ** a little cheque,” and all sorts cf nice things. When empty 
it could be used for a wine-cooler, a biscuit-box, a foot-warmer, or 
nfact for anything, it being as useful as ornamental. He would 
no V proceed to open 

Here His Royed Highness intimated to Lord K-»t-b.e that as he, 
Lord K-nt-ee, lad alresdy opened the proceedings, it must be left 
to him. the Prince, to open the casket-. 

Sir Edw-bd L-ws-n observed that this was the regular stage 
business in The Merchant of Venice, (“ Mear I Hear ! ”) 

Mrs. A. L-w-s (Miss K-te T-ert) corroborated Sir Edw-ed, and 
said this was so. It was invariably the Prince who opened the box, 
{Cheers,) 

Sir W-iL-M Aon-w hoped he might be permitted to sav a few 
words. (The Royal assent having been given to this, SirW-LL M 
continued.) 

He wished Lady HALLf; many happy returns of the day. {“ Hear! 
Hear ! ”) He felt that he was strung up to concert-pitch (the only 
pitch that any one conld touch and come out with chai hands), and 
as he did not on this occasion wish to play jSxst fiddle, he would 


abridge further observations. Lady Halle had ever been true tj 
herself, true to the best interests of her art — tovjours fidele-^mdi he, 
as everybody else did, wished her many years of happiness, in 
perfect harmony, without any variations. {Applause!) 

Mr. Alpe-d de R-thsch-id hoped he might be allowed to convey 
his deepest sentiments of esteem for Lady Halle, the recipient of 
the tesumonial. He begged to say that he had had t he great pleasure 
and honour of her personal acquaintance for many years, and though 
Lady HallI: was “Aec ruder yet to everybody the eminent 
violiniste had always been most courteous,— iVhy poUter he might 
say, at d would have said, but that be strongly nbjeoted to any- 
tlmg at all resembling a pun. Playing on a violin was high art, 
but playing on a string of words was an art in which be (the speaker) 
had no desire to excel. He highly esteemed Lsdv HAint for her 
i excellent and various qualities— he might say her “ Stradi^mrius ” 
qualities. I!'" Hear! Mear!^') Wherever Lady Halle played, it 
I was a repetition of The Hormau (Heiuda) Conquest. ( Cheers!) He 
' expressed, he was sure, the feeling of the entire deputation in wishing 
I long life, health, and happiness to Madame Hobman Heettda, Lady 
I Ballk {Great mplame.) 

I The Prince of Wales then, in a few wtU chosen words, snaoiously 
I summed up the whole case, including the casket, which His Royal 
I Highness proceeded to open in State. This part of the cdrtmonial 
i was most imposing — ^the gleaming of the swerds, the brilliancy of the 
I diamonds, the spier dour of the costumes, the I larlng c f the trumpets 
I and the beating of the drums, comliniug to impress cn the memory, 
of those fortuuate enongh to bs present, a scene the like of which 
not the most Oriental ^lendonr could surpass. 

Miss L-cy T-eey L-w-s, as honorary setretary, was presented 
to their Royal Highnesses, who thank? d her for her goed jervices 
in the especially good cause. The depatation then retired to slow 
music. 

[*«* Since the above appeared m’priat, it^has com'i^tc our knowledge that 
our reporter was not present. He lias lefcjthe country. A detective is on 
his track.--£D. j 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

Tom Hood as a Poet. {CotM,) 

I HATE aaid that Hood’s right to such 
immortality as poetry can confer comes from 
a comparatively small volume of literary 
“ "baggage,” I do not mean that his output 
was smaU. Ho man, indeed, worked more 
assiduously at the literary business, for 
on the proceeds of what he did he had to 
provide bread for hmself and his dear ones. 
But some of his chief and most immediate 
successes with the public were gained by hfivt 
I as a humorist, ant at the verbal contortions 
which Chahles Xamb defended, and there- 
after the Dublic would have him chained to 
an oar m the punning galley. His wonderful 
feats therein are remembered for and against 
him even now, and it cannot he doubted that 


them fame has obscured the higher glory i 
which is justly his as a true poet, a master of 
I tragedy, humour, pathos, and music. Still, 
when all necessary deductions have been made, 
and when, in contemplating what remains, an 
appreciator can say to himself, “here there 
IS no piece that is not worthy of the front 
rank,” the amount left, though not sur- 
prisingly large, is of a guite extraordinary 
range and variety. 

Op Hood as a sonnetteer I have spoken, 
not, as I believe, with a higher enthusiasm 
than is due to his merits. But he fbigered 
too, and with no untat^ht or wavering hand, 
^e larger harp, which had been swept by 
JSjbats and Sheieet. I do not say that 
Hood reached to the gusty heights of passion 
where Shelley controlled his whirlwinds 


his lightnings, hut some of Shelley’s magical 
music had been breathed into Hood’s song. 
And of Beats’ s there was a still greater 
portion. Yet Hood was, of course, no imitator. 
Every age has its own appropriate language 
of poetical expression, and as theEUzaheuianB, 
on the one hand, seemed to find a natural 
voice for their great thoughts in the mighty 
line that Mablowb and Shakspbaeb wrought 
to perfection, and, on the other hand, sporied 
at leisure in the fascinating lyrics that may 
be found in Mr. A, H. Bijllbh’s delightful 
book, so to Shelley Keats, and Hood there 
pertained in common a style in which their 
thoughts, even in their moments of highest 
exaltation, flowed with untroubled ease. The 
similitude must not he strained too far, hut 
withduequaMcationsituuquestionably exists. 

In the “ Plea of the Midsummer Fairies,” 
“ Lycus, the Centaur,” “ Hero aud Leander,’ 
and “The Two Peacocks of Bedfont.” one 
may find not only the haunting melody and 
melancholy by which Hood’s best work is 
marked, hut also a perfection of expression, 
remarkable verbal felicity, and a singular 
power of painting a picture. It is difficult to 
select, but I venture to quote one verse from 
the first of these poems : — 

Then next a fair Eve-Fay made meek address, 
Saying, “‘W'e be the handmaids of the Spring, 

In sign whereof, May, the quaint broideress, 

Hath wrought her samplers on our gauzy wing, 

“We tend upon huds* birth and blossoming, 

And count the leafy tributes that they owe — 

As, so much to the earth -so much to fling 
In showers to the brook — so much to go 
In whirlwinds to the clouds that made them grow.” 

And throughont the pitiful plea of the fairies 
one flnds the same dainty deUcac;^ as of the 
tindd rustle of many fluttering little wings 
on a cool and moonlit night. 

And, in a difierent strain, can anything be 
more touching and beautiful than “ I lle- 
memher, I Eemember,” with its last verse 
that speaks straight to every heart 
I remember, I remember 
The fir-trees dark and high ; 

I used to think their slender tops 
Were close against the sky : 

It was a chil^sh ignorance, 

But now ^tis little joy 

To know I 'm farther oflS* from heav’n 

Than when I was a boy. 

It is on this side that Hood comes into rela- 
tion with Thackbbat, and the tie grows 
stronger as one reads “ A Hetrospective 
Review ” and “ To , composed at Rotter- 

dam,” For instance : — 

Then here it goes, a bumper— 

The toast it shall be mine, 

In Schiedam or in sherry, 

Tokay, or hook of Rhine : 

It well deserves the brightest 
Where sunbeam ever swam — 

“ The girl I love in England 
I drink at Rotterdam. 

In these verses, as in every piece of verse 
he wrote, Hood displays his remarkable mas- 
tery over words, his power of juggling with 
them, of adapting them, wiUy;-nifly, to his 
purpose ; of making them, as it were, dance 
to his music, and that too in a measure that 
seems the perfection of rhythmical ease. As 
iu athletic exercises— iu gymnastics let us 
say, or in oarsmanship— those who have the 
highest training and the best skill perform 
I the hardest feats and do the soundest work 
I with a grace and apparent lack of exertion 
I that deceive the spectator ; so in the exercise 
of words the great masters seem, without 
striving, to obtain just the right aud necessary 
effect. And Hood, whether we consider him 
as a punster or a poet, was unquestionably a 
great master of words. 
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OUR BOOKmG-OmCE. 

Mb. H. W. LircT has done many good things, hut never 
anything better, in its way, than A Diary of the Borne- 
Buie FarUament^ 1892-1895 (Cassell & Co.). It is no 
smaJl feat to write of the proceedings in Parliament, as Mr. 
Ltjct does day by day and week by week, in snch a way as 
to make the reading delightful to ordinary readers ; but to 
make the past records of the two Houses amusing anl in- 
teresting, to breathe life into the dry bones of 1892—1895 
is, I fanc)r, a record performance even for Mr. Lttct. He 
has done it in this book, and done it in a style so crisp 
and bright, with a humour so abundant, and with an observa- 
tion so keen, that, as one reads it, one imagines that, for 
entertainment and sprightliness, the Houses of Commons 
and of Lords must be the finest “ Halls ’’ in all London. 
And there is no lack throughout the 480 pages of which 
the book is composed of those rarer gifts of sympathy and 
tolerance which have given to Toby, M.P. (if one may say 
so in the pages which he adorns), the very highest place 
among Parliamentary chroniclers. 








SHYLOCK OH THE SITUATION. 

{Adapted hy a Londm Merchmt omd a sorely-lwrdened Suburban 
Ratepayer ^ afler studying the AgricfuUu/ral Land Rating Bill.) 

Companies are but “ Boards” ; Ministers but men; there 
be land-rat(e)s and water-rat (e)s, land-thieves and water- 
thieves— I mean pirates (or high rates) ; and then there are 
the perils of water, gas, and schools. A man is, nevertheless 
(they think), sufficient I 

sk ♦ ^ ^ ^ 

My Lords and Commons, many a time and oft 
In heavy ratio ye have “ rated” me. 

Upon my monies and my properties. 

Still have I home it with a patient shrug. 

For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe. 

Again ^ it now appears, you need my help ! 

Merchant of Venice^ Act I., So. 3 {slightly altered)* 

“ Dat-aeiee-the-Fabe.” — There is a heading in the 
Daily NewSy “ Last Nights Dinners.” There ^s something 
melancholy about the title. In four cases out of ten the 
remembrance of last night’s dinner will be a happy one. 
To those who have dined “not wisely but too well” last 
night’s feast will not bear the reflections of the morning 
after. But the majority who have dined unwisely will not 
feel too well next morning, and when they see the feasts 
recorded under this head they will press their own, and 
wish they had never, &o., &o, 

Peoposel Decobations eoe Boaed Schools and Poucb 
CoTJETS,— In tibe first the study-rooms should be hung with 
Old Masters and their pupils; and in the second there 
should be some very good Constables, 

THE GALLANT CONSTABLE. 

[** Nellie and EmmaVToodtine (aged five and tworeepectively) 
were up at the Marylebone Police-court yesterday charged with 
* sleeping in the open air without visible means of subsistence.’ 
^tir. Plowdbn said it was * perfectly preposterous to bring infants 
into Court. . . . Take them away.’ ” — FTestminster Gazette,] 


SJWEWH^j 

ARTISTS IN HAIR I 

lACEMASSri 

^ANICURi 

CHIROPODY 

BLOOMofCUPlD 

fOR THE COMPLEXION 



f’HlLhA, 


It was a gaUant constable 
Who paced the londy beat. 

With fmtering step and quaking heart 
He walked him down the street. 

He thought with paiu that pierced him 
And made his hi ood run cola, [through 

What he thonld do if he should meet 
Some burglar bad and hold. 

Some bad bold man who would not heed 
The cry, “ Oh ! spare a copper 1 ” 

But would attack Mm ruthlessly 
And bring Mm down a cropper. 

Awhile he mused. If ne’er he canght 
A criminal, of conrse, 

A heartless superintendent wonld 
Dismiss Mm from the force. 

J ust then, whilst moot he pondered there. 
Aghast at Ms dilemma. 

His eagle sight chanced to alight 
On Nellie and on Emma. 


Now Nellie was a little lass 
Who boasted summers five, 

Whilst Emma in tMs vale of woe 
Two years had been alive. 

These two upon a doorstep there— 
An angel might have wept, 

So young and yet so full of crime 1- 
Alas! these infants slept. 

And slept right welL As later on 
The constable swore roundly. 

He caught them in the very act 
And deed of sleeping soundly. 

Ahl who can adequately pen 
His deed of derring-do ; 

How, daring all, he took in charge 
These babes of five and two. 

Not Ms to count the risk he ran. 

He felt Ms conscience hid 

Him venture everything. It was 
His duty, and he did. 


But when the dawn broke o’er the land, 
Unconscious of their fate, 

These wicked infants had to come 
Before a magistrate. 

He was a horrid, feeling man, 

And only chose to say, 

‘ ‘ My Court is not a nursery, 

So take the babes away,” | 

But deeds of valour ever live, ! 

And down to endless fame 
Will go this constable without 
A number or a name. 

For when the goodman of the house 
A story wants to tell, he 
Will praise the man who dared to take 
The sisters Emma— Nellie. 

Hood Omen eoe Right Hon. Sec. oe 
Colonies,— Revival of Jo (at Drury Lane 
Theatre), “ always a movin’ on ! ” 
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A DETAIL. 


“It seems I*m considered so like totte beothes Feed in the Gtjaeds, Mrs. 
Holster, we 're alwa.ys being taken for each othbe. Do yod see the Likeness ? ” 
“ Well, no. He dobs his Hair so differently, tod see 1” 


AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 

Ko. 285. “2)r, WilUams^^^ and 563, “ The 
Bishop of London^^ both by Hubert Hee- 
KOMFR, R.A., bit separated by a difference 
of 278 pictures. Why could not Professor 
Hubert have brought these two distinguished 
Doctors, one of Medicine, t’other of Divinity, 
together ? There is tome irony in the placing 
of these two admirable portraits so far apart. 
Both, being perfectly executed, might have 
been hung together. But what matter ? they 
ara immortalised. 

No. 663. Sir Peter JEJade^ M,P., Mayor 
of Norwich^ 1893-95,” by STiNHOPE A. 
Fobbes. a, Stan-Hope tells a flattering tale 


I probably. The donors of this “ presentation 
portrait” said to Mr. Forbes “ Take ’Bade,” 
and certainly he has been most careful, and 
the picture is thoroughly successful. The 
motto of this Mayor, with his magnifloent 
robes and chain of office, ought to have 
been adapted from Sims Reeves’s song, “ My 
Chain I my Chain 1 my pretty Chain ! ” But 
Stanhope A. Forbes didn’t think of it. 

.No. 714. Approach with awe this picture 
of Es7n§ and Katherine^ daughters of S, 
M i2o66, Esg,^^^ for it is painted by one of 
Hie“Elfcl;.” It is by “George H. Boughton, 
R, A., elect.” The daughters of Roll would 
come out well as a steel engraving. 

No. 784, “ Ai the Gmdecca, Venice,^^ 

\ When the subject is Yenice, be quite sure 


that the artist is Woods. The only Woods 
to be found in Yenice is Henry Woods. R.A. 

No. 809. It shows a nice feeling, free from 
all jealous rivalry, that Her Majesty's 
Yeomen of the Quard'^ should be painted 
by a “ Beadle f And this “ Beadle ” is a 
“ J.P.” II We were not aware till now that 
the two offioes could be combined. 

No. 917. “ Volunteers for a Boafs CrewP 
By Thomas Somerscales. A picture notable 
per sea. 

No, 932. Mr. Langley’s “ Bread ^ toinners ^^ 
are coming acrossHthe sand. By the title, we 
suppose they are bringing back with them the 
“ roll of the sea,” 

In our acoount of first visit to Royal 
Academy, No. 660 was given as “ The Shep- 
herdess, whereas thA title of this 

charming picture, by Mr. Goodall, R.A., 
ought to have been “ Cloud Shadows over 
Sea and LandP How “The Shepherdess” 
got mixed up with it is inexplicable, except, 
perhaps, that “clouds” are frequently de- 
sciibed as “ fleecy.” 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 

An Old Croquet-Player ruminates. 

I LIKE to see a game revive 
Like flower refreshed by raia, 

And so I say, “ May croquet thrive, 

And may it live again ! ” 

Ifc brings back thoughts of long ago, 

And memories most sweet. 

When Amt loved her feet to show 
In &h)es too small, but neat. 

I think I can see Amt now, 

Her vengeful arm upraised 
To croquet me to where a cow 
Unheeding chewed and grazed. 

And Amy's prowess with the ball 
Reminds me that her style 
Was not so taking after all 
As Fanny’s skill plus smile. 

Yes 1 Fanny had a winsome laugh, 

That round her mouth would wieafch, 
And make me wonder if her chafl 
Was shaped to show her teeth. 

They were so pretty, just like pearls 
Set fast in carmine case ; 

Still in the match between the girls 
Selina won the race. 

Selina had such lustrous eyes 
Of real sapphire blue, 

They seemed one’s soul to mesmerise, 
And looked one through and through. 
Yet Agnes I cannot forget, 

She brought me joy with pain. 

I would that we had never met 

“ Your stroke ! ” That voice I My 
Jane! 


“ Audi alteram partem.” — The Pall 
Mall Wednesday, 13 dhinst., informed 

us that “ Miss Nethbrsole is back from the 
States, laden with wealth, and palpitating 
with a desire to show London that burning, 
passionate * Carmen ’ kiss which made such 
a sensation on the other tide.” Now, she 
will try the osoulatory business on the right 
side, having finished with the other side, 
which is now, to her, the left side. We 
know that “ Kissing goes by favour,” and if 
this kiss smacks of the kind that takes with 
the public, then is Miss Nethbrsole sure of 
success iu London, and her “kiss” will be 
“ the hit ” of the piece. 

The Retribution of Centuries.— Abel 
has already made hundreds of runs for Sarrey 
when playing with a canc-splioed hat. 
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THE POLYGLOTOPERA. 

Leaves from our Covent Gardenia JSfote^Booh. Monday. — Open- 
iug of the Polyglotopera. Ouverture de V Opera^ and if the sueeesB 
of the Opera is only up to thatof the Ouverture^ Bsl'UBIOLLNTJS Opbea- 

t Ticus will be a pronder and happier 
man than ever. The event of to- j 
night, and of the season, is the re- i 
turn of Brother JoHir, alias Jeait ; 
3)E Reszke, after unavoidable 
absence. House enthnsiastic for 
Brother Jomr as Borneo^ a big 
Borneo physically and operatioally ; 
and likewise evincing great delight 
1 fr^ at once again seeing Miss Emma 

^ Eames, \^o at end of hrst and 

second acts is recipient of Boral 
tributes presented via Signor Man- 
ciNELLi, who is permitted to take 
a snifE at ’em, and then has to 
// “stand and deliver” the £oral 

/> tributes smilingly. Signor Eotal- 

W nm comes out strong as 

1 ^ name originally intended by 

Shakespeaue as a quiz on his 
W UlnK^BSm. \ M \ somewhat quarrelsome friend Bek 

Jonsok. This fact not generally 
I cl known, but interesting. At some 

WI ' evening the National 

m miWm ll ^ Anthem was sung, but this depo- 

anybody 

W^\ if ^ 

\li came first, or who stayed to hear 

it, if it came last. Everyone de- 
^ ^ lights to sea the ever-useful and 

^ ornamental Mile. Battebmeisteb as 
Ze Mot Jean de Eeszke (d lui^ Gertrude* Q-ood augury for season. 
mime)* L'opera, c’est moi ! Tuesday. — Mascaoki’s CavaU 
leria, in Italian, and Hxjmperi)IN’0e''8 Haaeel and Gretel, in English. 
The latter ought to have been in Q-erman. Cavalleria Rusticana 
with Magghe Macentyee as Saniuzza, _ Hardly fair on Maggie so 
soon after CalvI:. Maggie, in dark wig and with sunburnt face, 
unrecognisable. Bauebmeisteb, Nurse Gertrude last night, is 
Mother Luda to-night, and afterwards appears as a good elf in 
Humpekdikck’s Kdnsel and Gretek This opera, in three acts, v^ 
delightful, but too long. Miss Mae i e Elba excell^t as boy 
Hdnself and Miss Jessie Hudblestok equally good as Greiei but 
for three acts to depend entirely on two^ Babes in the Wood, s* 


Herman nutcracker of a woodman, capitally played and s^g by Mr, 
Davii) Bispham, with just a sprinkling of the very archest angels, 
pantomime witch, and fairies, thrown in, rather too much. So 
quitted at 11.30, humming Humpeedikck’s melodies, more or less 
correct^, and looking 

Wednesday . — DoKi- 
ZETTi’s La Favoritask 
heavy favourite— with 

debutante Madame ''/m 

Makxelli, who has an 

enthusiastic reception, m. LZJ i I 

and is, as Wagstaef /' WU 

in the lobby observe^ A 

mSit’Ili fitted ^f or the 
p^t.” Shan’t speak to 
w AGGT again. But he f / 

willlurk in dark corner qJ ly \ I // - ' M\ 

and pounce out upon | n I jK, \ 

me with “ another good MJ fjj ';i 'Mvi) 

*un.” Signor Akcoka \ ctI K a k ' ' m 

prends le gateau as m '|i / n 

Alfonso. Dettbiolanus m ]\ Vl 

COVEKTGAEDEKEKSIS, ffln IM ' [ 14 | 

dropping into poetry, 

“Ceemojiki as J^er- W ^ ^ 

Does the part as well as 
man can do.” 

^ 

and so mistaking him, an astute friend, ever in search of forth- 
coming novelty, inquires “ who is Makcakdo?” whereat Deubio- 
LANU8 winketn the other eye, and, putting portentous finger to 
nose, refuses to give him the tip (requiring it himself), and so 


gi*acefully retires. Beneficent Beviokaki conducts. Orchestra 
admirable. 

Thursday. --French, and Italian night. Gowon’s Fhilemo^i.^ and 
Leokcavallo’s Fagliacci. Now, as we are in for Polyglottic season, 
probable annoncements will be, — Frying Dutchman^ in. Dutch (single 
and double) ; Fausts in German ; £*A fricaine, in Spanish and 
Ethiopian ; Peter the Great, in Bussian ; Les Huguenots, m ^ 
French ; Falstaff, in English ; Cavalleria, in Sicilian ; Semi- \ 
r amide, in Egyptian; Norma, in Welsh and Latin. N.B. — Any i 
! subscribers wishing for any characters in an opera to be sung in some 
I particular dialect, will kindly give notice ten days beforehand, and | 
their wishes will be attended to. Evidently to be a member, male 
I or female, of the chorus at the Eoyal Polyglottic Opera, is “ a liberal 
I education in itself.” 

Friday Night.— Faust. Jean be Eeszee, Faust; Pother be 
j Eeszke, Mephistopheles. But, as ill luck would have it. Toother 
One was taken ill, and M. Plaust Song, otherwise Plan^on, is his 
satisfactory substitute. Then at last moment Brother Jean, it 
was reported, hurt his ankle, either in getting out of a bath 
or ofi a bicycle, and couldn’t sing. So M, Bonnaeb came to 
the rescue of Eeszke, and appeared as Faust. But why^ should 
hurting his ankle have prevented the Johnnie from singing? 
Surely he might have come on in a bath-chair, and have made love 
to Marguerite Fames just as weU seated as walking about. And 
fliiTiTr how touching the scene in the garden would have been, 
ftTidiTig with invalided Faust wheeled hf Mephisto up to the window, 
and stretching out from Ms hath-chair to emorace Maggie, However, 
this wasn’t done, and Bohnabb amply satisfied the ahonnes, including j 
critical Eoyalties. Opera went Faust-rate. 

Miss Eames wore a novelty in peasants’ caps ; her appearance in 
the cathedral scene being somewhat suggestive of old portraits^ of 
Mrs. SiDBONS with her head bound up as Lady Macbeth suflcenng 
from toothache. Poor Marguerite! Another trouble added to 
her woes II ^ 

Saturday.— Rentree of Madame Albani, with the two 
Cbemonini as Lohengrin, and Mantelli as the Naughty ’ Aughty 
Ortruda Intruder. Madame Albani always delightful as Fisa, 
“though personally,” observes Wagstaef, taking me unawares, 

“ I would rather see her as somebody else -a in another opera. 
This is to me a bit heavy. Nothing light or amusingj eh? There s 
no laugh in Lohengrin, though there ’s always a ‘ gnu m it. At 
sound of Mancinelli rapping his desk sharply, and looking ro^d 
severely straight at Wagstapf, the latter disappears, and, for this 
night only, is heard no more. ^ End of first Polyglottic Opera week. 
Deueioianus delighted. Public ditto. 

“ OUR BOBBY.” 

Sung by a Soebby Man. 

[Eorebt Abel, the Surrey Cricketer, has already this season made three 
successive ianings of over a hundred, one of them topping the two hundred.] 

Air — Comin^ Thro* the EyeT 

Gin our Bobby meet a loose one Gin our Bobby hits a hundred 

Coming, low or high, Three times ronning-^ell, 

Gin our Bobby smite that loose one, Surrey long time of her Bobby' 

Won’t that loose one fly I Will that story tell 1 , 

Surrey’s Bobby, short and cobby, Ilka county has its crack hat, - | 

Hath sure hand and eye ; Surrey man am I, 

And Surrey shouts when Bob And Surrey’s Bobby bears the 
A-bel bell, . - , 

Smacks up a century I Yells Surrey in full cry I 

Antiquaeian and Modebn, — The name of the Coroner at Bethnal 
Green is Dr. Wynn Westcott. Evidently old family. 

“ A painted vest Prince Yortigern had on ^ 

Which from a naked Piet his grandsire won.*’ 

Dr. Wynn Westcott clearly descended from Prince Yoetigebn, | 
who took the name of “Win- West-got,” Subsequently “Wynn 
Westcott,” After searching among traditions of his ancient liae-— i 
which should be a clothes-line— Dr. Wynn Westcott is reported to 
have said, the other day, that, the union of two blind people who 
met, loved, married, and Eved happEy ever afterwards, was the 
most remarKable marriage he had ever heard of.” But why ? 
is blind : and in a true love-match both parties are quite blind, -^d 
so may they always continue to he, blind, that is, to each other’s faults. 

“Pinny Wise.”— F or a golden penny of the thirteenth century 
somebody gave £260 at the famous Montagu collection sale. At this 
rate, some of us could live on two-penoe for some considerable time, 
without extravagance^ 

► A Ceicket Chibp.— M r, C. I. Thobnton is familiarly known as 

> “ Buns,” doubtless from his current style. 




THE HOUSE “IN LAAGER." (A COLONIAL NIGHT.) 

With a very little trouble so iotch Fresh Interest and Local Colour might be added to Debate I 
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MASTBE WILLIAM. 

With Apologies to the Author of 
AVke in Wonderland”) 

[** Private letters received from 
ienna report that the Emperor 
William is by no means satished 
with the result of bis interview with 
King Humbert at Yenice. . . . The 
Emperor strongly recommended King 
Humbert to ignore England, and to 
seek to bring about a better under- 
standing with Bussia and France ; 
but he utterly failed to change His 
Majesty's sentiments," — Westminster 
Budget,'] 

“ You are young, Master Wil- 
liam,” the old Sage said, 

“And yon are not a Solomon, 
quite; 

And yet of Creation yon ’d stand 
on the head — 

Do yon think, at yonr age, it ’s 
polite?” 

“ As to yonth,” Master William 
replied, “ that 's yonr fnn ; 

Just look at my birth— and my 
brain ! I ! 

The rest of Creation, I’m certain, 
has none^ 

And its very last chance is my 
reign 1 ” 

“ Yon are young ! ” said the Sage, 
“ as 1 mentioned before, 

And can hardly know what yon 
are at ; 

But yon sent a ridiculous wire to 
the Boer— 

Now what was yonr object in 
that ? ” 

“ In my bib,” said the boy, “ I 
once read, on the sly. 

The story of * Little Jack 
Homer ’ ; 

And now I ’ye my finger in every- 
one’s pie, 

And every comer’s my comer 1 ” 
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WHAT OTTE DRAMATIST HAS TO PUr DP WITH. 

His Wife {reading a Sunday paper), ** J. PROPOS of they 

SAT HERB THAT YOU AND ShaKSPEABB REPBBSENC THE VERY OPPO- 
SITE Poles of the Dramatic AbtJ*’ 

He, “Ah 1 that ’s a nasty one fob Shahspbabe ! ” 


“ Yon are young I ” said the Sage, 
“ andyour judgment is weak, 
Yonr sehemes are as strong as 
—chopped suet ! 

Yet yon give the whole universe 
lots of your cheek I 
Do tell why the dickens yon d j 
it I” 

“My will,” said the youth, “is 
the General Law I 
And to argue with me leads to 
strife! 

[f the world wiU obey when I open 
my jaw, 

Things will go— for the rest of 
my life ! ” 

‘ ‘ You are young ! ” said the Sage 
“ Do yon really suppose 
You can boss the Alliance for 
ever ; 

And balance the world like an eel 
on your nose ? 

What makes you conceive you’re 
so clever ? ” 

“I’m boss of three nations, but 
that ’s not enough,” 

Said the boy, “ Humbert gives 
himself airs. 

If he talks of the English enteyite 
and such stoH, 

I shall just have to kick him 
downstairs I ” 


A Musical Note.— Those who 
were unable to attend Herr Willy 
Buemester’s second violin recital 
(it is a proof of modesty for one 
who is First Fiddle to play a second 
violin) have since lamented to the 
tune of “0^, Willie we have 
Missed You ! ” 

Axiom in the Divoecb Couet, 
— The promise of May is often the 
judgment of Jbunb. 


THE BOLD BUCOANEEE. 

{An Up tO’date Braming room Ballad for Y<mng 
BrUons of Elizahethan ” Bhdhusiasm,) 

Oh, if I ’d my choice of a living, 

I ’d fain be a Bold Buccaneer, 

Hot beans to the Boers gaily giving, 

And besting the bumptious Mynheer. 

A latter-day Dears, or a Raleigh, 

Ip just what would suit me — ^you bet I 
Joe ’s scruples do make me feel crawly, 

Me— and the St, James's Gazette, 

1 do hate these days of decomm. 

Law, order, and ad such small beer, 
Rum and gunpowder mix for my jomm I 
I ’d fain he a Bold 'Buccaneer 

(:laeen Bess knew a man when she saw bun ; 

Now if a trae hero rnns loose, 

There ’a lemon-tonguedLABBY to “jaw ” him, 
And OoM Paul to tuvist him a noose. 

Oh I would I were Elizabethan, 

And sinpreing the King o’ Spain’s heard I 
Bess nothing loved better to see than 
One whoIDon or Devil ne’er feared. 

She^d have given the Dutchman a 
dmbbing, 

And made onr new Cecil a Peer. 

Now a raid sets ns funking and blubbing, 
I ’d fain be a Bold Buccaneer I 

Gallant Deakb, we ’re now told, was a pirate, 
And Raleigh a mere filibuster I 
British prestige would stand at a high rate 
If “ Robbers ” like them we could muster. 


But now if a Rhodes goes a-raiding, 

B[e ’s promptly thrown over— by Joe, 
Midst crass Nonconformist upbraiding, 
And Radical huUahalloo. 

If a patriot mustn’t turn raider. 

For fear of some blooming Mynheer, 
Let who will be Soldier or Trader, 

I ’d fain be a Bold Buccaneer ! 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted prom the Diary op Toby, M.P. 

House of Cowmows, Monday^ May 11. — 
“ Yes, Toby, I am very much touched with 
my reception to-night,*' said Professor Jebb, 
polishing the nap of his hat with the cuff of 
his coat. “I am one of those persons who 
suffer on entrance to House of Commons by 
having established reputation outside. Of I 
course on my own dunghill at Cambridge, if 
I please to crow, I expect to receive respectful 
attention. It ’s different here. Think I ’ve 
heard you don’t like Professors ? Neverthe- 
less, 1 had close and respeotM hearing 
throughout my speech ou Education Bill. It 
was the demonstration at the end that almost 
took my breath away with pleasure. Been 
speaking for more than half an hour. Had 
worked off one of my perorations. No use 
being niggardly, you know. Was at trouble 
to frame three ; one in Greek ; thought it 
would have good effect ; would raise tone of 
debate, 

“ Consulted my colleague John of Goest. 
Said yes, it might do if I would make trans- 


lation, have it printed in slips and sent round. 
Otherwise he was afraid the Borough Mem- 
bers would think I bad dropped into Welsh. 
That hardly seemed worth while. So gave up 
the Greek ; cut down perorations to bare two : 
delivered one, I trust not without grace, cer- 
tainly not without effect. House not spe- 
cially crowded at moment. Fancy they didn’t 
know I was going to speak ; benches opposite 
pretty foJl. When I came to last word of 
peroration Number One, Members opposite, 
unable any longer to control their feelings, 
with one accord leaped to their feet. 

“ There were forty of them at least. Have 
read of this kind of thing before, you know. 
During hot crises of Home-Rule Debate, the 
conclusion of Mr. G.’s great speeches, his 
entering and leaving the House at particular 
epochs, were made occasion for similar demon- 
strations. Members being on their feet waved 
their hats and cheered, Q,aite expected excited 
crowd opposite me to do the same. Fancy, 
they were afraid of Speaher interfering. 
Anyhow, each man of them stood with head 
craned forward, eye fixed with agonized glance 
on Speaker. Scene almost painful in its in- 
tensity; didn’t desire to prolong it. So, bow- 
ing mv acknowledgments, and with difficulty 
controlling my emotion, I went on again. 

“ At sound of my voice, Members opposite 
plumped down into their seats with such naste 
that one inadvertently put his hat on in the 
wrong place. This too much for friends near 
me, who burst into roar of laughter. Don’t 
think it laughing matter. The whole soen'^ 
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evidence of the hoDonxahle emotion that nnderlies ordinarily repel- 
lant appearance of Honse. It is profoundly moved by sontid argu- 
ment conveyed in Inoid speech, occasionally rising to flights of 
eloquence. Wish I knew Member who audibly sat on his hat; 
would like secretly to convey to him a new one.” 

Pity Saek wasn’t by to hear this. He would cheerfully have told 
the Professor he was labouring under a misapprehension ; that the 
crowd of Members leaping to their feet thought he had finished his 
speech, and were merely trying to catch the Speakes’s eye. I, more 
tender-hearted, said nothing. 

Business rfowe.— Speech making round Education BiU. 

Spite of all hints to the contrary, there is a good deal of 
humour about the House of Commons. Hothing could be finer in 
its way than assumption on Opposition side of indignant grief at 
Pjbjxce Aethue’s determination to close to-night debate on Educa- 
tion Bill. Been dragging on forlornly through five nights— or is it 
five weeks ? On successive days has been first order. House usually 
full at question time. Questions over, Speakee observes, “ The 
Clerk will now proceed to read the Orders of the Day.” 

Instantly movement smongst serried ranks. Clerk’s resnonse 
quickens it. ” The Education Bill ; second reading.” These 
simple words act upon gathering like a cry of “ Fire ! ” Everybody 
makes for the door— everybody save John of Gobst, who, as 
Minister in charge of Bill, must at least put on appearance of 
attending to debate; a Member of Front Opposition Bench deputed 
to represent a late and now absent Ministey ; and some thirty or 
forty Members dispersed over benches. Every man of these last is 
clutching the paper he hopes to be able to read, hungrily watching 
the Member on his feet, anxions chiefly to know, not what he thinks 
of the four-shilling grant, the new local authority, or the Cowper- 
Temple danse, hnt at what precise minute he will sit down, and 
make opening for another. 

Of couTee there have been variations, when some important or 
atiraotive speaker has taken up the running. But this the general 
aspect. Then comes Peincb Aethur with the blessed shears, and 
threatens to cut the thin spun thread. Instantty Opposition get their 
b ick up. If there is one thing Members to left of Speakee desire more 
eirnestly than opportunity for taking part in debate, it is the luxury i 
of hearing others speak. Their emotion so overpowering, cmnot 
trust themselves to remain in their places through this the last 
prized opportunity. Through the long hours benches empty ; aspect 
c f place as dreary as heretofore. As for Squibb of Malwood, moch 
as he has snffered through a blameless life, this the unkindest cat 
of all. If there was for him one pathway on which Duty and Plea- 
sure met, and walked hand in hand in placid delight, it was listening 
to debate on Eda cation Bill. Hardly could he be torn away from 
Front Bench to eat a dry crust. As for a cigar, wouldn’t look at 
one longer ihan his forefinger. Looking forward through it all to 
pleasuie of himself contributing to the swelliog tide of heart-stirring 
eloquence that had spethed around this stage of the Bill. Proposal 
to closure debate on the fifth night too much for him. 

“ If they’re going to closure,” said he, “let them gag me too.” 

So the noblest B-omau of -them all sat in statuesque silence, an 
attitude infinitely moi e eloquent than the most persuasive speech. 

Business done , — ^Second reading Education Bill carried by 423 votes 
against 156, 

Thursday , — The crowing distress of agriculture is, that it is 
personally represented in House of Commons by the plumpest of our 
fellow-kind, sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o’ nights. It has 
ever been thus. Years ago, the sorrows of the farmer used to be 
chanted by James How.^, Member for Bedfordshire in the 1880-5 
Parliament. He was himself something in the agricultural imple- 
ment line, and had many means of knowing how farming business 
prospered or otherwise. Then, as now, it was generally otherwise. 
But when Howabh was on his feet, his rosy face iUnmined with 
content, his paunchy person plainly fall of leaf or mutton, the whole 
thmg came to have farcical air predestinating Lis advocacy to defeat. 

Same in its way to-day with the more-than-ever ruined farmer. 
Squibb OF Bianknet, in charge of Rating Bill, can hardly he 
regarded as an object-lesson in agricultural distress. When resist- 
ing amendments, he does his best to put on haggard look. But 
success not thorough. 

Then there ’s Major Rasch, with whose constituents in Essex things 
arc so bad that he always wa^s to London at openmg of Session, 
To-night he came up again with his dolorous tale. Once in happy 
Essex it was twenty tenants running after a farm ; now it is twenty 
tarms running after a tenant. As for the landlords their position is 

xlOp6l6S?» 

someone in Shazspeabe, Toby, dear boy,” he said, 
as he dallied over the ha^in of soupe maigre that serves for his 
evening meal, ‘ who remarks, * See what a rent the envious Casoa 
made t I don’t remember at the moment what line of business 
Qusea look, whether he owned land or honses. But I ’ll undertake 
to say that if he ’ll come down to Essex and put his money in land, 
he ’U make no rent at all,” ’ 

This doubtLess not exaggeration of a sad case. Gnly to have it set 


forth by a man of Rasch’s appearance— plump, well set up, well 
dressed, to-night gay with bonquetted button- hole— there is certain 
incongruity about situation that fatally militates against effect of 
appeal. Business done,— In committee on Agiioultnral Rating BUI, 

RUSS VERY MUCH IN URBE. 

{By our Trusted Correspondent at the Coronation,) 

You were quite right to let me go to Moscow in good time. As 
you had foreseen, apartments were at a premium. I have had the 
greatest difSlcnlty in getting what is called over here a shakdownski. 
It is a sort of temnorary shelter. I sleep on a couchoff^o. kind of 
sofa— situated in what they quaintly term a 
^ Wijm thirdfloorhackski. My room is very near the 

clouds, or,^ to use Russian, the skisky. The 

^ place is filling fast, but at present most of the 

important personages are absent. The Duke 
and Duchess of Connaught will he here he- 
packet reaches you. As you know, 
H.R.H. commands at Mdershot, and the 
Duchess is the daughter of that gallant warrior 
who was known in the Franoo-G-erman War as 
“the Red Prince.” All the military men of 
w/ the various nationalities are wearing their 
uniforms. Those who come from England 
appear usually in scarlet. 

And now, no doubt, you would like some 
account of Moscow.^ Well, a good deal of it 
m has been re-bnilt since it was burned to the 
basement in the time of Hapoleon the Great. 
When the fire to which I refer took place, 
^ the snow was lying thick on the ground— 

at the moment of writing the trees are in leaf and the flowers in 
bloom. Of course, I was not present at the conflagrationoff 
(Russian for “the fire”), but one of the oldest inhabitants tells 
me— so far as I can understand his lingo— that “the contrast between 
then and now was very marked.” I have no great faith in Mus- 
covite veracity, hnt this statement savours of truth. 

Moscow is full of streets. Each street has several lights, placed in 
a sort of receptacle for gas jets, called lampostoffs. The city, as a 
whole, is something like Fulham plus a dash of Venice, with a 
soupgon of Paris thrown in. It is rather difdeultto give a better 
description. The principal chnroh is called the Kremlin. It has a 
glided roof, and in this respect resembles to some extent the cross at 
the summit of the dome of St. Paul’s, 

Of course it is impossible to describe the Coronation until it has 
taken place— quite impossible. However, it is an open secret that 
the CzAE is to wear a crown on the occasion. He is to put this head- 
gear on the top of his head, and then to take it off to put on the head 
of the CzAEiNA. Then there is to be much shouting, and some 
soldiers (belonging I am told to the Artillery) are to let ofE some | 
cannons. This is the programme as at present arranged, hnt like 
all other programmes is, of course, subject to alteration. 

For the moment, I do not think I can tell you any mere. In my 
next I may be able to give you some account of the public monu- 
ments. To the best of my recollection they consist of the Russian 
Museum, the South Moscow Museum, the National Portrait Gallery, 
^e Muscovite School of Mines (in Jermynofi Streetski), and the 
Earlscourtsikoff Exhibition. I cannot verify these statements as, 
unfortunately, I have mislaid my gnide-booS. But of one thing 1 
am certain, you were most wise in sending me to Russia, as I could 
not jposslbly have given you the above interesting account had I 
remained in Fleet Streetski, I should say Fleet Street. And with this 
remark I drop into Anglo-French and write “ a do.” 

Among Things not Jenneeaixy Known, — The cost of an annual 
celebration of the First Innocnlation at Biiokebnrg is defrayed, so 
the Standard correspondent informs us, “out of a fund established 
by a contemporary of Dr. Jenneb, a Dr. Fatjst.” A Doctor Faust, 
forsooth I ^ There can be but one Dr, Faust, and if so, wasn’t 
innocnlation the invention of Mephistopheles ? This may add another 
feather to the cap of Mephisto, but it will serve as a powerful 
argument on the side of the angels, that is, the anti- vaccinators, 
and therefore the anti-Fanst-and-MepMstopheles combination. 

^ “ The Blue, the Feesh, &c.” — ^There is a “ Real Bine Hunga- 
rian Band,” Why not “ The True Blue” ? And an “ Original Blue 
Hungarian” ditto. Anybody sufiering from “ doleful dumps,” Ihe 
result of dyspepsia, can try the homeopathic principle of curing like 
with like, and attempt to dispel his melancholia by getting the 
Blues, above-mentioned, to play a few tones to him. 

A Chef's Epigeammatic Descbipiion of Geand Festivitiis 
:^^G THE Russian Coeonation.— “J lfeww, tout ‘a la Bmsa,^ 
Specialite, Sauce Tartwre,^^ 
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HOW TO ENJOY THE 
BANK HOLIDAY, 

{By our amusing Domestio Jest&r^ ) 

ORGANISE an “At Home” 
for one of your friends by 
writingr to say that some one 
(signature illegible) is only 
“ a day or two in town,” and 
will look in “during Monday 
afternoon.” Select an amiable 
acquaintance, and the chances 
are ten to one that he (or, 
better still, she) will “stay 
in,” so as not to miss the pro- 
mised visit. If the good- 
natured he or she has projected 
a run into the country, which 
has consequently to be aban- 
doned, so much the better. 

Send bogus cards of admis- 
sion to various places of enter- 
tainment to those who are 
likely to use them. Of course 
you must choose the more 
guileless of your circle, or .the 
fraud will be detected. * All 
you have to do is to secure old 
vouchers, and alter the dates. 
If any one*goes a long journey 
on a fooPs errand, the fun, it 
is obvious, will be fast and 
furious. 

If you obtain a form of 
summoDS (any barrister vdll 
give you one, or tell you where 
to get it at a law stationer’s), 
and fill it up for Ubel, wi^ 
enormous damages, you have 
the foundation for an excel- 
lent practical joke. Drop it 
into the^letter-box of a nervous 



EPISCOPAL HUMOUR. 

Effie {who has come to sjpend a week at the PcUace), “ I think I ought to 
TELX i YOU AT GRANDPAPA, THAT I DON'T CARE EOR ANY JOKES UN- 

LESS THEY 'RE THE VMRT JSSST ! " 


man. When the nervous man 
receives t at the hands of his 
servant, he will almost have a 
fit. It will be a pity that you 
cannot witness the scene, out 
it should afi^ord you endless 
amusement to imagine it. 

:;;;lf you do not mind plagiar- 
ism, you can issue circulars 
inviting tradesmen to send in 
goods of all descriptions to one 
of the more wealthy of your 
friends. Something like this 
has been done in the past by 
an eminent practical joker. 
However, the suggested 
modem piece of waggery has 
this advantage over the drollery 
of long ago— the orders re- 
quiricg execution on a Bank 
Holiday, will cause increased 
embarrassement and confu- 
sion. 

If 'you'^are asked to explain 
the point of all this: light- 
hearted vivacity, you may say 
lhat it is appropriate to W(h)it 
Monday ; and if this is not 
deemed sufidoient, you may 
add that you have dropped the 
aspirate, because it is never 
sounded in “ ^Arry.” 


Absit Omen-.— Alponso the 
Thirteenth, King of Spain, 
has just attained his tenth 
year. Let ns hope that this 
does not imply the decadence 
of the dynasty. 3L\ Punch 
wishes him many returns 
derived from Cuban tobacco 
revenues. 


CONDENSED CONEIDENCE. 

{Far Ladi&s only,) 

Dearest Ethbunda,— We had a delightful drive down from 
London to Kempton Pari, and I felt quite Watteau-like as I looked 
on the lilacs, laburnums, and chestnut trees en route, I did not 
occupy the box seat, because Mrs. Plantagenet-Hibbs. who really 
gets more passee and more assertive every day of her life, claimed 
that position. But, as I told Lord Arthur, who laughed heartily, 
it does not do to contest the claims of those who are approaching 
fin de derni-siecle. The other members of our party consisted of 
Lady Typina Tipcat (own aunt to the Doke of Battledore and 
Shuttlecock), Sir Willoughby Wear, Q,.C. (who bored everybody 
by bis very broad references to the Divorce Court, where I fijrmly 
believe he lives with Sir Eeancis Jettne), Mr. Swinburne Jenkins, 
the poet (whose acquaintance you wiU remember I made at the 
Eldorado Music-hall), Mr. and Mrs. Nibblethorpe Nobbes, of 
Hobbes Hall, Staffordshire, not young, bnt rich and bncolio, Baron 
Stewart db Toza, a Portuguese gentleman with a cast of feature 
not unlike that of tne late Lord Beaconsfield (by birth, he told me, 
that he was a compatriot of Cahoens, but by instinct a Scotchman, 
his mother being a member of the noble family of MacDuniwassel), 
and Mr. and Miss Eamp-Tulicon (his sister), Mr, K.-T, being, as I 
understand, an owner of fossil ivory mines in Siberia. Certainly 
both he and Mies K.-T. had most exquisite false teeth. In fact, 
onr party was an olla podrida^ or rather houillabaisse of humanity, a 
What a wondrous place is Kempton I Imagine, ma teute helle^ a 

t lorions pleasaunce (wherein I am told Q;ue€n Elizabeth, in the 
ays of her spinsterhood and threatened by horrible forecasts, used 
to ramble), dotted with magnificent teees, and adorned with exquisite 
places of vantage, called in racing parlance “ stands ! ” Flowers 
were to be seen on all sides, and the Prince of Wales had luncheon 
in a pavilion which the Sultan of Turkey, or the late lamented 
Shah of Persia, might have envied. Lord Arthur introduced me, 
when we were stroUmg to the Paddock, to a very handsome gentle- 
man with merry eyes and a debonnair aspect ; he was none other, I 
ascertained, than Mr. S. H, Hyde, the presiding genius of this great 
show, which Aladdin would not have been ashamed to bring to 
the notice of the Princess of China, “ Well,” he asked, pleasantly, 
“ what do you think of Kempton ? ” “ It ought to be called Hyde 


Park,” I replied, with a curtsey. The manager blushed and hurried 
away, while dear Lord Arthur congratulated me on what he called 
my “ d propos motP AtkI yet I hoped that Mr. Hyde would not 
hold me to be unmaidenly in giving out a cale^nhour which in- 
stinctively leapt to the tip of my tongue, as did Yenus from the sea. 

I would, dearest, that you could have seen the toilettes in the 
Club inclosure, Mr. Swinburne Jenkins says that they reminded 
him of a bevy of startled peacocks. His simile is not altogether 
without verisimilitude. The delicate bloom of the egg-plum, the 
verdant hue of the early pea, and the assertive tint of the ripe 
tomato, mingled in more than one costume with the colours orange, 
red, and lemon of the varied nasturtiums, and the bright aggressive- 
ness of the Bun-fiower, which has not quite made up its mind 
whether it ought not to pose as a new sort of chrysanthemum. Quel 
luxe / I noticed one tall, fair woman, with a cloak made of black 
lambs’ tails, and a petite dame, whose features are not unfamiliar to 
students of Messrs. Camera and OBScruRA’s art, clad in a richly em- 
broidered coB^me made of pillow-casiug, such as could be only 
supplied by* I will analysef 

1 now turn to the great race itself, del! Wbat a commotion 
about tiie galloping of a few horses 1 In spite of the racing, which 
might have proved a distraction, we had a happy day. Try asparagus 
with turmeric sauce. The dish, so papa declares, who curiously 
enough won over Victor Wild, is only equalled by tomatoes au vin 
blanc. Ever, dear. Tour loving cousin, Kadj . 

* The name of the maker need not be bolstered up.— E d. 

T Our correspondent is not engaged as an analyst, so much matter is here 
deleted.— Ed. 


“ Leo the TerribIiE.” — A psuagraph in The Weekly Itegister 
recounts how the Pope “ began on Tueiday Ms accustomed summer 
walks in the Vatican gardens, where he remained from ton till five, 
receiving the heads of the Capuchins in the new pavilion.” The 
italics are ours. What a terrible scene in this “ so-caJled nineteenth 
century.” Why, the tyrant Hero himself “ is not in it ” with Pope 
Leo “ receiving the heads of the Capuchins.” We ask, tohat became 
of the bodies ? Surely civilised Europe will ask this ; and, as among 
the unfortunate Capuchins there were probably some British subjects, 
will there not be a question in the House ot Commons, pnt, let us 
suggest, by Colonel SaundersonI.? 
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NEYEE MEND ! 

(Parody of Poe hy a Parliamentary Poet) 

Sir HarcourU ** Wliat did tlie right hon. gentleman (^tr. Balfour) 
say the other day ? ” Mr. Balfour, “ Never mind ! ” 

Iteport on Agricultural Bating BiiU 

"WsiN upon a May night dreary M.P.’s ponder, -weak and weary, 
Over many a iinaint amendment, quite the usual Party “ blind,” 
"When they’re nodding, nearly napping, and Sir Wiluam amartly 
slapping 

On the box, with view to trapping, asks a question, rude, unkind, 
Then the Leader well may mutter, lank and languidly reclined 
On his bench, ** Oh, never mind I ” 

What the dickens does it matter, this recriminatory chatter. 

This superfluous Party clatter rude, irrelevant, unrefined ? 

Y( sterday is not to-morrow I Party ’vantage would you borrow 
From last week ? I ask in sorrow— sorrow for such waste of wind — 
What I said last year, last week, if me to that you ’d harshly bind, 

I must answer “ Never mind I ” 

Well of words may T be thrifty, with a hundred votes and fifty, 
Heady, howsoever shifty be my schemes, to seal and bind 
[ Every oracle I utter I If you think my calm you ’ll flatter 
By your retrospective splutter, you ’re mistaken, as you ’ll And. 

I CflAPiiN may compete with you in eloquence of Rhodian kind, 

My reply is— ‘ ‘ Never mind I ” 

And the Leader, never quitting, still is sitting, s*ill is sitting. 

On that cosy Treasury Bench, in lolling languor limp reclined ; 

And his eyes have all the seeming of a Q-allio who is dreaming, 

And the Rads with wild wrath screaming seem to him as summer wind. 
And when stout Sir Williak wakes him with a question of this kind. 
He will yawn out “ Never mind ! ” 

TIPS POE TRADERS. 

(See the Bepoit of our Consul at Qherhowrg^) 

Always start with the assumption that you are doing a very om- 
descending act in aUowing the dratted foreigner to purchase any of 
your coal, iron, shirtings, chemicals, or whatever it may.be. 

Never take the trouble to translate your trade circulars into any 
for<^lgn tongue. To make out their meaning will be a useful lesson 
in English for the poor jabbering Frenchman, Italian, or Teuton. 

Bearing in mind that the decimal system prevails in France, quote 
aU your prices in pounds, shillings, and pence. The mental anguish 


which this will cause^ to your (possible) French customers will be a 
fitting return for their nastiness about Egypt, Siam, &c. 

Remember that the only dignified international attitude to adopt 
to an obviously inferior race is to fling your goods down, and say, 

” Take them or leave them ! ” This is what makes Englishmen so 
popular on the Continent. 

As the G-erman firms that compete with you take great care to 
send engaging and polyglottio young men to push their goods in 
France, yon had better send nobody, but manage everything by 
correspondence— in English, of course. 

If you do forget yourself so far as to despatch a traveller abroad, 
be very careful to pick out a person who knows no French, and less 
German, and who will make it quite plain to everybody he meets 
that he considers English the only “ language ” in the world, all the 
others being “ Hngos,” 

Don’t yield to the nonsense of Consuls, and other ignorant pe<mle, 
who tell you that to gain the custom of foreigners you must drop 
some of your own. Don’t stoop to ccnqiier.” Brusquerie and 
business, bad manners and good trade, are intimately allid. 

Lastly, if you do manage to get an order abroad, give as much 
trouble to your customer as you can, by leaving him to anrange for pay- 
ment of customs dues, delivery, and so on. It will do him good. Most ! 
foreigners are very lazy, and you should try and cure them of this trait. | 

. — i 

COMMON OE GARDEN RHYMES. 

IV.— Asters. 

0 Asier, on the garden bed And if the critics — ^raoe snblime — 

A man might sing the grace you Would make an onslaught on my 
shed rhyme. 

In living metres or in dead, In sheer contempt they write that 

In sonnets or in sapphics. I ’m 

As one who ’d gladly hymn your The worst of poetasters ; ^ 

praise While I retort, to trump their card. 

It grieves me, fiUs me with am aze, That I, as weu befits a bard, 

To find you are, in 1 earned phrase, Reserve the nght to disregaid 

A “ pejorative affix ” I All drivelling criticasters. 


A blossom all devoid of thorn 
In speech’s kindly garden born 
Becomes the very flower of sc.rn, 
If grafted on an aster ; 

And so at times, sweet Aster, all 
Your sweetness may he turned to 
t gall— 

if, for example, one should call 
A wit a wittioaster. 


All drivelling criticasters. 

So, Aster, though a glow you 
shed 

In summer on the garden 1 el, 

No sonnet simmers in my head 
For you, nor any sapphics ; 
Because, although in many ways 
A subject worthy of my lays, 

I cannot bring myself to praise 
A pejorative affix I 
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-ri-r-ri f ereiitial kind of okoice, either for the partridge or the weasel, and 

JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGOp that such a triangular courtship and triple alliance would infallibly 

(By Baboo Hurry Bunosho Jarberjbb, B,A,) tominate in the apple of discord, but Jessie did assure me that it 

^ yjjj was <it>ite usual and the correct cheese for a girl to have more than 

_ , , , , , cy Tir one beau upon her string. 

Jjrawhachs and advantages of oetng engaged, aome Meattamn^n j {jj^e farther observation that the Comedians and Comics 

a Music-hall, together with notes of certain things that Mr, reduced to extreme pauperism, since they presented them- 

Jahherjee failed to understand, selves before a well-dressed, respectable audience in garbage of 

Mt preceding article announced the important intelligence of my unpwagoned shabbiness, and with hair of unbrushed wildness, and 
betrothal, in which I was then too much the neophyte to express any needing immediate tonsure. 

very opinionated judgment as to the pros or cons of my approaching One songster did offer some excuse for the poverty of his appear- 

henediction as a Benedick (if I may be allowed a somewhat humorous anee, telling us his hard case, how that he was occupied in declaring 

pnn). his passion to a beauteous damsel, when she was “ all over him in 

L^appetit vient en mangeant, and I am blessing my stars more a minute,” and, while he was making love to the pretty stars above, 

j fervi^y every day for the lucky windfall which has bolted upon me she cleared out all his pockets in a minute I At which many 




from thehlne. j langhed; hnt, thongh Jove is said to regard lovers’ perjuries vpith 

All the select hoarders were speedily in- / cachinnation, I could not help feeling the 

formed of my engagement, and the males, X most pitiable sympathy for such ^ a disap- 

thongh profuse in their congratulations, did , / / /////// pointing eonolnsion to a love affair, seeing 

manifest their green-eyed monster hy snn- / //X/m////' that it is impossible for the comeliest nymph 

dry veiled chncklings and rib- pokings, returns her admirer’s devotion by 

while the ladies-espeoiaUy Miss Spink— . X, stealing his purse, and similar trash, ^ to 

are become less pressing in their attentions, / ‘ I f/n Hi ' v remain posed any longer upon the toweling 

and address me as “Prince ’’with increased - r/rdi/tl '/ pedestal of an ideal. Upon making this 

frequency, and in a tone of tittering /; i'jfl'i ! / / remark to Jessie, however, she uttered the 

acidnlation. ■ ‘k' I! > ! /' repartee that I was the sill 3 r noodle ; though 

This, however, is attributable to natural • /•' ; ll i ^ notwithstanding her 

disappointment; for it was notorious that . t / /rfjL. attachment to gewgaws, not capable of 

all of them, even the least prepossessing, M I\SM \ descending personally to such light-fingered 

were on the tiptoe of languishmg expec- tactics. 

tancy that I should cast my handkerchief ^ additionally bewildered by a chorus 

in one of their directions. But the feminine . i' ' 1 by one of the Society Belles, which 

nature is not capable of snstainin|: the good- I HI fH ''' ✓ / ^ down verhatim^ in the hope of a soln- 

fortnne of another member of their sex with j TO / /j /j tion. It was as follows : “For 1 like a good 

good-humoured complacenov ! \ / J.iiU f H! ! / // li^Ti ii^deed I do ! Provided he comes out 

On the other hand, I enjoy many privi- ihrf^Siv m II 11 ^ ' ' ' • U / / something new I But why did he tell 

leges and bonuses. I am permitted to enter /// Wifm ®] U| I'ra / / / / me that story with whiskers on, why, why, 

' Mrs. Mankletow’s private parlour ad lihi- ' Jfi ijM if] I MBMIjm flU • / / U ” 

ium^ and there converse with my beloved, / I'lL Wl /M iwlll HiB jH ‘‘TO / // Now to me it is wholly incomprehensible 
calling her “Jessie,” and even embrace /,//// ///I// f M M / // that the female intelligence should admire I 

her in moderation. I may also embrace her r h/h 1$ InSlIPTifflilV i ffl 1/1 mendacity in the opposite sex on the sole 

Mother, and address her as “Mamma,” /'i!' pi nl Jrff flllfflli /• conditions that the said liar should present 

which affords me raptures of a less tumnl- />, h!, I ' ' l| J|H!|| 1 || | mm / ' himself in some novel article of attire, and, 

tuouskind. /; /;■'• / I'j I |]|i I ff |l | previously to relating his untruth, remove 

Moreover now, when I conduct my mamo- n i jlpf] /Jll'ij/ ii || l| 11 Wj| jjT'' / from his cheeks any hirsute appendages, 

to an entertaiiment, it is no longer / I iPiBJff I i JDLrrtf ^1^® boarders whom I consulted on 

rigueur for any third party to impersonate ' /'/. WijlflB . the subject attempted to persuade me that 

agooseberryj ^ ^ ''ill it was the that had the whiskers ; but 

The mention of entertainments reminds , ' ' jr] I ' liflafJ I iMllifl j it is nonsensical to suppose that a purely 

me that, a few evenings ago, I escorted her '| I vl ' 'Iwf '/.'/Iv ' ' abstract affair like an untruth could be 

to a musio-hfidl, wherein, although I had i:i < /■’ \ Silil '// I SlwT furnished with capillary growth, which 

previously heKeved myself a past master in iL I L' A '•.j / •! I H belongs to the concrete department, 

the shibboleth of London Cockneyisms and UbT/ ' ll w ' 'll mill There was a lady described as an “in- 

technical terminology, I heard and saw ^ vHl Ifa *1111' ML ^ comparable Comedienne,” who was the 

much which was au bout de mon Batin, ' ! ! ■ victim of unexampled had luck. For she 

and the head impossible to he made out of P had purchased a camera (which she exhi- 

thetail, | bited to the assembly), and with this she 

±:,g,, there were two young lady-per- | had gone about photographing landscapes 

formers alleged by the programme to he ' ^ ^ other sceneries. But, lack-a-daisy I no 

Senos and Bone Soloists,” whereas they i ^ sooner were they printed than the pictures 

were the reverse of lugubrious; nor were j v w »» ^®^® discovered to be irretrievably spoilt 

their physiognomies fieshless or osseous; hut, ^ garbage of unparagoned sbabbmesB.’ objects in the foreground of such doubt- 

on the coi^rary, so shapely and well-favoured that Jessie did remon- ful propriety that they were not exactly fit to place among her 
strate with me upon the perseverance with which I gazed at them. brick-hacks, so she was compelled to keep them in a drawer among 
And I oonld not at all find any one to explain to me the difference her kniok-nacks I 
^tween a “ Comedian^^ and a “ Comic*^ : or a “ Comedian and I should have liked her to inform us where such a faulty 
PaUerer and au “ JEccentric Comedian ” ; or a “ Society Belle ” mechanism was procured, and why she did not exchange it for one of 
and a ^ Burlesque Artiste ” ; or, again, “ A Sketch Artiste ” and a superior competency. 

Speciality BancerJ* For to me tlmy seemed all precisely similar. She was succeeded on the stage by a little girl with a hoop, who 
Inere were four farming Lyric Sisters,^' who performed a dance bore a striking resemblance to her predecessor, and was probably ber 
m long expansive smts, ^d in conclusion did all turn heels-over- iiffantile daughter. This child was evidently of a greatly inquisitive 


laughed; but, tbougb Jove is said to regard lovers’ perjuries v^ith 
. cacbinnation, I could not help feeling the 

/ most pitiable sympathy for such a diaap- 

/ ///i/X pointing conclusion to a love affair, seeing 

(//!///f////// / that it is impossible for the comeliest nymph 

. MM/§///// / , who returns her admirer’s devotion by 

Wfij/lJl/ i '' / / stealing his purse, and similar trash, to 

R' h/nHi ‘ '^/ remain posed anj longer upon the toweling 

nrJj/H '/ pedestal of au ideal. Upon making this 
; / ' remark to Jessie, however, she uttered the 

Wml/lm f! i r repartee that I was the sill 3 r noodle ; though 

i /% ®^® ^ ®^®> iiotwithstanding her 

/ i|L attachment to gewgaws, not capable of 
deaoeuding personally to such light-fingered 

I was additionally bewildered by a chorus 
i'' 1 <zhauted by one of the Society Belles, which 

m mm iii ^ down verbatim, in the hope of a solu- 

E^l 'SI 'WrXL /7 n ^®ll®ws : “For I like a good 

III ! // indeed Ido! Provided he comes out 

W' i I 11^1 ' ' ' • ! / / something new I But why did he tell 
i !u ' / / ^h whiskers on, why, why, 

I jH '‘''ilm j! Now to me it is wholly incomprehensible 
Bl !l 1 'Im < // female intelligence should admire 

Hiw 1 rffl ' i/1 mendacity in the opposite sex on the sole 

1\\ F Blft ^ ilvl / / conditions that the said liar should present 

1 1 1 III' } / himself in some novel article of attire, and, 

I n li I '• previously to relating his untruth, remove 

lulnll ¥ ^ cheeks any hirsute appendages. 

I ilJrairrrtf boarders whom I consulted on 

t-' fflImlW ' ‘^^® attempted to persuade me that 

iliw III R ' whiskers ; but 

I'j'W I 'I it is nonsensical to suppose that a purely 

f''W llla lr ' abstract affair like an untruth could be 

Vi i ll™ furnished with capillary growth, which 

I > ' P li belongs to the concrete department. 

■ 'llll nillll There was a lady described as an “in- 

comparable Comedienne,” who was the 
^ victim of unexampled had luck. For she 

had purchased a camera (which she exhi- ' 
hitea to the assembly), and with this she 
about photographing landscapes 
^ sceneries. But, lack-a-daisy I no 

sooner were they printed than the pictures 
, , , . . „ were discovered to be irretrievably spoilt 

ragoiied shabbinesB. ojjjeots in the foreground of such doubt- 


head in simultaneii 
expectancy, not to 


aeity ; hut this,^ it seems, was, (wutrary to my disposition, and aied many questions of her progenitors which they 
to dance a ^eciality. Speaking for my humble were unable to answer, bidding ber not to bother, and to go away 


^ ^ T-i O Z J TIWXV U.UUilk/AV WV CUAO IT , UAVAUAU^ AAUU UU UUUIA^X, MAAVL V\J gV J 

part,^ 1 respectfully of opmon that lovely woman loses in queenly and play. 

^^ity by the abrupt execution of a somersault; however, -Uie feat Then she asked a juvenile hoy (who remained invisible), called 
excite vociferous applause from the spectators. “ Johnnt Jones,” and informed us that “ she knew now.” Bat I 
x artner there appeared a couple of Daettists in ordinary evening was still in the total darkness as to the answers, which even Jessie 
Mbiliments, who sang m unis^ wi^ egregions melodiousness. One declared that she was “ JDavus, non (Bdipus^^ and not able to provide 
^ partrmge; ^e o^er thm as a weasel; and they with the correct solutions. 

both the adorers of a^ certain lovely damsel Upon the whole, I am of opinion that music-halls are more fertile in 

^ A J “cental puzzlement and social problems, and more difficult of 

, J ^ J ^ey, And of all the days lu the week they comprehension, than theatrical entertainments. 

1?’ no doubt, why the spectators are allowed to consume 

XT. 1 ^ liquors and sandwiches throughout the performance, since it is well 

was not humanly fusible for Sally known that the brain cannot carry on its modus operandi with 
to oontiuue such periodical promenades without exhibiting some pre- efficiency if the stomach is in the beggarly array of an emp*^ box I 
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EASTBOURNE EOR THE CZAR ! 

{By ov/t Trusted Bcmrter,) 

Its obedience to yoni instmotions, “to keep my eye on the 
Coronation of the Emperor of Etjssia,” I proceeded on Monday, - 2? 

May 18, to Eastbourne. I found the place sn fete. The streets ^ 

were thronged with people ; from house to house, from pole £^s f ^ 

to pole, hung a profusion of paper-flowers. There were stands 

on the Grand Parade, and bunting everywhere. Also a first- 

rate band snpported in an alcove over the sad sea waves. V /.i/ 

“What is the event of the day?” I asked, after a careful 1 K i ^ li 

inspeotion of the decorations. u — 

“The Gymkhana in the South Fields at 1,30,” was the h / f|\ -. m i 

Th^ I womed about this explanation. “ The Gymkhana ! ” 

What on earth was it ? It sounded like an Eastern potentate, / to |j //j 

or a deUoious rival to “rahatlakoum.” But why should a swarthy / m. fflll jjN # ^ 

monarch go to the South Fields at Innch-time? Or why should j\ W[ 

an oriental sweetstufl be there distributed at such an hour? ^ Jm \ ^ 

Perhaps for tiffin. Pleasant recollection. Tiffin another name \\ \ f V /> 

for middiy meal. Lunch! \ V/ \\V / 

I had bought a local paper. Among the advertisements was j 1 Ml / 

much about a certain hotel, I would trust to the praises of the |j|||i \ \ // 

reclames, I went, I saw, and was conquered. Could not get a I \ K\ X 

table near the window. Had to wait twenty minutes for a steak. l,A 7 irJ\wn ™ \ i\ \ / 

Fo^d^^ole^ the table-cloth, and successfully contested the j || \ 

Out of temper. Renewed search for “ Gymkhana.” I wan- ) j|| i 

dered, until at length I arrived (outside the town) at the / |I| . i s 

skeletons of. about a square mile of booths. I asked elderly / 1 \II I ll 1 ^ 

individual for explanation. / ll 'i 1 

“Not know what that is!” he exclaimed, in an ecstasy of / 9 'i'ill I I 

astonishment. And then he told me ; but unfortunately I nave / 1 li'| i s y^m 

foigottenwhat he said. I fancy the booths were for agricultural / 1 llillll x: a vU 

show, or steeple-chases, or international exhibition, or something / . ® \mi 

or^ thCT^ But, at any rate, they were not intended for the j . 

“Why, surely the South Fields are yonder^”f continued the 
elderly individud. And so they were. And in\them I found ^ ^ 

the object of my search. All the aristocracy, gent^^ and in- ‘ ^ 

habitants (more or less) of Eastbourne and its vioimty, were %J. 

scattered in a meadow watching the skill of some yeomanry and 

voliinteers. The Gymkhana was a provincial edition of the GOLF NOTES. 

™sYIpi^hS?^o glK’cavalry men of the anaHaries OU Smd. “ Ah, I hjued tott ’d ro^. Bmn eotod the Links ybt ! 
were attempting to thump one another with single-sticks, but 

their cautious chargers knew better, and declined to take the Old Emd, did you go m 

champions within striking istance. The horses seemed of a ATe io Ewiul, Qg, my obdinaby Clothes 1 

superior breed to those accustomed to the shafts of a bathing- — ■ ~ ~~ ~ 

machine, or the burdens imposed on the animal let out at sixpence an GOLF IN ZUMMEEZET. 

hour at Hampstead on a bank holiday; But for all that, and all 

that, the brutes were so obstinate, that they would have been the {John TazewelVs accowrd of the matter,) 

better tfor the chastisement of a cane-bearing donkey boy. The Yutb doius to Ham, do ee zay ? Zo be, for sure ; 

Yeomahry won their prizes amidst the attention of the snap-shot But take a glass, now do ee, an’ wark indoor, 

photographers and the cheers of the mighty multitude. Then came Us ha’n’t a-zin ee to Ham vor more*n wik, 

performance of massed bands, and Monday ended in harmony. Be alius a welcome here, you do know, Mas’r Dick. 

Tuesday was devoted to “ Battle of Flowers,” and “ State Proces- Well, Pa’ son beaut quite exactly,* as you mid zay, 

sion of decorated Coaches, Carriages,^ and Equestrians in Costume.” Bo reckon ’tes arl along o’ yon new play : 

The last was pleasing, the first fairly exhilarating. The horses Be vair a-tookt wi’ ’t, Squire an* Pa’son be, 

and fjonies looked more dignified than their drivers, and the contest Yirst thing come mamin* play arl day till tea ; 

'mth confetti conjured back Nice and Naples— of course, with a An’ Pa’son, I tell ee, he be the one to strike, 

difference. Bo make barl fly— there, I never zee the like. 

But space runs short. Buring the remainder of the week the To yeer they tark, ’tes nobhut double Dutch, 

Australian cricketers played at the Saffrons, and there were a pro- yyi» their buiikers, stymies, mashies, cleeks, an’ such ; 

cession of cyclists in grotesque costumes, a military concert, and a “ By Jove, ’tes gobble,” Squire do zay, “ dormy three.” — 

fancy-dress ball in Devonshire Park. Then, to conclude the six days ’Tes, as I teU ee, heathen Dutch to we. 

with a blaze of triumph; Saturday ended with an “ illuminated fHe They do take along our JomnsTY to oar their sticks, 

and: fireworks.” And now I have described the manner in which the A tarr’ble plenty, zo many as vive or six ; 

CzAu’s coronation was celebrated at Eastbourne. An’ never Scant use zame stick vor more ’n one hit— 


GOLF NOTES. 


‘ Oh, my oedinaey Clothes 1 * 


“CHESTNUT SUNDAY.” 

{A Beminnemce.) 

Beneath' the pyramids of There came a warning unforeseen 
flowers, That rohb’d you of my love. 

Pink-yellow flecked on white, Y^our prophecy was all too true, 

Y^ou told me of a coming doom While Breach of Promise waits 
Black as a starless night. for you, 

How, when the trees were reft of Under Ihe chestnuts I renew 

green. The vows you broke with Number 

The branches gaunt above. Two. 

Caution to Monbylendebs {in view of a recent sentence),-^ 
Remember the Argumentum ad Pochettwn,^^ 


GOLF IN ZUMMERZET. 

{John TazewelVs accomi of the matter,) 

Yine doins to Ham, do ee zay ? Zo be, for sure ; 

But take a glass, now do ee, an’ wark indoor. 

Us ha’n’t a-zin ee to Ham vor more’n wik. 

Be alius a welcome here, you do know, Mas’r Dick. 

Well, Pa’son beaut quite exactly,* as you mid zay. 

Do reckon ’tes arl along o’ yon new play : 

Be vair a-tookt wi’ ’t, Si^dre an* Pa’son be, 

Yirst thing come mamiir play arl day till tea ; 

An’ Pa’son, I tell ee, he be the one to strike, 

Do make barl fly— there, I never zee the like. 

To yeer they tark, ’tes nobbut donble Dutch, 

Wi’ their bunkers, stymies, mashies, cleeks, an’ such ; 

“ By Jove, ’tes gobble,” Squire do zay, “ dormy three.” — 

’Tes, as I teU ee, heathen Dutch to we. 

They do take along our Johnny to oar their sticks, 

A tarr’ble plenty, zo many as vive or six ; 

An’ never doant use zame stick vor more ’n one hit— 

Zim beaut no reason, not one mo’sel bit. 

I do reckon as Pa’son be goin’ oleai^arf ’s head. 

Lor bless ee, our Johnny ’ve a-yeerd un zay wer dead ^ 

An’ bim zo lively as hop-frogs down to rhiue ! t 
Be'dttt quite exactly, I warr’nt— ’tes sartain sign. 

One day I a-zeed un sarehin’ up an’ down, 

Zo went an’ helped un like till barl wer voun’, 

“ Be arter barls, Zur, beant ee, every day, 

When art vor to be arter souls,” I do up an’ zay. 

Wer proper angry, wer. But there, let be. 

A kinder gen’rnrn us dcaut wish vor to zee— 

Arl zed an’ done, be good enough vor we. 

* “ Not exactly,” i,e, not quite right ia the head. f ** Rhine,” i,e, ditch. 

Goon Men fob making Runs.— The Messrs. Tbott of Australia, 
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DEGENERACY. 


Mm , “What’s come to Johnny Horner? I never seb him down the River now.” 
Cox, “ Oh no. He dobs nothing but Hockev and Bicioling. It ’s an awfol put 
A Man with a good chance ob the First Boat should have become eo effeminate I” 


EOUNDABOUT READINGS. 

Tom Hood as a Poet. 

• { Concluded ) 

Of “'Ihe Son^ of the Shirb” and “The 
Bridge cf Sighs” i fc is not so necessary to speak, 
for even the greater public, who look upon 
Hood as a punning humorist, know that he 
was responsible for these two cries of suffer- 
ing and indignation which have echoed and 
re-echo^ through the years. Yet it is a 
high privilege for one who wiites in Punch 
to remember that “The Song of the Shirt” 
ffrst appealed from these pages to the sym- 
pathy of the world. 


But a word must ho said of Hood the 
Satirist, and I would refer those who wish to 


knowbitu iu this charactar to the “Ole to 
Rae Wilson, Esquire.” In this piece Hood 
uses all bis ^ifts, Ms word-twisting p^wer, 
his fierce indignation. Ms humble piety, hh 
tolerant charity, his ihyme, h^s rhythm— a'l 
are there. It is full of lines that must live. 

I pray for grace, repent each sinfal act — 

Peruse, but underneath the rose, my Bible ; 

And love my neighbour, far too well, in fact, 

To call and twit him with a godly tract 
That ’a turned by application to a libel. 

My heart ferments not with the bigot’s leaven. 
All creeds I view with toleration thorough, 

And have a horror of regarding heaven 
As anybody’s rotten borough. 


And here again— 

I do not hash the gospel in my books, 

And thus upon the public mind obtrude it, 


jis if I thought, like Otaheitau cooks, 

Ho food was fit to eat till I had chewed it. 

But the whole piece teems with such flashes 
of wit, and there are passages of noble poetry 
in it ; as, for example, the lines beginning 
One place there is— beneath the burial sod— - 

wM(h prove again, if any further proof were 
needed, Tom Hood’s title “ to find honour- 
able mention in any recital of the names of 
those who have contributed to the stock of 
genuine English Poetry,” 


SAETOfi AT ST. STEPHENS. 

[“ The Tailor and Gvjtter, has sent a Special 
Commissioner to the Legislature to report on the 
attire of the Ministers.” — Bail/y News,^ 

Ah I Hera ’s your true “ Sartor Resarfcus,” 
A fioo for Tommy Carlyle I 
Dear Tailor and Cutter^ impart us 
The secrets of cut and of style I 
As tried by The Tailor and Cutter^ 

How wondrous a thing is the world I 
Lord Salisbury’s coat is too utter I 
And how Tay Pay’s “collars” are 
curled I 

They “curl the wrong way”— like Ms 
Party— ' 

And so he goes wrong in Ms vote. 

You can gauge Dillon, “Tim,” or 
McCarthy 

At once, by the out of his coat. 

Dr. Ambrose’s grey is a torment, 

And where is the Markis’s taste, 

When he wears that vile nondesciipt 
gainient. 

With “ lapels that roll to the waist” ? 
We all know our Joe as a dandy, 

His smart D. B. frock is so trim, 

With oroMd to buttonhole handy, 

What can be the matter with him f 
What wonder the Dutchman has “shut 
on” 

Smart “Pushful,” with sinister guile, 
Joe’s vest, wMch is “ short of a button,” 
Suggests be is “ short of a tile ” ! 

Oor woe at the thought who can utter ? 

But surely we ought to apply 
The tests of The Tailor and Qutter 
To all our great men. Let us try I 


BIKE! BIKE! BIKE I 

{Old GmnibUr to New Girl,) 
km Break I Break! Break P"* 

Biee I Bike ! Bike I 
O’er the hard street stones, 0 She ! 

And I would that my tongue could utter 
The thoughts that arise iu me I 

0 well for the newspaper hoy 
That he scoots on Ms cycle away I 
0 well for the butcher-lad 
That he pedals— perchance it may pay I 

But when stately girls get on 
All a-orouch, and wim prospect of spill, 

It is 0 for the touch of a wee soft hand. 

And the sound of a voice that could thrill I 
Bike I Bike I Bike! 

With thy foot on the pedal, 0 She ! 

But the girlish grace that the Wheel struck 
dead 

Will never come hack to thee I 


Note at the Haymarzet.— Shakspeare 
under a Tree. Must make mention of realistio 
combat between Hotspur and Prince Hal, 
Hotspur started bet favourite, but Hal beat 
him “ a short head,” so Sir John^ who “lay 
on the field” during the fight, mmt have 
“ come out a winner *’ as well. Best congratu- 
lations to Tree, and so with a bow we take 
our leaves. 
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THE NEW EXPRESSION 

AND AtTITUDB observable IN YOUNG- LiDIBS OF TO-DAY AT ObEUEOH PARADE AND ELSE 
WHERE IS SUPPOSED TO BE THE RESULT OF CONSTANT DEVOTION TO THE BlCYOLE, 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Jfo/ifZay.— Yerdi’s Eigoletto, with Madame 
Albani as the luckless Gilda, Madame Man- 
TELLi as the merry Maddalena, Ancona as 
Rigoletto^ and Be Lucia as the gallant hut 
deceitful Book. By the way, the gay Book 
spends so much money on his pleasures that he 
cmuot afford even a “spring cleaning” for 
the splendid palazzo he inhabits. Rarely has 
areal Book resided in so faded and so sparsely 
furnished a mansion as is this one, judging 
by the interior. The exterior no doubt is 
something beautiful, an architectural gem; 
but inside — ^well, if the sleeping apartments 
are to be judged by the reception-room shown 
in Act II., the accommodation at an inferior 
wayside inn would be princely to it. Of 
course, when lighted up for a party, a “ball- 
room in the ducal palace” makes a very 
fair show, on occasion; perhaps, by special 
arrangement with the Buke’sprincipal trades- 
men. Madame Albani excelled herself as 
Gilda^ though, personally, I trembled for her 
top notes, just as I do for a professional tight- 
rope dancer, when, seeing him up aloft on his 
perilous journey, I wonder whether he will 
ever come down again. However, Madame 
Albani not only came down safely herself, 
hut “ brought the house down ” as well. An- 
cona’s Rigoletto dramatically and vocally 
excellent ; but Be Lucia rather hard for such 


an amorous dog of a Book. Yet his great 
song, “ La Donna e MoliU^^ he gave in a 
careless, reckless style, which is the very 
key-note of the character. Signor Bevig- 
NANi had not to hand np any bouquets. 
Royalties smiled on the Suffering Soprano, 
and the curtain was raised several times in 
respoB S8 to hearty applause. It is pleasant to 
suppose that, after the Opera was over, there 
did not sit down to supper a merrier, more 
festive, and generally better satisfied- with- 
themselves partv than Signori Be iLuciA, 
Ancona, and Mesdames Mantelli and 
Albani. 

The musical Muse, like History, occasion- 
ally repeats herself. Perhaps she takes a 
perverse pleasure in playing a practical joke 
I on two totally different composers at two dis- 
tinct periods, Yfho wcotQ Rigoletto f Yebdi. 
Who wrote “ The Bay of Biscay, 9 
Was it Bibdin, words and music ? 1 forget. 
But in Rigoletto and in the song “ Bay of 
Biscay, there occurs, if not precisely the I 
same phrase, at least one so closely resembling j 
it, that humming it you can tumble into the 

Bay of Biscay as easily as possible, and 
come np again as fresh as ever for Rigoletto^ 
Listen for it next time you assist at Rigoletto, 
and teU me if it isn’t an example of “un- 
designed (musical) caincideuce.” I won’t 
mention in which act it occurs, 

Wednesday^— Lucia as Little Fra 


Diavolo, MARra Engle as Zerlina, Some- 
how Auber’s delightful music is not quite so 
fresh as it was. Says Waggy, “ O Bear with 
it.” Then he vanishes. It being the Birth- 
day night, the National Anthem is given 
before the Opera begins, and a free pardon is 
granted to Waggy, 

Thursday, — Camllerza (Italian), and 
Hansel and Gretel (English). Nothing new. 
English and Italian go together very well 

i 'ust now. People recovering from Birthday 
Lonours and convivialities. 

Friday.-^ Jomr and Ned de Reszke as 
Lohengrin and Heinrich der Vogler, Lady 
with accurate knowledge of Oerman trans- 
lates Heinrich der Vogler as BiENRY theYulgar, 
or, in fact, ’ Arrt ; but this translation not 
in keeping with Neddy, who is quite the 
monarch, with not much to sing, but with 
that little first-rate, as are all engaged in this 
performance to-night. Madame Albani is at 
her very best as the innocent Fisa (singing 
beautifully Wagner’s variation on ^^Home, 
Sweet whenupin thehslcony, Aotll.), 

and Mile. Meissunger most dramatic as In- 
truding Ortruda, Bruriolanus, looking ten 
years younger, and slimmer than ever, aroi>3 
in, casually, in character of Beamish Boy,^^ 
and, standing at stall entrance, “ chortles in 
his joy.” 

Saturday, — Borro’s Opera of Mefistofele 
off I La Favorita substituted. 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 

A Selfish Soliloquy in a Punt. 

I like your pretty daintiness 
Of broad-brimmed hat and creamy dress - 
No other girl, I must confess, 

Could wield that pole so brightly I 
I like the plashing of the weir, 

That seems so far while yet so near, 

So softly does it strike the ear, 

So lazily and lightly ! 

The willows bend to kiss the stream. 

Like constant lovers, while the gleam 
Of fitfnl sunshine makes a dream 
Of latticed gold in greenery. 

The restless rushes nod and sway, 

And long laburnum tresses stray 
’Mid chestnut spikes and starry may— 

I like this river scenery. 

Among the cushions at my ease, 

I should indeed be hard to please 
If I were not content with these 
Fair pictures never ending. 

I feel like some enraptured Turk, 

While watching you do all the work. 

My share of duty I must shirk— 

Of course without offending. 

This good cigar is so sublime — 

(This nicotine in nick of time)— 

To cast it from me were a crime 
Reserving strong correction I 
So let me lie, and yet be true. 

I need not oft-told vows renew. 

I only live to look at you I 
At punting you ’re perfection ! 


An All-Night Sitting in the O-reat Wheel 
is rather worse than an AU-Night Sitting in 
the House; as in the latter some one is 
always “ moving,” and even “ Obstruction” 
was announced by the P. Jf. G, as “ in full 
swing.” 

A Bieference without a Distinction. — 
It is rumoured that the Rue des Martyrs, 
Paris, is to be reohristened under the name 
of Rue des Hommes Maries 1 
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mm IN THE GREAT WHEEL. 

Hebe we go up, up, up, 

Here we go dowu, down, down, 0 ; 
Now we ’re stuck up, up, up, 

Ear above London town, O.j 

Htre we can’t sup, sup, sup, 

Nor breakfast, no, nor dine, 0 ; 

We took with us no food up, 
Starting at half-past nine, 0. 

Jf ever you book, book, book, 

Eor a Great Wheel circular tour, 0, 
To go with a Personal “ Cook,” 

And wittles and drink be sure, 0. 




lW>h/ 


French Lady, “ PiccA-ni-LiE Oaibotjs.’' Obliging Gmdudor, kiAt'BiQiWiu One Pence.** 
French Lady (who rather prides herself on her English pvmmnciM on\ “ I antebstonb zb 
Englebshe Lanotht.’* Ohligmg Gondvdor. Oh, all bight, Seep yeb 'Aib on 1 ” 


IN DEFENCE OF THE BOUNDER. 

[“ There ’s no Jack without a Jill.”— 

This Age delights to “ blow upon ” 
Well-founded daims to wickedness — 
Satan and Jxjdas and King John 
Have all been whitewashed, more or less. 
Bounder, in your defence I dare 
A feat still even more astounding, 
Although it pains me everywhere 
To see yon, so to speak, abounding ! 

To prove black white, December May, 

Or J OHN a most enlightened king, 

Were easier than to had to say 
In your defence a single thing. 

I only know, I must confess, 

(£ trust my candour will not hurt you,) 
One fact that shows you may possess 
Some unobserved redeeming virtue. 

Some eye has brightened yours to greet, 
(Not mine, I give my solemn word,) 

Some heart to know yon near has beat, 

(It seems— forgive me— quite absurd;) 
Some tender hand has smoothed your hair, 
(One shudders at the mere suggestion,) 
In short, some woman sweet and fair 
Has cared for you beyond all question. 

This only good in you I Ve seen— 

No woman could have held you dear, 
Except your mother, had you been 
The utter Yahoo yon appear I 
So, since it may exceed your due 
To rail at yon, as some do, madly, 

In silence let ns “ suffer ” you 
With resignation, if not “ gladly” I 

The Pawnbbokee’s own Tbee.— T he 
Pop-lar. 


PHONETIC RHYMES. 

There was a young chappie named Cholmon- 

DELET, 

Who always at dinner tat dolmondeley. 

His fair partner said, 

As he crumbled his bread, 

“Dear me I you behave t-ery rhoimondeley 1 ’ 

Thtre was an old pireon named Beauchamp, 
Who would lettare Ms flock and be- 
preaucbamp. 

“ They must learn their letters 
bow to their betters ! ” 

(He said), “ and I ’m going to teauchamp ! ” 

There lived a young lady named Saint CuAia 
Whose eye was the merriest twaint Clair. 

Slie said to her heau^ 

“ I want coals from below ; 

Bo you mind agitating the taint Clair ? ” 

A fine old landowner named Maejoribanhs, 
Found the summer -heat dry paths and 
parjorlbanks, 

S ) about his estate, 

To protect his old pate, 

He arranged pine plantations and larjorl- 
banks I 

A wealthy old buffer named Saint John 
Had a Are, and went off for an aint John. 

He helped it to play, 

But, alas I the next day 
He was plagued with rheumatioal twaint 
John I 

Drivustg Intelligence.— Golf Clubs are 
being established all over France. The Presi- 
dent of the Republic, diould he visit one of 
the Links, cannot fail to be ddighted at the 
constant shouts of “ Fore I Fore 1 ” 


“THE POOR R.A.”-A CAUSERIE. 

Scene— ^ Fashionable Dining-room, Time 
— The End of the Menu, A Casual 
Couple discovered Conversing, 

He (making conversation) , Been to Burlmg- 
ton House? 

She (with enthusiasm) . The Royal Academy I 
Oh, I am BO much interested ! Such capital 
pictures I 

He (keeping on safe ground). Which did 
yon like best r 

She (following suit). Oh, all of them. 
Which did yon ? 

He (after consideration). Well, I am rather 
a bad one for names. But they all seem to 
be very good. The portraits are capital. 

She, Oh, yes. Have you any particular 
favourite ? 

He (again taking his time). Well, no. You 
see they all appear to be so good. 

She, Ouite. Well, I am going to BurL'ng- 
ton House to-morrow before lunch. Perhaps 
we might compare notes. But then, perhaps, 
you won’t want to go again ? 

He (after a moment^s hesitation^ with a 
smile). 1 don’t mind confessing that, this j ear, 
I haven’t leen to the Royal Academy at all. 

She [promptly). No more have 1 1 
[_The ladies rise and leave the room. Scene 
closes in upon claret, cigarettes, and 
masculine chatter. 


THE LAST GALOP. 

Before the fall perhaps I might I 

Have ventured to cimpare the ball 
To Eden, smiling fair and bright, 

“Before the fall.” 

Alas, we heard the serpent’s call— 

‘ * John Peel,^^ whose strains to romp invite ; 
We came a cropper— such a sprawl I 
And ne’er again, I fear, the right 
Sweet “ Phtllis ” on my card to scrawl 
You ’ll give me, 8S yon did to-night 
Before the fall ! 


MOAN OF A MINISTERIALIST. 

Oua Bills appear all of a huddle, 

The Rads, like young tigers, taste blood : 
Our game appears Closure and m addle, 

And theirs seems Amendments and Mud I 
Rethinks Men and Measures gain scarce 
anything 

From the muddle we make or the mud 
which they fling ! 


VIEWS ON THE VESIEV ELEOTIOES.’ 

Moderate Maxim (as a'j^lied to Pro- 
gressives), “ Mend or (Mile) End them I ” 

Progressive Maxim (as applied to Moder- 
ates). “ Check ’em or (South) Peokham ! ” 

SHaHSPBARiAN OnoTATiON (very slightly 
adapted^ appropriateto apopular ‘ financier^^). 

0, tkis boy 
Lends metal to us all. 

Henry the Fourth, Pt. I., Act V., so. 4. 




May 30, 1896.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 



ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED EBOM THE DIARY OE TOBY, M-P. 

House of Commons^ Monday ^ May 18.—“ Dan’t you think you 
eople are a trifle hard on Silomio ? said Sabk, “ 1 know he is a 


uttle Indioious, and usually in had form. Bat 1 ’m grateful to him ; 
for reviving memories of early boyhood. Remember when I was I 
taken to pantomime for flrst glorious time, the thing that made 
sharpest and most lasting impression on my mind was the inoif en- 
sive, well-meaning, middle-aged gentleman, who, as soon as he 
appeared on the stage, was inoontinently knocked down. Silomio 
is the pantaloon of our Parliamentary scene. Steps on with imposing 
stride, makes portentous remark, usually in form of question; 
straightway Don Jose, GtEoboe CoBzon, or, as happened the other 
night, Pbince Authtte, gives him a backhander, and he lies sprawl- 
ing amid contumelious laughter, 

“ Same in last Parliament, when he considerably helped to make 
fortunes of those promising Under Secretaries Edwaed Gbev and 
SvLNEY BuxTon. Let us remember the good in contemplating the 
bad. Parliament monotonously dreary just now. Let us be thankful 
that Silomio declined overtures made to him last year by Ms black 
brethren, resisting temp’jation to wear h'ght clothing and rule over 
a principality in Central Africa.” 

It was Doisr Jose who to-night touched up with the Parliamenta^ 
red-hot poker the patriotic Member for EcoleshoU division of Sheffield, 
Silomio put two questions about South Africau affairs, of which 
he said he ’d given private notice, TMs, it turned out, was a note 
thrust in Don Jose’s hand as he entered House. Reasonable rule 
requires that Ministers shall have foil notice of question. Rule 
more imperative in view of the importance and nicety of foreign 
affairs. Don Jos^; begged Ms honourable friend to observe this role. 
Opposition jeered at :^rostrate figure. Silomio, scrambling on to 
feet, proposed to continue conversation. Home roared contume- 
liously. Silomio used to that. 

“ May I be allowed to explain ?” he shouted. 

Spbazeu thought not. More howling. Silomio dropped into Ms 
seat. Up again, facing the storm with fiushed face and angry eye- 
glass. Wanted to know whether he was to understand that the 
demand made uwn Mm by Don Jose referred to appointments made 
hy MmseU, of wMoh he must have ample knowledge ? 

“ The hon. gentleman,” said Don Jose, coldly, will of course act 
on Ms own discretion.” 

If there is one light in the constellation of Silomio’s sterling 
qualities that shines with stronger, mellower light than another, it is 
Ms discretion. The shaft went home, and for the evening Silomio 
sat in silence, brooding over Ms monotonous fate, and tMnking 


whether, after all, he was wise to give up to Westminster what was 
meant for the Gold Coast. 

Business done. — Agricultural Rating Bill in Committee, 

Tuesday.-— OwxyuA how through everyday life ruus echo of the 
voice of the Divine Williams. “ Do you bite your thumb at us ? ” 
asked Ahrafn, in the conversation between the Montague and the 
Capnlet retainers. 

Sampson. I do bite my thumb, Sir, 

Abram. Do you bite your thumb at us, Sir ? 

Sampsmi. Is the law on our side, if I say — ay V 

Gregory. Ko. 

Sampson. No, Sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, Sir ; but I bite my 
thumb, Sir. 

Compare the passage with a little conversation that took place 
just now between Sq-IOEE of Blaexney and David ap Thomas. 
David had been slinging stones at giant on Treasury Beuch. One, 
describing Rating Bill as barefaced piece of plunder promoted by 
those who would derive pecuniary advantage from it, struck with 
resounding thud. Up jumped Squire in towering rage. What 
follows is taken from Parliamentary report : 

Mr. Chaplut : Do you impute motive ? 

Mr. Thomas : No ; I do not. 

Mr. Chaplint : Do you impute any motive ? 

Mr. Thomas : That is not the actual motive, but 

“But me no huts I ” roared the Squire, still sticking to Shak- 
SPEARIAH form. Thereupon, seizing David hy the scruff of the 
neck, he dragged Mm up to Chair, and propossd a caning, (This, of 
course, in Parliamentary sense.) 

TMngs looking lively till Chairman squirted stream of cold water, 
and the bubbling steam collapsed. | 

! “ I wish to ask you. Sir,” said the Squire, giving Ms knuckles 

an adroit turn between David’s neck and the collar of his coat, 

“ whether it is not contrary to the Rules of the House for one hon. 
Member to impute motive to another ? ” 

“ Certainly,” said the Chairman, with freezing hlandness, ** But 
I did not understand that the hon. Member had imputed motive.” 
Wkereat the OpDosition wildly cheered. 

This an episode in a sitting that came in Eke a dyspeptic lamb, 
and went out like a roaring Eon. In the dinner hour Prihce 
Arthur pounced. Not with your ordinary Closure, that shuts up 
talk round trifling amendment. A sweeping stroke,^ that lopped off 
a page of amendments, carrying eight Enes of the Bill, affirming its 
pnnoipal proposition that, at expense of National Exchequer, agri- 
cultural land shall be reUeved of a moiety of its rates. 

“ Ha I Hal ” said Truculent Tim, rubbing Ms hands in eostasj 
as he watched scene from his place of retreat. “ Now the House is 
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haYingr a taste of what we in Ireland used to get when your Pbince 
Aethus ruled at Dublin Castle. The liberal minority have got a 
dab of Coercion, and I hope they like it.” 

Business rfone,— PniNCE Aethtje astonishes the Opposition. 

Wednesday , — ^Birthday honours have fallen lightly on House of 
Commons. All the three new Peers were with us once. The Makkis 
I o’ Oeastby left of own free will at close of last Parliament. As he 
will in due course become Duke of Eutlasd, it seems waste of 
good material to make him a Peer, Sake says he knows a 
quarter in which peerage might have been more usefully bestowed. 
Heiteage we lost amid crash of general election ; completed a 
distinguished career by losing Unionist seat when Unionists tri- 
umphed all along the line. Some curiosity as to what title he wril 
adopt. Below Gangway, where he used to sit, it is said he will 
become Baron Smike. "Why, I don’t know. Doesn’t seem parti- 
cularly nice title. 3 hen there ’s Colonel Malcolm, known in choirs 
and places where they sing as PoLTALLroH. A model Highland 
Chief is dear PoLTALLOCH, one after Sir Walteh Scoit’s own heart. 
Sat for Argyllshire for six years, a man as good as he is good- 
looking. 

Still with us in Commons is Peneose-Pitzgbbald, hereafter Sir 
Robeet— Sir Eobebt Ueiacke Peneose-Pitzgbeald. Naturally, 
when Home Eule became burning question Penbosb declared 
against it. 

“Pronounced how you like,” said he, “ U-e-i-a-o-k-e spells 
Unionist.” 

It was PEimosE who for a moment abashed even the Cap en. i 
Once, when the Old Salt had taken charge of debate in the House, | 
he invited Fitzgbbald to lend a hand. , I 

“ No,” said the unconsciously budding Baronet, “ I ’m not going \ 
to take my orders from a spit-to-win’nard admiral.” ' 

It is to be hoped his new dignity will bring Sir Lewis McIver, 
B.B.K., again to the front in Parliamentary debate. lu the sbort 
Parliament of 1886 he sat just long enough to show rare debating 

g ower. Has been silent in this Parliament ; must not die with all 
is music in him. 

Business done , — In Committee on Eating BDl. 

^ Friday^ 1.30 P.iw.— Just adjourned for the holidays, after sitting 
that lacked only hour and a half to round off the full day. Began 
qnietly enough. "When we met yesterday, at three o’clock:, Peincb 
Aethue said, “I’m going to get Agricultural Eating Bill through 
Committee before you go home.” 

“ No, you don’t,” said the Opposition. 

Peincb Aethub did, but the cost was considerable. Gentlemen 
of England who go to bed at ease, and get fresh ffavonr out of mild _ 
morning bacon, on opening paper to discover House has been sitting 
all night, think it ’s fine fun. So it is, though amusement is divide 1 
after manntr of frogs at bottom of well and hoys pelting them from 
above. What ’s fun to outside publio is death to some of those who 
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THE LITTLE VISITOR FROM TOWN. 

“Fa^oy, Auntie, I hbaru the Nightingale say ‘Oookoo’1” 

of Opposition, bound to avoid so-called undignified situation, when- 
ever I saw all-night sitting setting in, should get myself suspended ; 
and, as Pepys occasionally remarked, so home to bed.” 

Dillon and his friends comfortably tucked in, we went at it 
again ; wcrried on till noon ; someone remembered we had arranged 
to meet at that hour to commence new sitting. Where were we ? 
Is to-day to-morrow, or was it merely yesterday ? No one quite 
certain. Seemed every prospect that, when we finish this coil, will 
begin quite fresh one, Peihce Aethue, seeing opportunity, struck 
bargain with House. 

“Pass Agricultural Eating Bill through Committee, ” he said, 
“ and we’H say nothing about what should be Friday’s business.” ^ 

I So it was settled. Thursday ran into Friday, obliteraling it. 
[There was no Friday’s sitting, as solemnly arranged yesterday. 
Sajbe lays seems strange, since he was certainly here at half -past 
one this afternoon,' with hazy consciousness of having been there, and 
thereabouts, since three o’clock yesterday. 

Business -Eating Bill carried through Committee, Ad- 

journed for Whitsun holidays. 


I Debating the " Belief Bill ” ! (5.30 a.m.) Loud Ministerial Snores ! 

live through dreary watches of night, see the dawn break, and peg 
along into another day, bathless and breakfastless. 

“ Whom the gods love get suspended early,” said SQtJiRB or 
Malwoob, as, about half-past three this morning, John Dillon and 
four others left the House under circumstauces of compulsion. * * Much 
the best way out of it. Yon flout the Chairman or Speaker ; are 
^ named ’ ; resolution to suspend you from service of House is solemnly 
made ; division takes place ; you march out with all honours of 
war ; comfortably 'go to bed, leaving us here to fight on to the 
melancholy end. As old Parliamentary Hand, if I weren’t Leader 


“ SHOOTING 

I KNOW not how it was— one day 
Q-nite off my guard you got me. 
Before I ’d time to fly away. 

The deed was done— you shot 
mel 

Your weapon levelled at my head, 
You “ sitting ” chose to pot me. 
Not sportsmanlike it maybe said. 
But £0 it was you shot me. 

’Mid trophies of your skill, I hear, 
Beholders still may spot me ; 
My carelessness has cost me 
dear — 

You took your chance, and shot 
me. 


A SITTEE;” 

My feelings in this plight I 
thought 

On paper down I ’d jot me, 
That yon might know the woe 
you wrought 

The unhappy day you shot me. 

And yet not all unhappy day— 

If you will never blot me 
Out of your memory, as I pray, 

I ’ll e’en rejoice you shot me. 

Because through you, I truly vow, 
All bliss the Fates allot me— 

I even bless the Hodak now 
With which, dear Nell, you 
“shot” me I 
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NOMENCLATURE. 


Errand, Boy. “Loal 'Wox’a ’k Namb, I wondbb! BooTLAOta?" 


KOUNDABOXJT EEADINGS, 

My Brother-In-Law. 

This is the story, so far as it has gone, of a real hrother-in-law, I 
whom for the sake of convenience I shall consider as mine, while for 
the same reason I natnially assume myself to have married his 
sister, and (though not perhaps so naturally) to have been for some 
time settled in life as a barrister with a large and increasing 
practice. 

When I married Alice, it was explained to me, both by the dear 
girl herself, and by all her relatives, that one of their chief joys in 
assenting to the match lay in the fact that henceforth little Harry 
would have a natural guardian and protector. Little Harry, the 
brother-in-law in question, was then a stripling of sixteen or 
seventeen, the age which makes a boy painfully conscious of the 
awkwardness of his hands, aifliets him with a furious desire to dress 
in the most marked extravagance of the latest fashion, and, if he | 
happens to possess a father, fills him with shame over the hopeless 
cut of his parent’s trousers, and the antiquated shape of his parent’s 
top hat. If Harry had possessed a father, all would have been well, 
but death had removed this prosperous^ merchant from the scene 
some ten years before Alice accompanied me to the altar. By_ a 
curions freak, which I have never been able to explain, all her chief 
surviving relatives were of her own sex, and it was therefore assumed 
that I should not only make a home for Alice, but also act in all 
respects as a father to Harry. 


Tor a time all went well, Harry was at Eton, and only came to 
us during his holidays. Later on he went to Cambridge, and then 
our troubles began. I must explain that, by his father’s wm, a smaB, 
hut sufficient, annual allowance had been provided for him until he 
shonld come of age, at which time he was to come into the possession of 
some thirty thousand pounds absolutely. Harry is one of the most 
good-natured young men in the world. Nothing delights hm more 
than to see all his friends enjoying themselves, and feasting and 
revelling at his expense. All his clothes were heantiful ; his smok- 
ing suits were a dream ; he played polo in white linen breeches and 


beautiful brown hoots. His bedroom was littered with a hundred 
ties of every degree of gorgeousness ; his toUet table was brilliant 
with his jewellery. The result of all this was that, before two years 
were out, he was in debt to various tradesmen in the sum of two 
thousand pounds; and, at a family conclave, it was resolved that 
Cambridge was not the place for him, and that some other step must 
be taken. 


We resolved, therefore, to send him to an army tutor, whose 
establishment was situated in a quiet part of the country, and who 
held himself out not only as the provider of a happy home, hut also 
as a strict disciplinarian. In two months Harry had set the 
country-side on fire by his own exploits and those of his dog^ and it 
became necessary, for prudential reasons, to remove him. In three 
months more he came of age, and startled ns with the intelligence 
that he was off to Monte Carlo. We protested in vain. He put us 
aside with a smile, and started. Shortly afterwards we learnt from 
paragraphs in the TFor Id “a young Englishman, said to he a 
near relative of a successful barrister, who lately contested a north 
country borough in the Conservative interest,” had had an extraordi- 
nary run of luck at the trenie et quarante tables, that the hank had 
been practically broken, and that all Monte Carlo was marvelling at 
the audacity of this young player. As it turned out, it was none 
other than Harry. Alice was quite proud of him. “There,” she 
said, “you always said the boy was a fool— but I knew better. If 
he can win money against all mose clever people at Monte Carlo he 
can't be a fool.” She wrote and congratulated him ; and I must 
confess that, in a quiet way, I was rather pleased myself when some 
of my friends rallied me in Court about the good fortune of my 
brother-in-law, and suggested that I should follow his brilliant 
example. In another month Harry returned to us, minus twenty 
thousand pounds. 


He then said he was going to he a hnsiness man, and that some of 
his friends had put him into a re^ good thing. He gave us all 
beautiful presents, made my house his home, had a special breakfast 
at twelve o’clock in the morning, sauntered about town, visited ail 
the race meetings, came home at the most unearthly hours, and in 
three months had been reduced to his last penny. The next sugges- 
tion made for his benefit was that he should try his fortune^ in 
British Columbia. He was away for a year, during which, according 
to his own account, he was six times on the verge of becoming a 
millionaire by means of silver mines. Something, however, always 
happened to prevent this desirable consummation; his partners 
swindled him, the government refused in the most dastardly fashion 
to make the necessary roads, the weather prevented work, the town 
was overwhelmed by a landslip, or the legislation of the United 
States ruined the silver industry. Whatever may have be^ the 
reason, my amiable brother-in-law returned as he went out, bringing 
home nothirg but a large stock of strange oaths, a pronounoed taste 
for inferior varieties of whiskey, and a shadowy claim to some twenty 
thousand acres of barren land in British Columbia, 


THE HIGH-METTLED EAGER. 

[It is said that 6000 old horses have been imported into Belgium from 
England in one year, and afterwards Trill ed and converted into tinned meat.] 

Eh ? “ The high-mettled racer is sold for the hounds ? ” 

Nay, not Vhilst the Spirit of Commerce abounds I 
He ran for the Derby, he crawled in a cab. 

But not yet the horse-knacker his carcase shall nab ; 

Not yet shall the hounds or the pussy-cats part 
His broken-down body, his plucky old heart. 

Still money, if not Cups and Stakes, he may win. 

The high-mettled racer is packed up in tin. 

A potted Bucephalus yet has his price ! 

The notion is new, though it hardly sounds nice. 

He won lots of cash when young, handsome and fieet, 

And now he ’ll still turn in the “ tin as tinned meat. 

Not cat’s-meat I Oh, no I Pack him up in a can, 

And the horse, though no more, shall still nourish the man. 
Despatch him to Belgium, wheu past aU relief. 

And the high-mettled racer returns — as tinned beef I 


Pre-Derby Priere. — The starting of Regret is (according to a 
telegram from the Duke of Westminster published in the Sp^s- 
man last Saturday) to depend on the rain. If he does s'^art his 
place will also, to a certain extent, depend cn the rein, and the baud 
that guides it. May Jupiter Pluvius be favourable I May Mgret 
be in for 1 be struggle, and not be “ hors de combat'' J And may 
the Duke not have to exclaim, “ Regret is useless I ” 


VOL. cx. 
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.THE TWO KINGS OT CEICKET. 

{King Sol aTid King Willow, ) 

[“ Mr. W, G. Grace (in tlie match Sussex v. Gloucester, at Brighton, 
May 26—27) carried out his bat for a magnificf-nt innings of 243, which is 
his twelfth score of oyer two hundred in first-class matches.”— News.] 

** So ho ! so ho ! may the courtiers sing. 

Honour and life to Willow the King.” 

Barrow Songs. 

GEEA.T Helios, or' Sol, if he didn’t change places 
With glorious Apollo, at least loved the Graces ; 

^d Ghaces may weU love Old Solus.” 

“ This Bat ” (unlike most other hats) loves the Sun, 

And cries to the Ball “ While Sol keeps up the fun ; 

We are game through an innings to drive, cut, and run, 

And serenely defy you to bowl us ! ” 

Old Sol, bless his beams, is the cricketer’s friend, 

The farmer may wish the long drought at an end. 

But the Bat, who at spanking and run shines, 

A Grace or an Abel, a Stoddart or Brown, 

Js a faithful Sun- worshipper, country or town ; 

For the score will go up as the sunbeams come down," 

And your Bat must “ make hay whilst the sun shines.” 

“ Make hay— of the bowling ! the tmndler may sigh. 

Ah well, so he wiU, whilst the wickets keep dry ; 
i But wait till ‘ Ju Pin ’ has a dieach at ’em ! * 

I Then Ball will beat Bat, though the Bat were a Jupp, 

Curly ones will come down with the pace of a Kbdpp, 

Will hnmp, and break both ways, and ‘ shoot,’ and ‘ get up 
Tillfthe bravest of batsmen will blench at ’em I 

‘‘ Old Sol and the Graces have no chance at all 
When Jupiter Pluyius backs up the Ball. 

But sun after shower ! 0, Jewellikins 
Then, then the bright hour of the bowler will come ; 

Then Grace and the Century ites will look glam ; 

Then ihe Bat ‘ bags a brace,’ and had better go home 
And play at pnsh-farthing, or speilikins I ” 

Well, well, the brave Ball will no doubt have its chance. 
Meanwhile, how the pnlse of the Public will dance 
To see it out, driven, or soaring I 


A “ boundary ” for four or a “ lifter ” for six. 

Whilst “ the Prince ” or “ the Champion ” keeps up his sticks 
For when ball after ball beats a slogger for nix, 

Even Cricket, all bowling, gets boring. 

Sol, take him all round, w the cricketer’s friend. 

Bat, Bowler, and Public agree in the end. 

We don’t want much wet at the wicket. 

Ard Grace may well say, with his big, broad, brown grin. 

“ SmUe away, good old Sol ! You keep out, I ’ll keep in I ’’ 

Then the “ Cornstriks ” are with us ; to give them a spin 
We want sunshine, — not sawdust, dull showers, and wet skin. 
Here ’s Ansf raUa’s new team I May the best always win I 
And hooray for King Sol and King Cricket I 

ONE NEYER KNOWS. 

Scene— cah. Outside, two large portmanteaux^ Inside, 
Mr. and Mrs. Careptjl, a dressing-case, ana a big bundle of rugs, 

Mrs, Careful, Off at last I Keally I thought I should get 
those trunks packed, you would insist on so many extra things being 
taken. 

Mr, C, My dear, I told you we might make a longer stay than 
usual this time ; so that it was best to be amply provided. 

Mrs, C, Well, we’ve got enough to last us two good months 
anyway. 

Mr, C, (with great anxiety]. Did you put in those tins of “ pem- 
mioan,” the biscuits, the spirit-lamp, and the beef extract ? 

Mrs, C. Yes, dearest ; and I do hope you ’ve not forgotten about 
the ca*e of claret and the soda water. 

Mr, C, Brigos is to meet us with them on the platform ; he alsj 
has the medicine chest. 

Mrs, C, (vehemently). Oh, I knew I ’d left something out I — 
telf gram forms. 

Mr, C, Don’t worry. I told Briggs to be sure to include them, 
with writ’ng ntateiials, in my “ Gladstone,” 

Mrs, C, (much relieved). Oh, then, that’s all right. We’ve got 
everything we can possibly need, 

H.B. — ^From the above dialogue it might reasonably be inf ei rad 
that the Carefuls are starting upon a trip to Thibet, or a Polar 
Expedition. Hot so. They are merely off for a “ turn ” on the 
Great Wheel, with the exhilarating chance of receiving a five-pound 
note each on their return to terra firma. 
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-ruE- rkj rfc I Awn TUC MC\A/ Bayard. You will have had a hard day of it altogether. 

THE OLD LOVE AND THE NEW. But I suppose you’ll get a day or two s rest after wrards? I 

“ For 0, for 0, ttie hobby-iiorae is forgot ! ” know I should want it. 

« ^ ^ T,, . .7 TTT ^ n s TT Bicycle. Bless you, I never want rest. Why, I’ve been 

Scene — The Stahles at Sadalespnngsj iAe wheelees Country House f 0 ]>|;y miles with her, and come home without clanking a link I She 

MAMA. 7>«.7.ama<« 77 11^400 TiTA-KTA^a 77n«*c^ “ Urttm/i/'fl. ji! lii-- i. j t 


near Byhersall, Miss Diana’s Horse, Bayard^^ discovered -^as knocked up, if you like — couldn’t go out for days I 
in his Stall, Bayard, Ah, she was never knocked up after riding me ! 

B ay ard {talking to himself .as is the hahit of some horses whe7i alone). The Bicycle, Because — ^it’s no fault of yours, of conrae, but the 
I can’t make it out. She ’s here. All the family came down yester- way you ’ve been constrncted— you couldn’t go far enough to knock 
day— I heard the omnibus start for the station to meet them. And anybody up. And she doesn’t get tired now, either. I ’m not the 
yet she hasn’t sent for me ; hasn’t even been near me ! She always kind of bicycle to boast ; but I ’ve often heard her say that she much 
used to rush in here and kiss me on the nose the very first She ’s prefers her “ bike ” (she always calls me her “bike ’’—very nice and 


used to rush in here and kiss me o a the nose the very first-; — She ’ s 
ill — that ’sit of course— sprained her fetlock or something. If she 
was well, she’d have had me saddled as soon as she’d had her 
mominar feed, and we ’d have gone for a canter together somewhere. 
.... I hope she ’ll get well soon. I ’m sick of being taken out by 
the stableman; he’s so dull— no notion of conversation beyond 
whistling ! Now, Miss Diana would talk to me the whole way. . . . 

Perhaps her hands and seat might have been But what did that 

matter ? I liked to feel she was 
on my back, I liked the sound of 
her pretty voice, and the touch of 
her hand when she patted me 
after her ride . ... {He pricks 
his ears, ) Why, that ’s her voice — — ~ 

outside now I She’s all right, - — — - ■ ' 

after all. She’s coming in to see - - " 

me ! . . . I knew she couldn’t 

have forgotten ! — 

Hiss Diana's Voice {outside), - — 

Yes, you might put it in here ^ ^ ^ 

for the ijresent, Stubbs. I sup- 

pose it will be quite safe. 

Stubbs's Voice, Safe enough, 

Miss, there ’s plenty o’ empty 

stalls this side. Nothing in ’ere 

just now, except 

Miss D,' 8 Voice, Yery well, 

then. J ust wipe some of the dust ^ 

ofif the mud-gnards, because I I 

shall want it again after lunch. .. 

And mind you don’t scratch the 
tnamel taking it in, 

^ /^M&|s,^Yery good, Miss. I’U 

[Miss Diana’s steps die away ' 

upon the cobbles, i ff 

Bayard {to himself). She ’s 
gone— without even asking after || 

me ! What has she been out iu . — - HI 

— a h^t^chair? I’m sure she 

SMbs {to the bicycle, as he 

wheels it in), ’Ere, steady now, / 

’old up, can’t ye? And don’t go 
a-soratchin’ my enamel with that 
blarsted near pedal o’ youm. 

Blest if I wouldn’t ruthei rub — ^ 

down arf a dozen ’unters nor one 

o’ these yere bloomin’ hi-oyeles. ^ — = 

I know where I am with’ a ’orse ; 
but these ’ere little, twisty, 


:y first She ’s prefers her “ bike ” (she always calls me her “bike ” — very nice and 

something. If she friendly of her, isn’t it ?) to any mere horse, 
as she ’d had her Bayard, To any mere horse I And does she — give any reasons ? 
gether somewhere. The Bicycle, Lots. For one thing, she says she feels so absolutely 
leing taken out by safe on me ; she knows that, whatever she meets, I shall never start, 
nversation beyond or shy, or rear, or anything of that sort, 

he whole way. , . . Bayard, I don’t remember ever playing any of those tricks with 
But what did that her, however hard she pulled the curb. 

The Bicycle, Then she says she 
g d never has to consider whether any 

distance will he too much for me. 

As for that But 

longer I was out with her, 

the better I was pleased; she 

might have brought me home as 

— . ‘ I ^ ^ lame as a tree all round, and I 

shouldn’t have cared ! 

jB/cyc?c. Perhaps not. 

But she would; so inconvenient, 

— strong point 

is, I can't go lame — in good 
— hands, of course, and she knows 

exactly how to manage me, I will 
say that for her ! 

Bayard, Does she give you 

^h^*d^d ^^ter a ride? 

-:£ ^ or two of oil now and then is aS 

Th ^ ^ 

! favour, I cost little or nothing to 

I i keep. Now, your oats and hay 

andfstufE, I daresay, cost more in 
r . a year than I ’m worth altogether I 





grudged me my oats But I’m 

afraid I couldn’t manage on a 
drop or two of oil. 

The Bicycle, You’d want 
buckets of it to oil your bear- 
ings. No, she wouldn’t save by 
that I {Stubbs re-enters,) Ah, 
here comes my man. I must be 
going; got to take her overt) 
Pineborough, rather a bore this 


” " T . . . ’ — HViUK » 5V1; lu baxk.c; xusa vvca ua 

but these ere little, twisty, ^ Pineborough, rather a bore this 

Si T wneels-— Come over, will ye, I ’ll lean ye up agen ’ere dusty weather, hut when a lady ’s in the case, en ? 

ad my dinner, ^ Bayard, There’s a nasty hiU going into Pineborough; do he 

\_±Le places the machine against a partition next to Bayard's ” careful how you take her down it 1 

stall, ^d goes out. The Bicycle, You forget, my friend, I’m not a Boneshaker, I’m 


Bayard {to himself,^ he inspects his neighbour with the corner of a Safety. Why, she’ll just put her feet up on the rests, fold her 
ms eye). It s not a bath-chair ; it ’s one of these bicycles. It must arms, and leave me rest to me. She knows I can be trusted. 

ri ?/^PPose, or Stubbs wouldn’t have spoken to it. Bayard, Just tell me this before you go. Does— she doesn’t pat 

i snouid uke to ask it one or two q^uestions, {He gets his neck over you, or kiss you on your — er— haudle-bar after a run, does she ? 
t/ieparMon, andhy^athes gently through his nostrils upon the handle- The Bicycle {turning its front wheel to reply, as Stubbs wheels it 

understand horse-language at all ? out). You don’t imagine I should stand any; sentimental rot of that 
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X 'll ^ Bicycle {answering by a succession of saddle-creaks). Per- sort, do you ? She knows better than to try it on I 
lectly. I makind of horse myself, I believe, only immeuselyiTWi^rofed, Bayard {to himself), I’m glad she doesn’t kies it. 
01 course. Would you mmd not hreatbiTii? nn mv ViftnrllA-'hfirA IiVa T AntiliJ. li fLiTA af t:Vi * 1 + ! 


J.Z. AO -AX breathing on my handle-bars Bke I cowZi? have stood that 1 

that ? it tarnishes the plaUng so. The saddle is fiie seat of my in- „ a 

telhgence, if you will kindly address your remarks there. . a^ittc . 


I don’t think 


ere."'^ Same Scene. Some Houes Latbe. 

Lutuie, I don’t Stubbs {enters, carrying a dilapidated machine with crumpled 
ddles ever since handles, a twisted saddle, and a front wheel distorted into an 
Didn’t I hear irregular pentagon). Well, I ’ope as ’ow this ’ll sarve as a lesson to 
’er, I dew ; a marcy she ain’t broke her blessed little neck ! (To the 
I’d just taken Bicycle ) No need to he hover and above purtickler ’bout scratohin’ 

‘ so. your enamel now, any’ow I \Se pitches it into a corner, and goes, 

Bayard {after reconnoitring). You don’t mean to say it ’s you ! 
rong just now. The Bicycle, Me ? of course it ’s me ! A nice me&s I ’m in, too, 
entirely owing to her carelessness. Never put the biake on down 


• . T¥VM« V J. JJkVCU 

my mirtaress’s vowe outside just now ? 

The BieycU. No ; wy mistress’s, Miss DiiiTA’s. I’d just taker 
ner out for a short spin — not far, only fifteen miles or so. 

:^ard. Then, she— she ’s quite well ? 

The Bicycle. _^raks, she ’s pedahingr pretty strong just now. 
I m going out with her again this afternoon. 
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that infernal hill, lost all control over me, 
and here I am, a wreck, Sir I Why, I had 
to be driven home, by a gruming groom, in a 
beastly dog-cart I Pleasant that I 
Bayard, But she— Miss Diana — was she 
hurt y Not— not seriously^ eh ? 

The Bicycle, Oh, of course you don’t care 

what becomes of me so long as She ’s sdl 

right enough— fell in a ditch, lucMly for her, 
I came down on a heap of stones. It ’ll be 
weeks before I ’m out of the repairer’s hands. 

Bayard {to himself), I oughtnHUyh^ glad; 
but I am— I am! She’s safe, and— and 
she ’ll come back to me after this I {To the 
Bicycle,) Wasn’t she sorry for you ? 

The Bicycle, Not she I These women have 
no feeling in them. Why, what do you sup- 
pose she said when they told her it would take 
weeks to tinker me up ? 

Bayard (to himself -^th joy), I think I 
can guess I [To the Bicycle.) What did she 
say? 

The Bicycle (rattling with indignation). 
Why, all she said was : “ How tiresome ! I 
wonder if I can hire a decent bike here with- 
out having to send to town for one.’' There ’s 
gratitude for you! But you can’t enter into 
my feelings about it. 

Bayard, Pardon me— I fancy I can. And, 
after all, your day will come again, as soon as 
the Yet has set you up. Mine ’s over for ever, 
(To himself,) Oh, why, why wasn’t I bom a 
bicycle I 

METEE OE GASLIGHT, ATONE ! 

( ‘ * Quis cmtodiet ipsos custodes ? Who 'll 

mete the Meters ?) 

[In a recent case it appeared that a gas-meter 
had registered 20,000 fett too much gas within 
one quarter.] 

Ai» — “ Meet me hy Moonlight alone ! ” 

Miteb of gaslight, atone I 
Of your cheats we could tell a sad tale. 

It seems that remonstrance alone 
To Monopoly will not avail. 

One must watch the sly meter instead, 

To prove what its “ registries ” mean ; 

Or ’twill turn on whilst one is in bed ; 

’Tis the trickiest gauge ever seen. 

Ah I Meter of gaslight, atone I 

Q-as-meters may do for the gay. 

The thoughtless, who ’re all £ ; 

But for that twenty thousand to pay. 

Which I have not consumed, won’t suit me. 
Oh I Eemember a meter ’s a snare, 

And though dearly your gaslight you prize, 
Have your gas-meter tested with care. 

And perchance it may open your eyes. 

So, meter of gaslight, atone. 


Dottble Dutch and Equivocal English. 
•^England says, wittily, that “if President 
Keugee wanted to teach us Dutch, he ought 
to begin with short sentences Yes, but OoM 
Paul may perhaps retort that, if the Out- 
landers wanted to teaohhim “ plain English,” 
they ought not to have begun with mysterious 
cyphers and obscure cryptograms. 


Ominous roa the Unionist Cause,— The 
Liberal candidate for the Wick Burghs is 
Mr, Hellebwtce: — doubtless a luminary, 
who intends to plunge into Parliament, 


The Diepebencb between a Financieb 
AND A Ro^ving Man.— One feathers his nest, 
the other his oar. 



OBSTRUCTION IN EXCELSIS. 

(A Moan at a May Meeting,) 

The modern maid to the meeting ’s gone, 
With a hat like the Eifiel Tower ; 

With varions species of fruit thereon, 

And every description of flower, 

Alas that a lady should crown her head 
With a Babel tower plits a garden bed I 

It looks like a city o’ercrowded with spires, 

In a forest o’ercrowded hy trees. 

And one’s neck with continual shifting tires. 
But ’tis precious little one sees. 

With bows, and blossoms, and grasses ’tis 
flRed, 

And the fowls of the air in its branches 
might build. 


Painful Remindeb on the Oaes Day,— If you took an ait from the reedy Thames, 
A com. And piled Covent Q-arden thereon. 


You would have some idea of modem dames, 
When they to the meeting have gone. 
Obstruction in Parliament? Lor’, wbat is 
that 

To a modem maid in a May Meeting hat P 
R.I,P. 

[** The steam-packets Samphire and Breeze have 
been put out of the Dover and Calais service, and 
I sent to Tilbury.”] 

! Q-one to their resting place ! 

I And oh! soon may their grave 
Be found to grant a little space 
Wherein to stow the Wave ! 

And we our chance of being iU bury 
In dock-yard grave with them at Tilbury, 

“ Babbed Wibe.” — A n insulting telegram. 
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BALL-ROOM WHISPERS. 

Archie . "Bebtie, shaiii. I mrEODUcB toit to Miss CHOLMOEDELBr-MaiiiwAEiN’, that Alot’s talkin’ to? Psetit Gikl— and 

CAPITAJ, SHOOTIN’ I ** 


CONSULTING THE ORACLE. 

(A Dialogtte on the Derby.) 

Interlocutors^ Mr,' Punch and a Pretty Girl. 

Mr, P. Going; down to the Derby, my dear ? 

Miss P, G, {with emphasis). You het^ Mr, Punch I 
Mr, P. Never, my dear ; not even on you / 

Miss F, G'. Oh ! I meant “yon bet” in the American sense, yon 
know ; not as a charge against you ! yon dear, punctilious old thing! 
But really ^ now, do yon never ^ never, never have a bit on ? 

Mr, F, 1 never have a het on, if that is what yon mean. 

Miss F, G, Whyr* Are yon a member of the Anti-Gambling 
League ? 

Mr, P. No I I never bet, —save, perchaDce, a few gloves with a 
pretty girl like yourself, — because if I did I should always win^ and 
that is not “ sport,” yon know. 

Miss F, G, Oh, isn’t it though ? Just the sport I like I 
Mr, F, Naturally 1 And, therefore, I ’ll have a dozen pairs with 
yon on 

Miss F, G, {eagerly). Ah I on what, Mr, Punch 9 
Mr, F, {astutely). Oh, on any horse yon like I 
Miss F , G, {pettishly). Oh, bother ! { Coaxingly,) I do co' want a 
tip, yon know, dear old thing. 

Yon have one, my dear; a very pretty Tennysonian, 
“tilted” one, tool 

Mm P. G, {austerely), 1 am sure. Sir, my tip is not tilted at all, 
but just as straight as— well, as I trust yours will be. {Furrs 
persuasively,) Mr, F, Slyboots I 

Miss F , No, but really now, entre nous^ and in perfect con- 

ndenoe, can I safely back Fersimmon f 1 do so want the dear 
Prince to win ! Don’t you f 

7 yourself, Miss Clever. 

Miss F, G, {demur^y). Not as clever as you are, I am sorry to 
say. And that ’s why I come to yon for advice. 

Mr, F, I’ll give it yon, in verse:— 

When lovely woman stoops to foUy, 

And finds too late that “ tips ” betray, 


To do the square thing and look jolly, 

The sportsmanlike thiog ii—topay ! 

Miss F. G, Oh bother! That’s only just whit Aigy says— in 
prose— viz., “ Pay up and:look pleasant ! ” 

Mr, P. {politely). The latter you must always do ! 

Miss F, (I, Thank yon— far nothing! At present. Me. P., I am 
fishing for valuable •* tips,” not cheap compliments, 

Mr, P. {genially), Yery smart, indeed, Miss. Yon deserve 

Miss F, G, {eagerly). What ? 

Mr, P. (gravely). My best advice. 

Miss P. G, And that is ? Mr, P, Back 

Miss P. G, {excitedly). Yes — yes— yes ? Mr, P. Nothing ! ! ! 

Miss F, G, Oh, yon aggravating Well, well, I dare say 

you’re quite right, and I’ll really think over your counsel— next i 
year. This year 1 have made quite a book on the Blue Riband, 
inspired largely by loyalty^ I do assure yon, and I do want the aid of 
your unerring judgment. 

Mr, F, Artful little flatterer! Well, well, if you ’ll promise me 
never to “ make a hook,” as you call it, any more, 1 ’ll do my best to 
help you square the present one. 

Miss P, G, {ti'iumphantly). Oh, thanks— thanks— thanks, so much ! 
yon sweet old darling ! And what shall I do about Fersimmon ? 

Mr, F, Well, you’ve read about those Outlander cyphers ? 

Miss F, G, (dubiously). Why, ye— e—es, of course. But what have 
dear Doctor Jim and those horrid Boers to do with the Prince and 
Fersimmon f 

Mr, F, Not much, perhaps. But there ’s a deal of talk about 
cryptographs and other secret vniting just now. And my advice to 
you concerning the latter and your little “ book” is couched in the 
key-phrase : 

BLACK PRINCE MINUS ONE! 

Miss F, G, Oh, but that is so mysterious ! 

Mr, P. All oracles are. And you consulted me as an Oracle, you 
know. Au revoir^ my dear I Meet you at Epsom, and— I wish you 
luck !— better luck than “ dear D :otor Jim’s ” I ^Exit, 

[Ffivede Key to Black Prince,” minus one letter, may 

ead either “Back Prince ** or “Lack Prince.”] 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 

An Old Etonian mvses in Uppeb School 

ON THE EoURTH OP JuNE. 

Beneath the busts of Fox and Pitt 
In Upper School the youths declaim 
The lines of statesman, poet, wit, 

Who little recked of schoolboy fame. 

None ever deemed his transient voice 
Would live to kindle boyish fire. 

But even Porson would rejoice 
To know that Grreek could lads inspire I 

The old dead languages revive. 

E’en spoken with our “ foreign twang,” 
And French and German seem to thrive 
Where Gray and Shelley thought and 
sang; 

Where Wellington his battles won 
Before his jacket turned to “ tails,” 

And Gladstone burned for many a son 
The Eton light that never fails. 












Where Eosebbsy and Balfour too 
Authoritative rules would mock, 

And earned, as stripling traitors do, 

Meet expiation on the block. 

Those panels scored with inwronght names 
Are tribute to Etonians past. 

Who, at “ my tutor’s ” or “ my dame’s ” 
Gave not a thought to names that last I 

I hardly hear the s;^eche8 made, 

Can scarce the “ Sead ” or Aingee see. 

My memory needs not their aid, 

My speech unheard is one for me I 

I think how in this dear old school 
I longed to test the nntoreseen. 

But now I know I was a fool. 

And only mourn what might have been I 

I see you sitting open-eyed — 

The sun entangled in your hair ; 

Ton looked a dain^ Uttle bride, 

So wondrous white, so niirely fair. 

Precocious youngster I How I wished 
Our lives we could together tune ! 

For you I “absence” shirked. The 
“ swished,” 

elt love-lorn on the Fifth o£ June ! 


NECK OE NOTHING I 
{By an Old Bogey, after a course of Fashion 
Plaies,) 

Oh, ladies ! of loveliness little yon reck ! 
r Most fair is the feminine throttle ; 

But Fashion now packs up the daintiest neck 
Till it looks like the ne^ of a hottle. 
Destructive of shape, of sweet curve, of soft 
nape, 

Are those wheel-friUs— away let them 
trundle! 

And what lover can doat on a fair female 
throat, 

Tied up at the hack like a bundle ? 

La Mode does its worst woman’s beauty to blur, 
To cramp, or distort, or enlarge her. 

Now, a nice neck and head swathed in stiff 
friUs or fur 

Look too much like St. John’s “on a 
charger.” 

“A neck like a swan,” made for gazing upon, 
Was a hean^ in sweet Annie Laurie ; 

But when modish pride would disfigure or hide 
Woman’s throat, every man must feel sorry. 


Definition of the Start for the Derby, 
I — Sent /rom Coventry. 


WHAT IT WILL COME TO. 

The man in front of the bookstall was 
quiescent. “ But I assure you. Sir,” repeated 
the attendant, “ that this paper oontams the 
latest news and the best written articles. It 
has correspondents in every part of the world, 
and its information is at once unique and 
reliable.” 

“ But how about the city intelligence and 
the sporting ?” 

“ Prophets of the most wonderful sagacity 
and success are in command, and have made 
the fortunes of thousands of readers.” 

“And Literature, Music, Art, and the 
Drama?” 

“ The very best critics give their finest work 
to the consideration of the subjects to which 
yon refer.” 

The man in front of the bookstall wavered. 

“ Is it a large paper ? ” he asked. 

“ A very large one,” was the reply, ^ “ but 
in a most convenient shape. You see it con- 
tains not only the news of the day, but aU the 
best features of a magazine, and a cyclopedia,” 

“But considering present prices in jour- 
nalism, it is very expensive.” 

“ My dear sir,” said the attendant, “ I see 
it is best to be frank with yon. I admit that 
it is not cheap. But look at the quantity and 
quality ! Surely it is worth the money ? ” 

“ Well. I suppose it is,” returned the man in 
front of tne book-staU, and without more ado 
he paid the necessary— / 


MANY HAPPY EETUENS. 

To know the day—yonr birthday, dear— 
Was my desire, that once a year 
Something for certaiu I might know 
Of you when far away. 

Bat calm refieotion tends to show 
’Twas folly to have wanted so 
To know the day I 

Because all days, where’er I go, 

You know— they say maids always know- 
I think of you morn, noon, and night, 

In moods both grave and gay. 

Could I do more if some kind sprite 
Gave me the boon, the great delight, 

To know the day ? 

And yet to-day with phrases trite, 

But still with aU my heart, I write, 
Snatching a moment from my work, 

To wish you joy alway, 

Because— the truth I will not shirk— 
Because— I ’ve found you out iu Burke, 
And know the day I 


MEEET AND WISE!” 

A Ni&ht Out, thoronghly farcical comedy, 
at the Yandeville, most adroitly adapted (by 
somebody whose name isn’t mentioned in the 
hill— why ?) from L^ Hotel du Libre- Change, 
is, as the public has already discovered, one 
of the funniest and most mirth-provoking 
pieces that has 
been seen in Lon- 
don for some 
years. Time was, 
when, it is not 
improbable, the 
Licenser of Plays 
would have re- 
fused his permis- 
sion for the per- 
formance of this 
farce as we^ now 
see it, Maxe, on 
a change tout cela, 
and that very 
large portion of W 
theatre-goers, v 
who dearly love 
a lan^h, is fast a 
becoming (some of . a 

the strilter sort 

would finish the Oirf at the \ audeviUe. 
sentence here, and reverse the words, so that 
they shonld read “becoming fast”) tempo- 
rarily attached to the light, airy, and utterly 
farcical plays, which are genuine pass-times, 
if only tney he irresistibly amusing, sending 
away the audiences feeling as satisfied as 
were the spectators of the plays during the 
period of the Eestoration, when they looked 
on the actors as puppets, who had “neither 


souls to be saved nor bodies to be punisbed.” 
Honni soit qui mal y pense, and who is there 
but wiU thoronghly eMoy A Night Out, in 
company with Messrs, Giddens, Sugden, and 
William: Wyes, assisted by bright Miss 
Fannie Ward, earnest Mrs. Edmund Phelps, 
sprightly Miss Paths Browne, and the tour 
charming daughters, in irrejjroachable robes 
du soir, of the Notary Matthieu ? 

The scene in France— in what department 
is not mentioned—is still retained as in the 
original, though it would have been ^rf eotly 
easy to have made aU the characters English, 
and to have localised it in suburban London. 
It is admirably acted ; the earnestness of Mr, 
Sugden and of Mrs, Edmund Phelps being 
in telling cDutrast to the light-heartedness of 
the two culprits, Mr. George Giddens and 
Miss Fannie Ward, The studious nephew, 
who, of course, as is the rule in French farces, 
falls into the hands of the tempting cham- 
bermaid, Miss Pa-ttce Browne, is capitally 
played by Mr. Aubrey Fitzgerald ; and, to 
sum up, those who want to thoroughly enjoy 
an “Evening from Home” cannot do better 
than go to the Yandeville, and there he con- 
vulsed by the humours of A Night OuU 


A Correct Misprint.— The Daily Newsoi 
Thursday, May 28, in its account of Sir Henry 
Irving’s return to England, mentioned, as his 
“ private secretary and manager,” the name of 
“ Mr. Brain Stoxer,” meaning “ Mr. Bram 
Stoker.” But “ Bram ” is good : without it, 
where and what would Bram Stoker be? 
Certainly not Sir Henry’s private secretary 
and manager^ and still less the author of 
several charmmg short stories. 

PASSENGER (m Farliammtary Train, which 
has stopped for over an hour on a siding)^ 
“Hi, Guard I Are we on the Big YTheel ? ” 

Motto for the Home for Cats a.t Hamp- 
STEAD . — La joiefait purr. 
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BROKEH ON THE WHEEL 

First Lesson,— UBidi on by 
instructor, a tail, muscular 
young man. Thought it was 
so easy. Cling for dear life to 
handle, as beginners in horse- 
manship cling to the reins. 
Instructor says 1 must not. 
Evidently cannot hold on bv 
my knees. Ask him what I 
am toehold on by, “No- 
1hmg,”,he says. How awful ! 
Fe el suspend^ in the air. That 
is what I ought to be. At pre- 
sent am more on ground ; any- 
way, one foot down. Even 
when in movement position of 
feet uncertain. Q-o a few 
yards, supported. Muscular 
instructor rather hot and tired, 
but says civilly, “You ^re get- 
ting on nicely, Sir.” At this 
get off unexpectedly, and, 
when I am picked up, reply, 
“very likely,” only my feet 
were off the pedals all the time. 
Then rest, and watch little chil- 
dren riding easily. One pretty 
girl. Wonder whether she 
laughed at me. Probably. 
Shfidl have another try. 

Second Lesson, — Held on 
by another instructor, who 
urges me “to put more life 
into it.” Hope it won’t be the 
death of me. Workinamanner 
which even the treadmill, I 
imagine, could not necessi- 
tate, and get the wheel round 
a few times. Painful whob- 
bling. Instructor says I must 
pedal more quickly. Can’t. 
Best a minute. Panting. 
Awfully hot. Observe little 
children going round com- 


gill 
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\\ ITB Career over large hole. Bicycle 

1 fi llVi't !• I ' ' I ' sinks, and then takes a mighty 

Unprepared for this. 

W Am cast into the air. Picked 

uii'iPiill I ' ^1^' Can’t stand, &)mething 

■ — ^ broken. Doctor will say what. 

Anyhow, clothes torn, bruised, 
disheartened. Dare not catch 
Jlie eye of pretty girl. Carried 
home. Shall give up bicycle 
riding. Awful fag, and no fun. 

HONOURS. ^ 

^ VIVE IE Pbince I — The 

LY TO SEE Mr. Jones — I mean Sib Prince of Wales runs a colt 
„ called Safety Fin, which seems 

rr NOW, Mb. Smith. But if it *s to likely to be connected with a 
[lATioN, I SHALL BE VBEY HAPPY TO good deal of Scratching this 
, season. But H.B.H. also owns 

iHAT I M NOT ASTONISHED THAT SiB another animal in whos»e ap- 
AT THIS DIRTY OLD Hat THAT HE pellation the letters P. 1. H.also 
MY Brand-new One 1 ’* appear. Snaff, et curb, sap. 


Third Lesson , — ^Endeayour 
to get on alone. Immediately 
get off on other dde. l^early 
upset the pretty girl. Polite 
self - effacement impossible 
when one is at the mercy of 
a mere machine. After a 
time manage better. And at 
last get started and ride alone 
for short distances. Always 
tumble off ignominiously just 
as I meet the pretty girl. In- 
structor urges me to break the 
record. Hope I shan’t break 
my neck. Finally go all round 
the ground. Triumph! Pretty 
girl seems less incline! to 
laugh. Delightful exercise, 
bicycle riding I Shall come 
again to-morrow. 

Fourth Lesson, — High 
north-east wind. Hot sun. 
Regular May weather. Clouds 
of coal-dust from track. Pretty 
girl not there at all. Start 
confidently, Endeayour to 
knock down a wall. Wall 
does not suffer much. Start 
again. Faster this time. The 
pretty girl has just come. 




a 'm 

Sr 
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BIRTHDAY HONOURS. 


children going round com- Mr, Smith, “I wish particularly to see Mr. Jones— I untAiM - Sib 
fortably. Pretty girl here Jambs Jones. Is he in?’' 

ag^, looking as fresh and Junior Partner, ‘‘He's not in just now, Mb, Smith. But ip it's to 
cool as possible. Suddenly leave any Message of Congratulation, I shall be very happy to 
manage to ride three yards deliver it." 


unsupported. Then coUapse. 
But am progressing. Shall 
come again soon. 


se. Mr, Smith, ”Tes. Please sat that I 'm not astonished that Sib 
. all James has succeeded. Just look at this dirty old Hat that he 

LEFT AT the OlUB IN THE PLACE OF MY BRAND-NEW OnK 1 " 


THE DERBY A EEW TEARS HENCE. 

{By (mr Frophetie Beporter,) 

“ Abb we not fortunate in having so fine a morning ? ” exclaimc d 
the hunter, “ You are lucky, my friend, to see our national pastime 
at its best I ” 

“ I have often heard of it,” returned the Arab. “ And it is so 
much better arranged nowadays than in 
the times of long ago.” 

“ Well, yes,” was the response. “ The 
, course is got over quicker than when we 

in Hand ; or, to he more correct, 
\ I should say in legs, A century since 
it was very popular with the Yahoos.” 

“ And they never come now ? ” 

“ Ho, they have given up the grand 
\ stand, the hill, everything— save the ! 
conrse— to us,” 

“But why do they meddle with 
'f * course ? ” asked the intelligent 

(I // /‘Because, my dear fellow,” replied 
uv, a friend, “the machines req^uire 

^ckeys as much as we did. In fact, 

• more, because, you see, we had 

ifltelligenoe, and did not work by machinery.” 

At this moment there was much neighing, and a good deal of horse 
Uughter. It was evident that the great trial of sp^ was on the 
eve of being contested. Epsom Downs bathed in the sunshine wa^ 
a sight to see. Masses of hay and oats were spread in profusion, 
shortly to be discussed at luncheon after the race had been decided. 


At last there was a hush. Every horse, every pony, every donkey 
showed intense interest. 

“ They come I ^ They come I ” was the cry. 

Then the machines, some of them propelled by steam power, others 
by paraffine, and others by electricity, appeared in sight. They 
passed rapidly, like a flash of Bghtiiing, and reached the judge’s seat, 
in a moment more the numbers were up, and the event was a thing 
I of the past. 

The Derby Motor of 19— had been lost and won! And, this 
being so, the four-footed multitude, that had been doing nothing in 
partioular for the last six hours hut eating, shouting, and betting, 
returned, more or less contentedly, to their stables. 

A HEW TIP FOR AN OLD TALE, 

Sir, --In reply to your application for the name of the winner of 
the Derby, I beg to submit the annexed tip, which is about the best 
pomt to the required cue that it has ever been my privilege to furnish. ! 
Trusting that your readers and yourself will not fail to act in the | 
customary way, and cheque a portion of their takings to the old I 
prophet, I am, Sir, yours confidently, Darby Jones. 

N*B.— You will notice that on these lines I have hung several 
hooks— 

If the Derby by Saint be not won, 

By Old Niek he will surely be done, 

But do not forget 
That there may be regret 
When American fruit’s on the run. 


The diffeebnce between Armenia and Crete.— Fleet action. 
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EcoNomr. 


Dolly, “What does this mean? ‘Lady Carnaby at Home, 
Dancing. R.S.Y.P.' In an Open Envelops^ witr a Halfpenny 
Stamp 

HugJhU, “It means she doesn’t care a Halepenny whether 
YOU GO OR NOT 1 ” 


EOUNDABOUT EEADINGS, 

My Beothbr-in-Law, 

{Continued^ 

then was Harry once more on my hands. Though he was 
still a very yonng man, he had contrived to cram, a great deal of life 
into a very short space of time. He had been at Cambridge, had 
made an army-tntor’s too hot to hold him, had revelled from wealth 
to penury at Monte Carlo, had totally failed in business, and^ had 
apparently exhausted the lesouroes of British Columbia. The situa- 
tion was a serious one, for we were confronted with the pressing 
necessity of doing something for Harry, You can’t put a brother- 
in-law away in a drawer of your writing-table, look him up, and 
forget all about him, as if he were a bill, and you can’t tear him up 
and throw him into a waste-paper basket, as if he were an appeal for 
a church building-fund ; but apart from such drastic proceedings in 
the direction of total neglect and oblivion, it was diffiicult to see how 
we were to breat this returned prodigal, 

Harry, I am bound to say, was quite amiable, and showed a 
perfect readiness to fall in with any proposal made for his benedt. 
There was a tine carelessness about bun that disarmed anger. “ You 
settle it yourself, old man,” he said, “ I ’ll chip in when yon teU me 
the band’s ready to start playing.” 

“ But you won’t like the tune, you know,” I observed. 

“ Lord bless you, I shall like any tune, and, look here,” he con- 
tinued, with a generous show of making a great concession, “I’ll 
play any blessed instrument you like, big drum, bones, or concertina 
—it ’s all one to me. Just yon settle it, and then give me the office, 
that ’s all I want.” Thereupon he helped himself to one of my long 
cigars, rang the bell, and told my butler to bring him a whiskey and 
soda. All this talking, he said, made his throat as dry as a limekiln. 


“But couldn’t you suggest something yourself?” J asked 


“ Surely you must have some preference.” He pondered for a few 
moments, and sipped his drink. “I’ll tell you what, old man,” he 
suddenly broke out, “I’ve got it. I’U go to the Bar. I can eat 
dinners with the best of ’em, and as for going into chambers, why, I 
could do it on my head, wig and all. You cau take me into partner- 
ship, old man, or I ’ll devil for you. I don’t know what a chap does 
when he devils, but it sounds the sort of thing that might suit me, 
S 1 there you are. and don’t you ever say I refused to help in pro- 
viding myself with a profession. I ’ll go to the Bar and keep on 
devilling all day ; and I shan’t want a big screw to begin with. Five 
or six hundred a year will do me. Is it a whack ? ” I had to explain 
to him that it was not a whack, a decision which did not impair his 
cheerfulness in the very least. 

When I consulted Alice, she said that the poor hoy must not be 
hurried into anything. There was lots of time, and, thank Heaven, 
we had money enough to support him in the meanwhile. As a prac- 
tical proposal, she suggested that I ought to find a pleasant open air 
occupation for him, something that would keep him amused without 
putting too great a tax upon his intellectual faculties. Why 
shouldn’t I send him down to look after the shooting I had taken in 
Suffolk ? Harry could live in the house, superintend the keepers 
and make preparations for the season ; and as I could only get down 
there occasionally, the arrangement would really be advantageous 
to me. So said, so done. This conversation took place in the begin- 
ning of August, and in the following week Harry started for Suffolk 
with one of the handsomest shooting and game-keeping outfits' I 
have ever seen. 

I HAVE no wish to linger long over the recollection of this experi- 
ment. It is enough to say that I got very little shooting myself. 
Somehow or other Harry always wrote, at a time most inconvenient 
for me, to say that the birds really must be killed at once, and that, 
if I couldn’t come myself, he thought he could get two or three 
fellows who could hold pretty straight, and, with their help, he 
might manage. He did manage. He and his friends had what he 
called a slap-up time, and lived~at my expense— on the fat of the 
land. Alice certainly pointed out that it was delightful to have so 
many partridges and pheasants to give away to our friends, and that 
fihe always knew Harry had a good heart, and would come right in 
the end. But, when I had paid all the bills, and counted the cost, 
I concluded that a shooting, managed in this style, was too expensive 
a luxury for me, especially as my own friends did not seem to fit in 
with Harry’s ideas. “ Those two old 0,. C. johnnies,” he remarked, 
“can’t shoot for nuts; and as for the Judge, he seemed to think 
I was a pheasant or a rabbit, by the way he tried to pepper me. Ho, 
thanks ; I’ll let the coroner get along without me, if I can.” On the 
whole, the experiment was not a success, and I determined not to 
repeat it. So there was Harry on my hands again. 


Since then we have tried a great many other plans. We took a 
little cottage on the Thames, and installed Harry in it. His bill for 
steam-launches was colossal. We packed him off with a couple of 
friends for a voyage on the Norfolk Broads ; we took rooms for him 
in a moderate hunting county, but he soon tired of that, and said 
Leicestershire was the only county for a man who respected himself. 
So, though the inference was not obvious, to Leicestersbiie be went, 
with two horses of mine, and two that he bought for himself, dirt 
cheap, as he told me. As to the dirt I know nothing ; the cheapness 
1 deny, especially as I had to pay for them. At present, we have 
quartered him out in a golfing centre, with a brand new set of clubs, 
and a first-class bicycle. In fact, Harry is sampling every amuse- 
ment and almost every expensive pursuit under the sun, and all at 
my cost. This cannot g:o on much longer ; no income can stand it. 
Bat I am as far as ever from knowing what to do with my cheerful 
brother-in-law. 


A Bicyclist’s Adieu. 

It isn’t because you said I was curt. 

When you shot from your ‘ ‘ bike ” like a dart, 
And culled up in all-too-promiscuous dirt, 

That for ever and ever we part. 

It is simply and solely Why secrets disclose ? 

But, another time, do not have holes in your hose ! 


Military Intelligence. — The Honourable and Ancient Artillery 
Company of Boston, IJ.S.A., will invade this island next month, and 
will be immediately made prisoners by the Prince of Wales and the 
E, A.C, of London. The wrongs of J ohn Bull will only be redeemed 
by the rites of hospit ality. 

Jest in Time. — -well-known miser is sa'd to have backed the 
winner of the Derby simply because he was so Persimmonious ! 


“ Watts” in a Name ?— The Derby winner’s jockey. 
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“THE WELL GRACED ACTOR.” 

3fr, Prnidh (fo the Marquis of D-ff-r-n, in last act of “ Diplomacy "J, “ Not takewelIi, mt Lohii, bft ‘ Atj Rjsvois ! ’ Hote 

SOON TO SEE YOU IN A NEW OAST 1 ” 
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THE PRINCE'S PAIR; 

Or, the Power of Loyalty, An Ode m Eonowr 
of the Derby (and Oalcs) Day, (A long way 
after Dry den,) 

Air— “ Alexander's Feast," 

'Twas Fridav, after the first Derby won 
Bv Queen Yictobia’s son 
(With Per-sim-mon), 

Aloft in simple state 
The princelj sportsman sate, 

The lavonnte his own, 

As in the Derby, in the Oahs he found. 

His brow with two Blue Ribands he saw 
bound. 

(So should a plucky Prince be crowned.) 

The lovely Thais, side by side 
With Derby's Oaks competitor did stride. 
Alas, for Thais, Watts's pride I 
It were the loveliest of loyal jokes 
If he who won the Derby won the Oaks 1 
Happy, happy, happy pair I 
None but the brave; 

None but the brave. 

None but the brave deserve such palms to wear ! 

But Canterbury Pilgrim thundering nigh 
With Rickabt, all fire. 

With flying^ feet draws nigher, nigher. 
Trembling, triumphant notes ascend the iky ! 

Thais appears to tire I 
The Pilgrim wins, by Jove ! 

Stirred are the crowded seats above, 

(Such is the power of loy al love I ) [odds 1 

Pilgrim shoots out— two lengths — upsets the 
“ Hundred to eight I How well young 
Eickabt rode I 

Thais is second. We had liked it best 
Had she been first tho\ Well he stands the 
test 1 

His princely lip in quiet smile is curled. 

We 'd back him— Prince or sportsman— 'gainst 
the world I" 


The piiDcely “ sportsman” smiled to see 
The public aU, of high or low degree. 

With mighty sympathy a-move ; 

For princely pluck doth stir the crowd to love ! 
The Blue Riband was no bubble, 

Thais' s loss his mind won't trouble. 

All things must have a beginning. 

What is won there's no destroying. 
And the Derby teas worth winning. 

And the memory 's worth enjoying. 
Lovely Thais ! this win is denied thee ! 
Take the gifts the gods provide thee I ” 
The many rend the skies with loud applause, 
So Love is crowned, and Loyalty wins the 
cause. 

The Prince, quite able to conceal his pain, 
Smiles with an air j 

Devoid of care, j 

And— all the world hopes he will win again ! 



RESULTS BY RED TAPE. 

(A Story founded on Precedent,) 

The crisis of the campaign had been reached. 
The Commander-in-Chief and the Diplomatist 
— each of them a celebrity of the century — 
had aU but succeeded in bringing the matter 
to a satisfactory conclusion. They had worked 
side by side and hand in hand for years, and 
had together grown old in the service of their 
coun^. 

“We attack the citadel to-morrow,” said 
the soldier, “ and the town, once taken, you 
will arrange details.” 

“Assuredly,” replied the statesman. “I 
have a draft treaty drawn out which must be 
accepted by the enemy. This point gained, 
and we shall have secured peace with honour. 
Peace that will last a century, and honoxir 
that will endure for ever.” 

The colleagues— he of the pen and he of the 


sword— shook hands, and congratulated one 
another. Then they retired for the night. 

The next morning they were early a field. 
The warrior had marshalled his men, and the 
diplomatist had assumed Ms oificial costume, 
and had supplied Mmself with a sheet ox 
parchment, a couple of pens, and an inkstand. 

All was ready. The oommander-in- chief 
called his oi^cers round him to receive final 
instructions, and the courtier procured a taper 
and a stick of sealing-wax. 

It was at this moment that a (Government 
messenger put in an appearance. 

“Yery sorry to disturb you, gentlemen,” 
began the new comer, “ but orders are orders, 
and must be obeyed.” 

“ We have no time to attend to you,” said 
the soldier. 

“ Please stand aside,” added the statesman. 
“We will discuss the matter further when 
occasion permits. Remember that this is a 
critical moment. Recollect that I am the 
principal political officer.” 

“ And I the commander-in-cMef 

“ Can’t help that, gentlemen,” responded 
the Q-ovemment messenger; “but, as you 
have both reached to-day the age limit, you 
are compulsorily retired.” 

So the warrior and the statesman gave up 
the campaign at the critical moment. When 
they got home, they both received a pension. 
But, although the award was well earned, it 
was neither a pleasure to the recipients nor an 
advantage to the bestowers. 

Still it was a triumph for red tape, and 
that— as every one knows— is something. 


TENNYSON ON TWO RYENIS. 

H.R.H, the Prince of Wales won the 
Derby, and H.I.M. tbe (German Emperor 
won the yacht race, so Mr, Punch says to 
all Englisnmen— 

“ 0 give Min welcome! ” 

“ This (bowing to ir.E,£[,) is he 
Was great by land, as thou (saluting the 
German JSm2>eror) by seal” 

(Tennyson's Odii on the Death of the 
Duke of Wellington,") 


SPORTIYE SONGS. 

A Replectivb Bbiton to a Natatory 
Russian Princess. 

We read iu tales from many lauds 
Of mermaids plajing in the brine, 

With looking-glasses in their hands, 

And ringlets fi.owing free and fine. 

Hans Christian Andersen has told 
With perfect pathos, subtle wit. 

Of that Princess with locks of gold 
Who loved, but could not walk or sit. 

You, too, Princess, I often dreamed 
Must be a mermaid cast asbore ; 

Your swimming gait was what I deemed 
No Naiad e’er displayed before. 

You look divine wifli mat same walk. 

As down the Esplanade you saU, 

Aud from your ever constant talk, 

You must be very like a whale. 

You speak with rapture of the dive 
That day by day you undertake, 

I marvel that you 're still aHve, 

Your swimming feats make bathers quake. 
The safety-rope you never seize. 

E’en when the waves their own would 
claim, 

You laugh at all the angry seas. 

And Yenus-like have earned her name. 

So rhapsodizing from this height. 

Where modesty bids me abide, 

I look upon the clean delight 
Of Woman battling with the tide. 

And far below I see a shape, 

TaU, skimpy, Kghtly clad in blue 

Briseis ! do that damsel drape ! | 

By Neptune’s trident it is you ! \ 

Proverbial Philosophy. — The “mng” 
always consorts with the “ jnggins.” 

A Duplex Lamp couNTiNa two on a 
Division.— The Member for Wick, 

The Modern Edict op “Nanes.”— Pass- 
1 ing in swimming at Eton. 
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Aivir\ Ti-rri imoq being desirous to hide under a bushel, I did press myself 

JO AIMD TITTLINoS. forward, and addressing a lady whom I took to be the bride, I 

(By Baboo Hubby Bunosho Jabbeejee, B,A.) felicitated her loudly, wishing that she might never become a widow, 

I^’o XIY vermilion on her grey head, and that she might wear the iron 

* , a . . . . bangle, and get seven male children. 

Mr* Jobber s fellow-sUcdent* IVhays in a Title ? An invitation Unhappily the serene ray of my goodwill was bom to blush unseen 
to a Wedding* Mr* J, as a wedding guests with what he thought dark unfathomed cave of a desert ear, for the actual recipient 

of the ceremony y and how he distinguished himself on the compliments was an unmarried spinster relative, who had 

occasion* already passed the years of discretion. 

Thebe is a certain English young fellow-student of mine— Mrs. Ailbutt-Innett welcomed me with cordial effusiveness, 
videlicet, Howabd Allbuti-Innett, Esquire, with whom I have insisting that I should honour them by visiting their residence, and 

succeeded in scratching an acquaintance at sundry Law Lectures, critically inspecting the nuptial gifts, to which I consented, 

and in the Library of my Inn of Court— a most amiable tip-top i On my arrival, I held a lengthy colloquy with the happy bride- 
young chap, who is “ the moulded ^lass of fashionable form,’^ and | groom, from whom I was anxious to obtain particulars of English 
the cap-in-hand with innumerable aristocratic nobs. i marriage customs, such as whether he would be required to spend 

Seeing that I had (at an earlier^period) been a more diligent atten- ' the evening in having his ears pulled, and other facetious banterings. 


dant and note-taker of lectures 
than himself, he did pay me the 
transcendent compliment of bor- 
rowing the loan of my note-book, 
which, to my grateful astonish- 
ment, he condescended to bring 
back personally to Portieobello 
House, saying that he had found 
my notes magnificent, and totally 
incomprehensible to his more 
limited intellect ! 

In additum, he graciously ac- ^ 
cepted my invitation to ascend 
to the drawing-room, where I p 
introduced him freely to several 
select lady boarders as my alter m 
ego and Fidus Achates* \ 

On taking his leave, he ex- w 
pressed some marvelling that I \ 
should have concealed my superior v 
rank under the reticence of a # 
napkin, having observed that I 
was addressed as “Prince” by v 
more than one of the sof ter-sexed \ 
boarders. j 

I replied that I attached no m 
valid importance to the nominis Hk 
umbra of such a barren title, and 
^at the contents of what there ||r 
is nothing in must necessarily be 7. 
naught. 

He answered me warmly that “I 
he entirely joined issue with me * 
in such an opinion, and that he 1 
was often affected to sickisbness 
by ^ the snobbery of mundane 
society, adding that he hoped I 
would give him the look up at 
his paternal mansion in Prince’s 
Square, Bayswater, shortly, since 
his people would be overjoyed at 
making my acquaintance, which 
both enraptured and surprised 
me, for hitherto he had ridden 
the high and rough-shoed horse, 
and employed me to suck my 
brains as a oat’s foot. 

And odzookers I before many 
days I was the recipient of a 
silver - lettered missive, stating 
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by his mother-in-law and sisters- 
in-law, as in India. 
tr But he seemed oppressed by so 
severe a bashfulness that I could 
extract no information from hun, 
and presently the father of the 
bride came np and conducted me 
into an apartment wherein was a 
kind of bazaar, or exhibition of 
clocks and lamps and stationery 
cases and knives and forks and 
other trinkets and gewgaws, 
none of which appeared to me at 
all different from similar objects 
in shop windows. 

However, the greatest admira- 
tion and wonderment were ex- 
pressed by all who entered, and I 
found that the host was under 
grave apprehensiveness that the 
presents might he looted by the 
more unscrnpulous of the guests, 
for he pointed out to me a sharp- 
eyed, shjr gentleman in a corner, 
who, he informed me, was a dis- 
guised police-officer. This, at 
first, I was loth to believe, but 
was assured that it was a neces- 
sary precaution. 

Still, I will presume to point 
out that the simulation by a 
policeman of the ordinary cha- 
racter of a friend of the family 
and feUow-rejoicer, is a rather 
reprehensible trap to catch a 
sleeping weasel, since those whose 
honesty is not invariably above 
I ar may be lulled into the false 
security by his civilian get-up. 
And I did assure him, privately, 
that it was totally unnecessary to 
keep an eye on myself, who was 
a native University man with no 
necessity or natural taste for 
peculation, but that I would in- 
fallibly inform Mm if I shonld 
succeed at detecting any attempted 
dishonesty. 

Later I was ushered into the 
refreshment-room, and partook of 


eilver - lettered misrive, stating “,Xhe spectators saluted me -witli shouts ofjoy as the returned Shahzadar.” refreshment-room, and partook of 
ttat Mr. tod Mrs. Lsoi'itic AxLBiiTT-IirNETT did_ request the I a pink ice, with champagne- wine and strawberries, after whi(di I 
honour of Prince Jabbbbjeb’s company at the marriage of their Untreated leave of Mrs. Allbutt-Letnett to deliver a nuptial oration, 
daughter, CLOBiNnA Isabel, with Mr. Oveeton Woodbeioh-Smabt, | And she, overjoyed at my happy thought, did loudly request silence 
^ta cert^ saered Bayswater edifice. j for Prince Jabbebjee, who was to utter a few very briet utterances. 

This I eagerly accepted, perceiving that my friend must have i So as they became aU ears, I addressed them, describing how, in 
eulogised to his parents my legal accomplishments and forensic my native country, at such a bridal feast and blow-ont, it was 

^ ' customary for the bridegroom’s mother to eat a sevenfold repast, for 

Wl^n, like Hamlet, I did obey in all my best, I alighting at the fear of a subsequently empty stomach ; but the bride’s mother, on 
church m my embossed cap, shawl neckcloth, a pair of yellow glove- ' the contrary, will touch nothing, feeling that the more she fasts 
Mas, and patented Japan shoes, the spectators saluted me with shouts , then, the more provender will fall to her later on. And I rather 
J ; facetiously added that, on the present occasion, I had the certainty 
the driver of the hansom petitioned an additional sixpence. ' that both the mothers might indulge their appetites ad libitum. 

Tl^ intenor of the church was dim and crowded with feminines. Next I recounted how, during a former boyish wedding of my own, 
and I oonld only hear fiatters aud rustlings, together with a subdued j my wife’s mother after, as was befitting, setting a conical tinselled 
toB ^moter end — ^wMch I ascertained to be the ceremony, cap upon my head, and placing ten rings of twigs upon my ten 

JLhen followed the lonfi* stou sud Tk51.nSA. JlftPATnTlllTnAd mi ■fiTl0F01*0 on/4 Viin/^in/w a Ticro a Troin^ o oVin-f+lo aovr ** T 


- *.« . , ^ i , J. ^ . . V*t , JU.V/VV UULCJJ. JLLXLC C» JL4MU.lL/. T T UOX O J., 

pas^ge anaiast tne oongratnlations of their friends and nearest being of a jokish disposition, did, unexpectedly and contrary to usage, 
relations. j “Baa” loudly, thereby causing my mother-in-law to fear that 


June 13, 1896.] 


PUNCH. OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


281 


I was a dull— until that^iaiglit in the Zenana she had the 
great happiness to overhear me outwitting all the females 
present by the sprightliness of my badinage. And I was 
proceeding, amidst vociferous caehinnation, to enumerate some 
of my most lively; sallies, when the bride’s father did take me 
by the arm, and drawing me aside, inform me that the young 
couple were just about to start for their wedding journey, 
and that I was urgently required to see them depart. 

observed that here, as with us, it is de regie to scatter 
rice upon the head of the bridegroom — ^but neither treacle 
noi spices. Moreover, this complimentary shower is extended 
to the bride and the carriage-horses, and hurled with 
athletic vigorousness, while it is a point of honour to knock 
o£^ the coachman’s hat with a female satin slipper. 

I was disappointed to see that both the happy pair had cast 
aside their gorgeous wedding garments, and put on quite 
ordinary and everyday attire, which, if not due to excessive 
parsimoniousness, must originate in a shamefaced desire to 
conceal their state of connubiality, though it might be 
reasonably anticipated that they should rather be anxious 
to manifest their triumphant good-luck hmo puhlico. 



AFTER THE EPSOM WEEK IS OVER. 

[To the Editor of Pvm.cK) 

So you see, Sir, you were right in trusting me. I gave you, as I 
promise d, the absolute winner for the Derby. But more, Sir. If you 
followed my fancy, not only did you get Persimmon^ but SU Frusquin 
and Earwig. It is not often that a racing prophet can boast of 
having given the absolute “ one, two, three,” of the Blue Riband of 
ihe Tu3. But I did it. Yes, Sir, I plumped for the Field. And 
the placed ones were in the Field. But it is only right and proper 
that you should share the merit of your conscientious and right- 
minded contributor. If I indicated, with absolute accuracy, the 
heroes of the hour, or, I ihould say, the observed of all observers of 
the something less than three minutes, you, pluckily, hours before 
the race was decided, published a portrait of the winner I 

There is only one slight drawback to the satisfaction of the 
moment. Those who have won through this marvellous production, 
have not yet sent, as requested, a percentage of their winnings. 
This oversight corrected, and the great British public will receive not 
only the congratulations, but the respect of Ixiok the Whebles. 

OPERATIC NOTES- | 

Twesday.— DBTJBioLAmjs confers great benefit on old, middle-aged, | 
and young stagers, or, rather, opera-goers, by giving Martha with a 
remarkably good, and in the case of Ned de Reszke, an exceptional 
caste. Just now, than Mabie Enoel, no better representative of the 

Engelish Martha, 'sfhoBe petit mm is 
“ Patty a joke which escaped both 
ITedreszke ^ Plumketto (so printed, 
though surely it ought to be with an 
“n,” not an “m” ; but still, or 
M,” as the case may be, there is more 
than one “ Plum ” in this part) and 
the amiable lover, lAonello-Cremo- 
nini, who, in the last act, might have 
substituted Patty ! Patty for 
^'Martha! Martha P^ to the weU- 
known air. However, the opera went 
capitally without this slight altera- 
tion. Then again, the opera being 
an old one, and with one delightful 
typically English air in it, “ The 
Last Pose of Summer P a second 
chance was lost by Ned de Reszke- 
Plttmptjddinokexto, when making 
up to the souhrette Nancy, played 
and sung with lady-like archness by 
Madame Maittelli, omitting to sing 
“/ would I were with Nancy p 
an innovation which, I am sure, Signor Bevioitahi would have per- 
mitted. and would have orchestrated with the greatest pleasure. 

The first scene of Martha is laid at Richmond, which at this date, 
somewhere about the time of Robin Hood, to judge by the costume, 
was, it appears, overlooked by an Alpine range, including a suspicion 
of snow-capped mountains. The Surrey hills, alway s a fair scene, must 
have been very different then, as seen in this Fair Scene (in the second 
half of Act I.), to what they are nowadays. Evidently they have been 
considerably out down since the time of Plumkako and Sceriffo. alias 
“ Sheriff.” Ned de Reszke, with jovial drinking song and dance, 
obtained a tremendous encore. The dance did it. What a first-rate 
Henry the Eighth he would make 1 Let Sir Dbubioianus look to it. 

The remainder of week given up to encores of already performed . 
operas. La smooth water ; and Martha again next Thursday. 



A LITTLE MOSCOW-RAID. 

[By apcMrty of 170 revellers, led hy an active dhap-Perowoie, who have 
visited Jtussia to witness the Coronation,] 

To Moscow we’ve been, and the show we have seen, 

And now we’re returning to Britain, 

Our tales to recount, despite the amount 
Of stuff that ’s already been written. 

We English all found, as we trotted around. 

That the Russians were mightily civil ; 

The croakers’ ularms at the troubles and harms 
We should meet with might well be called ‘ ‘ drivel.” 

If we photo’d or sketched, ’twas said we ’d be fetched 
By gendarmes and removed to Siberia ; 

Whue scribbling was banned by the law of the land — 

AR these warnings were simple hysteria ! 

Like Britishers bold, in each palace we strolled, 

With our visiting cards as mere permit ; 

The police let us through, without further ado. 

Surprised by our “ cheek,” as I ’ll term it. 

We kodaked the Czar and his entry bizarre, 

And Mt not a qualm nor a trembling ; 

Quite free of all charge, we wandered at large 
O’er the place I must spell as the ” Krembling.” 

We came and we saw and were conquered— no fiaw 
Coidd we find in the pageant of wonders ; 

If we thiTik we could beat this spectacular treat, 

We make just the biggest of blunders 1 
If only they ’d spend a few roubles, and mend 
Those pavements that shake you to pieces, 

To Moscow we ’d hum straightway to return— 

’Tis a town where delight never ceases 1 
And if ever the Rnss should abolish the fuss 
About passports, as done by Bbitannia, 

Why then, when we part, we could say from our heart 
The Slav au revoir — “ do svidanya ! ” 


“Not Ysatexx but Too WeUi.”— I say that Ysaye’s last concert 
takes place on Saturday next. Y saye-tiirday ? Why not say some other 
day, when it wouldn’t clash (which is inharmonious) with the Sara- 
sate Concert ? If Tsaxe were a Ywye-aere, he would have made 
some other arrangement. Y saye this now ? Never too late. Will 
Ysaxe oblige, and play Bach’s famous Chaconne in JD minors 
Forwards I always, but “ try Bach,” is the modern musician’s motto. 
Perhaps some amateurs there be who do not care for the Chaconne. 
They should be “ well Chaconne before taken ” to hear the perform- 
ance. But, after all, “ Chaconne d son goup^ And at this we leave it. 

Fhom. Abmehta to CoHNwJlii.. — ^The Sultan’s confidential emis- 
laty, the Ritter Michel von Newlinskx— or, as be is a distinguished 
Austrian journalist, let us call him “ the Writer hliCEBL ” — ^when he 
has settled the diplomatic difficulty, will take advantage of his name, 
vhioh proclaims his Coinish oiigiu (he was horn under a/‘ Newlyn 
to proceed to Cornwall and settle the Newlyn strikers diffi- 
culty. The artists there will welcome him at the Newlyn School. 

Cbeameet and Cash.— See the profits from ice-cream, lemonade, 
water ices, &o. ? About 500 per cent., according to case in Sheriff’s 
Court. Why not a boom in ginger-heer ? De Ginger-Beers much 
better than De Beers. 
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OTTR OWN EASTEEIT aHESTIOIT. 

U2iJ'e'wTcdeo^a"Tub:') 

It is pitiable, and, indeed, intolerable, that 
the great population of Plaistow, Canning Town, 
and all the rest of South 'West Ham, should be 
destitute of such a necessity of healthy life as a 
public bath and wash-house.” 

F, M, Marvin, E, M. Inspector of SGhQol8,’\ 

“ Hated tip to the eyes,” yet tmhlest with a 
bath I [Par East ! 

That’s a sweet pretty picture of London’s 
A nleasant incentive to choosing the path 
That divideth the man, although poor, 
from the beast. 

Out workaday London must be a nice pitch 
Eor the poor Plaistow victim of drudging 
and dirt, 

Whose only cheap ** tub” is a dip in a ditch, 
A “ bath” which would soil e’en a Casual’s 
shirt 1 [Lea 

The foul, stagnant sewage, that trickles from 
Into a marsh dyke, %8 a sweet sort of 
/‘tub’M 

And life must be full of decorum and glee, 
Without chance of a plunge, without hope 
of a scrub ! [bard. 

Why* even the dread “ Purple East ” of the 
Though bloodstained, is not grimed and 
bathless, like ours ; 

And Watson might find our Black East,” 
Trade’s backyard, 

Eumish fine themes for wrath, as the Turk 
and the Pow’rs; 

Messrs. Aiden and Majlvin might give him 
a text 

For sermons in sonnets, with swear-words 
adorned, 


And Wealth in the West, by scant wat.*r 
unvezt, 

Which the poor “ Great Unwashed” has so 
oftentimes scorned. 

Might learn it U hard for the poor to keep 
clean. 

With no baths, whether private or public, 
at hand. 

When water is wanted to keep the earth 
green, [land ; 

Chnroh petitions find voices all over the 

But who lifts a prayer for ‘our poor tnbless 
East, 

And OUT Waterless Babies— as Kinoslet 
might lay P 

This would be a theme for the author of 
Yeast, 

Who pointed such pertinent lessons in play. 

Conceive, gentles all, in such weather as this, 

A life amidst dirt, undispelled by a dip I 

A hathless existence I Sweet Sir, if yon miss 

Your dear morning tub, its cool lave, its 
nerve-whip. 

How wretched you’d he, and how angry 
withal I 

And what of a roll in a Begent’s-lane ditch ? 

Punch pities the poor in inch plight, and 
must call 

On the pity— and purse — of the bath-loving 
rich. 

Mr, Ajuden, of Mansfield House, Canning 
Town pleads 

To the Wert for the Bast I chance of plunge, 
dip, and scrub. 

Give the Waterless East what that same 
sorrty needs 

That ’s the moraf of PuncKs New Tale of a 
Tub I 


THE NEW ORDER OF YALOUR. 

The parade-ground presented a scene of 
nnnsnal brilliancy. All the rank and talent 
of the country were there to do honour to the 
gallant girl whose bravery was to be suitably 
rewarded. The gracious lady who had under- 
taken the task of giving the decoration to the 
courageous recipient wore an expression of 
satisfaction at having so pleasing a duty to 
perform. All was sunshine— atmospheric as 
well as mental. 

The important moment arrived, and then 
the maiden, wearing the costume in which 
she had performed her doughty deeds — 
divided skirt, smart coat and waistcoat, and 
dainty straw hat— approached the dais. She 
bowed smilingly as the worthy rival to the 
Yiotoria Cross was fixed to her button-hole. 

Then there came a mighty shout. Hats 
were waved, handkerchiefs were fiuttered, 
and parasols were agitated, in token of 
applause. The enthusiasm was marvellons. 
Only one person was astonished in that vast 
throng— an intelligent foreigner. 

** Can yon tell me,” said the stranger from 
afar, addressing a police-constable, ‘*why is it 
that everybody is so pleased that that young 
lady has got her splendid decoration P ” 
‘‘Because,” returned the protector of the 
Lawj “she has richly earned it. She has 
survived a forlorn hope,” 

“ And what has she done ? ” 

“ She has gone through an entire London 
season on a bioycle without on accident, and 
is being decorated for her luck and valour.” 

And the foreigner, being intdligent, won- 
dered no longer. 
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THE CHAPEEOH’S VADE 
MECTJM. 

Question, Now that the London 
season is at its height, I suppose 
it may be assumed that you are 
becoming weary ? 

Answer, Not so much as might 
reasonably be expected, as habit 
is second nature, and the duties 
of a chaperon are practically con- 
tinuous. 

Q, But do you not obtain rest 
in the country ? 

A, Not when one’s charge has 
been out for more than a year, 
and has no time to lose. 

Q. Has it not been suggested 
that chaperons are superiiuous ? 

-4. The idea was imported from 
America, but was discarded when 
the New Woman was voted out i 
of date. I 

Q, Then a debutante still re- I 
quires a guide ? 

A, Certainly; who should also 
be a philosopher and a friend. 

Q, What are the duties of a 
chaperon to her charge ? 

A, To attend her to garden- 
pirty, concert, opera, or ball, and 
to suggest a vague superinten- 
dence over her movements. 

Q. May a chaperon indulge in 
any of the pleasures of her 
charge ? 

A, Until recently she might 
dance at balls, but the mode is 
now considered antiquated. 

Q, Is it permitted to her to 
sleep on duty ? 

A, The correct answer tx> this 
question depends on circum- 
stances. If an eligible parti is 
present repose is sometimes not 
only permissible, but beneficial ; 
but a chaperon can never be 
sufficiently wideawake in the 
neighbourhood of a detrimental. 

Q. Is not the wear and tear of 
a nightly tour of revelry trying 
to health and strength F 

A, Yes; and consequently Sun- 
day entertainments are to be depre- 
cated, as an addition to a burmen 
already sufficiently irksome. 

Q, Can you suggest anything 
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A DRESS REHEARSAL. 


L’Vd Ch’f J-st-ce (to Sir H-nry Irv-ng), “You SSB, wb are 
GOING ‘ ON TOUR ' IN THE STATES, AND SO — (diffidently) — ^YOU ASK HIM, 
L-CKW-D.” 

Sir Fr-nJc L-ckw-d, Q.Q,^ if.P, “Well, me and my pardner, so 
TO SPEAK, WANT TO KNOW IE YOU AND J-HN H-RE CONSIDER OUR 
‘ MAKE UP ' AS CORRECT EOR THE BUSINESS ? 

Sir H, I, “ Well— UM— (io J, JT-re)— what do tov think ? ” 

J. H-re (pleasantly), “/think they look * A pair op speotacles.* 
But (apologetically) tsat was a big success in thb States,” 

iS6a/noe dosed. 


better than supper after the play, 
to be followed by a couple or so of 
crushes and a drive home by day- 
Hght? 

A, Yes ; a day off at home, 
yielding a good night’s rest, 

Q, If the functions of a chaperon 
are so trying and disagreeable, 
why are they assumed ? 

A, Because, as the mother or 
nearest friend of her charge, the 
chaperon, naturally, is either 
actuated by duty or affection. 

Q. And what is the highest aim 
the chaperon has in view ? 

A, To secure for her charge a 
suitable marriage. 

Q. What is a suitable marriage ? 

A, One giving wealth, rank, 
and an easy-going husband. 

Q, And having secured these 
boons for her charge, should a 
chaperon be content^ ? 

A, Eatirely. She should be 
happy with a happiness saddened 
only by one painful reflection— 
that at some distant date the 
charge she has chaperoned may 
become, poor girl! a chaperon 
herself. 

A FULFILLED PHOPHECY, 

When American fruit ’s on the 
run” 

Was my tip. And the biscuit or 
bun 

By my foresight was easily won— 

As every race-goer owns— 

So I beg that the gents with the 
winnings 

Won’t neglect to stump up on 
my innings. 

Cheques payable to 

Darby Jones. 


Apropos Coincidence. — The 
Princess of Wales and her 
daughters dined at Derby House 
on Wednesday, June 3. 

In the British Lion’s Den. 
— Captain Dann, ringmaster at 
the Agricultural Hall. 

Good Golping Grounds. — The 
North and South “ Fore ’’-lands. 


THE ^^FOUETH^^ EOEM AT ETON. 

By Joynes Minor, 

Fourth of J une a fine day, all the finer for being also a dies non. 
Much pleased with my new “bags,” especially ordered for the 
ooeasiou ; ditto with jacket and white waistcoat : altogether a 
triumph of Brown’s. Sorry I threw that hale of cloth at his head 
the other day. My button-hole— a red rose— most effective, and 
“matches m^r complexion” ; Major, who is up at Cambridge now, 
faid combination reminded him ot history reversed, viz., the roses of 
the Warre. Cheek this I S watering heat during speeches in Upper 
School; bust of PoRSON positively perspired. Don’t particularly care 
about speeches, but went in hope of seeing Croakson, my sixth-form 
fag-master, make an ass of himself. He did so— stumbling all over 
his speech Jrom Aristophanes’ Frogs ; was delighted— served him 
tight for calling me a “lazy little skug.” 

Shirked “ absence” ; if complained of, shall say I was “ staying- 
out,” suffering from abseut-miudedness. Skinny and Lil minor, 
shirked too; prospect of a “ swiping ’’for us to-morrow: nevermind, 
we shall “ swing, swing together,” as our boating song says. My 
new “patents” rather painfully tight, so went with Major to rest 
my Trilbies for a moment, and have an ice in a “ sock” shop. Met 
our “people,” and lunched with them at the White Hart (people 
rather a bore, but, of course, unavoidable). Father, as usual, got 
up in execrable taste ; feel inclined to ask him where he got that 
hat, but, being hopeful of substantial tip, don’t. Paid off old tick at 


Joby’s out of Fersimmon winnings ; by the way, so glad the Prince 
won, believe the whole school was “on” Hm. Watched the dry- 
bobs in Upper Club : Major assumes superior air of cricket connoisseur, 
just because he was twelfth man at Lord’s last year (I hope to get my 
“ sixpenny ” myself this summer). Take Maj or down a peg by men- 
tioning how “ Buns ” Thornton hit him over the trees for six twice 
mnuiQg. He does side so much about his “ slows.” 

Saw little Skippy Nightman (the “beak” on a “bike”) come 
such a cropper off his wheel in crowded High Street ; grinned with 
joy, and “ capped ” him respectfully. Am ** np to ” him for mathe- 
matics, and shan’t forget in a hurry his keeping me in “after i 
twelve ” on St. Andrew’s Day, to do a beastly “ extra work.” Spoke I 
to youBg Eosmo Wilkinson, cox of the Thetis^ who was bursting 1 
with pride (and strawberry squash) on account of his admiral’s 
uniform and “ cabbage,” which he called a “ bookie.” Followed 
the procession of boats in a steam-launch to Surley Hall, where we 
dined. 

Eipping race home to Brocas, where Brock’s fireworks “went 
off ” brilliantly. Appropriately to result of yesterday’s great race, 
the leac^g lioats were the Victorj/ and the Frince of Wales, 
Father gave me a fiLver (hardly sufficient atonement for his hat, 
though), which Major at once wanted to borrow. Not much 1 Said 
“ Gaod-hye ” to people, and saw them safely off. Then met Lil 
minor and Skinny. Went to “ tap,” and recklessly attempted the 
“Long Glass.” Back to my dame’s at 11 p.m,— one hour after 
“ look-up.” Let ns eat, drink, and he merry to-day, for to-morrow 
we are swished. Floreat Fiona I 




POLITICAL “ FIVE O’CLOCK.” 

A^'D WbU. BRN> ” COIIFATST TO THE TeBRACE OF THE HOVSE OF COMMONS. 
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OUR DERBY PROPHECY. 

Where be your Prophets now ? And where he yonr “ Profits,” if 
yon did not avail yourselves of the Tip par excellence given in 
Mr. Punch's Derby Cartoon last Wtdaesday ? Oracles are for the 
wise, and is not a veil, a Derby Day veil, a part of the Prophet’s 
attire ? Was not H.P H ’s Persimmon evidently Hr, Punches “ tip ” 
as clear as the noonday snn ? A prophecy to be read by those who 
TM, or who were interested in the ranners. Mr, Punch takes this, 
his earliest opportunity, of heartily congratulating H.R.H. on the 
most popular event of the year. Winners, on this occasion, won with 
additional pleasure, and losers felt their losses less. Wrote ‘ ‘ Pavo ” 
in the Morning Post : “ So far as the tip was coacerned. Punch's 
remarkable cartoon, with its admiration of the Prince of Wales as 
‘a good sportsman,’ in ‘wishing him luck on his first Derby,’ will 
go down to posterity as one of the most triumphant predictions ever 
published.” Wasn’t it evident to the astute Reader of Riddles that 
there was a “ Purse ” in Persimmon ? 


The Onus of Obstruction. 

(Sg any Party Politioian.) 

Obstruction for our side hath no seduction ; 

For when we ’re out it is not called Obstruction I 
When we are in Obstruction blares and bellows, 

Bat then the fault is with— th>se other fellows I 

Q,ue8tion foe Next Year. — Cannot the “ Royal Military Tourna- 
ment ” be put under the management of Sir Druriolanus, and be 
brought up to Olympia or Earl’s Court ? Or why could there not be 
a big circus tempormnly erected for the show in Regent’s Park ? 


As Migjht BE ExPECTip.— Mr. Barlow, the new Member for the 
Frome Division, owes his election entirely to the popularity of his 
pupils, Messrs. Sandford and Merton. 

Lord Dcffesin’b Farewell Song.— “ Parigi 0 Cara/^* 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM TBE DIARY OP TOBY, M.P. I 

Souse of Commons^ Monday, June 1. — ^Back after Whitsun 
holidays ; at least some four or five score of us. The SauiRE still 
lingers at Malwood amid the other June roses. Prince Arthdh 
looked in at question time ; as soon as light railways were brought 
into station, got himself shunted. Quiet, business-like sitting tem- 
pered by Caldwell. Began to count number of speeches he made ; 
providentially fell asleep midway in computation. When I awoke 
Caldwell was moving to insert in Clause 4 “ when required in the 
interests of agriculture.” 

Principal attraction found on the Terrace. Transformation scene 
in one respect, Rob bet, who used sometimes to bring you i he tea 
you had ordered but generally to take it to someoneelse, has been super- 
seded, In his place trips neat-handed Phtllis in black frock, wnite ' 
apron, and spotless cambric cap. Henrt Ho worth gloomily surveys 
scene from doorway. Nothing will induce him to cross threshold. 

“What we are ooming to,” he said in mnffled tones, “I really 
don’t know. The other day we had women in possession of West- 
minster Hall. To-night they swarm the Terrace. One thing I am 

f ratefal for is that my old friend and companion dear, Dicxx 
EMPLE, hasn’t lived to see this day. Of course I mean lived in a 
Parliamentary sense. Outside the House he’s younger, handsomer, 
and more vigorous than ever ; ready to succeed Elgin at Calcutta 
and Simla, if the Markiss insists. Anyhow he ’s out of Parliament, 
and a happy man at that. This engagement of waitresses on the 
Terrace is opening the door of the Bouse itself to the thin end of the 
wedge of Female Soifrage. Shall go ofi and write letter to Times on 
subject. Haveu’t given them anything lately.” 

As for Colonel Mabr, uncle (on the Colastream G-uard side) of 
Frank Lockwood, Q.C., he sat at a table all by himself, surveying 
the scene which owed its inception to his fertile brain, its execution 
to Ms discriminating hand. With new cork hat pushed to mira- 
calous angle at back of Ms head, he sat, a wan smile flickering over 
countenance of scholarly pallor. 

“ On occasions like this, Toby, dear boy,” he said, “ prose won’t do 
for me, I must drop into poetry. Don’t he afraid. Under new 
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rttesrfay.— Cap’en Tommt, marooned in the early Forties 

on an island in the Corsican Archipelago, wore through the i I m 

weary hours by mastering the Italian tongue. Comes in f Mi 

nsefm now ; enables him to master contents of Green Book m "“'^Z 

issued by Italian Government, setting forth communications Mm mMW F \l 

passing between the Mabriss and Italian Foreign Office on ^uf, ij Mf . V ^ 

subject of Soudan, Apparently only two copies of precious =ff| • 'igl ifL 

volume m Londra. The Cad^en has one ha.m- jl" || P ' 

Office ’studying the other. Cap’en to-night naid out long ^fffj/l \ '^\W. 

cable of questions culled from Green Book. John Morlbt, I ' } ^ llll Wf ^ W' 

Dllke, and Sage OR Qdien Anne’s Gate chime din. These ju v |l 

easily put on on^side. At bast they the^Gre^en 

speaks by the hook. No more shaking him off than was \ 

^nd possible by the wedding guest in the case of another ^ 

choice left him in mSter of answering questions. Elected V j 

to make none, or hardly any. Scene closed with vague \ ^ i) 

imuression that there is something wrong at the Foreign n- |j^ jB in 

Office ; that the X rays of Cap’en Tommy's remaining eye ^ \ IWmAi 

have pierced the veil; that the Markiss has been thrown fBjjm — 

into a state of extreme nervous unrest; and that even llW m im 

George Curzon’s imperturbability has been punctured as if "" 

you sit behi^ your leaders, "and are too* old a salt not to ^ 

know the respect due to the Admiral. Eemember I was ^ 

once staying down at Middle Hall, in Worcestershire, with ^ ^ ^ 

old friend Thomas Phillipps. Going through his library, Adjidmi. “Hullo what’s this? What do you mean by appearing 
he showed me precious fifteenth-century manuscript, being ik a dashed Pot Hat ? ” 

the Jj}*»erGnwm of Ambeosius Camaldxtlensis. Themanu- VoUriUer {coolly), “Fact is, Tve no other, as my Wipe made a Mupe 
script is, in the main, written in Latin. But, as Sir Thomas op my Busby I ” 

pointed out, when the learned General of the Camalduli — ' — — — — 

monks came to record the peccadilloes of monks or nuns of his own huffed about that hat. It is his business to be in attendance every 
order, he wrote in Greek. Do you see the pretty moral that underlies day at three clock. Takes seat on Treasury Bench, Clerk reads 
this story? and don’t you think it is applicable to conduct of a out list of Private Bills. Finqen, making response, lifts his hat 
good MinUterialist ? ” and says, “ To-morrow,” “ Thursday,” “ Ittonday,” or whatever day 

The Cap’en’s eye, which, long-so inning the ocean, has taken on a may he fixed for furtW procedure. This all very well once in a 
shade of its odour and assumed some of its depth, glistened way ; but to go on day after day through a list of Bills as long as a 






bettor serves him ^hau an ordinary man’s right hand, “But Greek 
wouldn’t suit the tack I ’m sailing, so I haveu’t stiwed any,” 
BuivnesB done , — Light Railways through Committee. 

TAwrsiiay,— Who was it of whom the poet remarked that he was 
Problematically pious, but indubitably drunk ? 

No one in the House of Commons, I ’m sure, whether big or little, 


Committee Chairman. Nothing came of it, not even a Glengarry. 

“ Bother the hat ! ” laid Fingen, with petulance unusual in man j 
of angelic temperament. -i ; 

“Ah,” said Sark, watching him as he went down the corridor, 
meaning to go into the library and, losing his way, straying* mto the 


having cathedral connections, or chumming in chapel. Line recurs newspaper room, “I know what it is. It’sLowTHER, Palled him 
to Sark’s inconsequential mind as he yawns through the slow hours, up, you know, the otiier night when he was discoursing on Light 
and from time to time awakes to the conclusion that the Home is Railways Bill ; warned him of irrelevance ; finally ordered big to 
problematically busy, but indubitably duU, Light Railways on resume his seat. ISTics position this for Chairman of Private Bills 
again. Started very well with Ritchie in guard’s van. At first Committee. Worse than the beasts of the field. Dog won’t eat 
seemed as if it wonld reach terminus ^‘on time,” as they say in the dog, hut Chairman of Committee of Ways and Mea,ns is not above 
United States. At junction with Clause 13 line blocked: for trampling upon Chairman of Committee on Private Bills. No wonder 
more than hour train didn’t advance a yard. Steam-whistle blown Fingen ’s upset,” Business done , — In Committee of Supply, 
for Closure ; no notice taken by signalman in box at table. Another „ . ~ ... 


long wait ; steam-whistle on again ; this time signal answered ; 
points closed; train moved on— to be blocked again, and so laid up 
tor the night, with destination still far off. 

“Talk about your Big Wheel,” said Ritchie; “it’s quite a 
revolving cataclysm compared with trying to work an innocent Bill 
through this House now the Opposition, having tasted blood at an 
all-night sitting, have won two seats at bye-electious. If these 
things are done in the dry of a Light Railway Bfld, what will it be 
in the green of the Education Bill ? ” 

Lighting his short black clay, doffing his lantern with a jerk, and 
muttering an unparliamentary remark about the early time at which 
workmen’s trains on the Underground are knocked off, the irate 
guard set off on his weary walk home. 

Bminese done , — ^Light Railways Bill blocked again. 


Rhyme on the Relief Bill. 

{By Mr. Ch^pUi.) 

I EONDLY hoped sweet Frome would say 
“ For this Relief much thanks ! ” 

But no I Frome coldly turns away, 

And— joins the Rosebery ranks ! 

Alas I that any BiU of mine 

Should help to swell that “ thin Bad line ” 


^ PczzLER.-“For the Hfe of me,” exclaimed Mr. Matt^w 
^ * Muddel, “I caimot understand what the ‘Christy Minstrelsy’ can 

Bu^nese done.—jAght Railways BiU blocked agam, to do with foreign politics.” Nor did it seem clear to anyone 

Brid ^. — ^ Chairman of Committee on Private Bills wandering until some person more enlightened than the others suggested that 
about House in fqrlornist mood. Looks as if he had lost his way for Christy Minstrelsy should be substituted “the Crispi Ministry.” 
down one of the hills that girdle far-ofE Fingen. Sark says he is “ Of course I ” said Mtodel ; “that ’s it.” 
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A FAIiSTAPFIAN TREE IN’ THE HAYMABKET, 

AS SBBir BY BONTGBK RAYS 


EOTJKDABOUT READINGS. 

'' Adventttres in ORmCtSM," 

Occasionally, when I have been snfEering from, the terrible're- 
aotion caused by reading a bad book, a fearful temptation has 
assailed me. Something, not myself, that makes for righteousness 
(or, to use Mr. Hall Caine’s word, for rightness), seems then to 
whisper to me, ** take your pen in 3[our hand, seclude yourself from 
the world and its pleasures, and write a oompendium or dictionary 
of bad books. Thus shall you profit the publio, and gain for vour- 
self favour and an immortal fame.” So the tempter whispers, ont a 
few moments of lefiection hanish the pleasant idea by oonvinoing me 
of the hopelessness of the task. 

There were once two banisters-at-law, vigorous young men of a 
hiph spirit, and it ooonrred to them, as they divided their swift 
minds now hither now thither in searoh of professional advancement, 
that no one had yet written a Digest of Overruled Cases, a dictionary, 
so to speak, of had law. So they set to work, secured a kindly pub- 
lisher, and in the space of three years produced a monumental work, | 
in wmch they brought together in a convenient shape the decided ; 
oases which a later and more enlightened judicial opinion had 
robbed of authority and consigned to destruction. By an Ingenious 
application of the method £iown to racing men as ** Form at a | 
Glance,” yon were enabled to see how a case had run in publio since 
it was foaled up to the moment when, broken down and decrepit, it | 
had been dismissed by an elaborate dictum of Khadamauthus, Chan- 
cellor, to the kuaoker’s yard. On the analogy of this Digest 1 
figrui^ to myself a Digest of Disapproved £coks, and my mind, pnr- 
suing the pleasant imagination, seemed to see some such entry as 
the following 

“ The Satanist’s Suicide, 3 vols., 189—. Commented on by daily | 
press passim ; reviewed by Grant At^tbn ; disapproved by Aistdrew 
Lanu, ‘ a book that might have amused the mst moments of an 
Aztec on his way to Ihe sacrificial stone, and might still satisfy a 
Fijian’s yearnings for culture ; ’ finally overruled by A. T. Quillbr 
Couch.” 

But the task^ as I said, is hopeless, and I had always to abandon it. 
It were otherwise if we appointed our critios as we do our judges, if, 

c 


for instance, Mr, Andrew Lang, by public decree, duly printed in 
the Gazette^ were one fine day to be promoted to a seat on the Bench 
of the High Court of Literary Justice, with a proper emolument and 
any amount of ermine. I can picture the scene. Lord Chief Justice 
Lang would take his seat on the morning after his appointment, and 
the Attom^-General of Literature— the editor, let us say, of the 

Weekly J!J/entor— would rise in his place, and, in a few w^-chosen 
words, congratulate the judge on his appointment, recalling the days 
when, as young men, they had struggled side by side in many a 
hard-fought review. Mr, Richard Lb Gallienne would add his 
congratulations on behalf of the Junior Bar, and, without any 
further formality, the new Chief Justice would immediately proceed 
to dispose of the first book on his list. 

This, however, being a mere dream of authority, we must content 
ourselves with the best substitutes we can devise. Therefore I 
welcome, with all proper cordiality, Mr. A. T. Q,tjiller Coxtch’s 
Adventures in Criticism^ lately published by Cassell & Co, If I 
should ever, for my sins, be compelled to draw up a Hst of Books 
that have done me good,” I should keep a very high place for this 
delightful book. It has sanity, tolerance, and, above all, a fresh and 
abundant spring of humour. With a fight and graceful touch, 
Mr. ClTnxLBR Couch ranges from Chaucer to Thomas Carew, thence 
to M. Zola, and so on to the “ Attitude of the Public towards Letters,” 
to Mr, Anthony Hope, Mr. du Maurieb, and Mr, Frank Stock- 
ton. His air is so gay, his conversation so agreeable, his whole 
manner so affable, that you needs must follow where this easy and 
attractive guide leads you, thanking yonr good fortune that gave' you 
so charming a companion. 

Let it not be assumed from anything that I have said at the 
outset of this paper that Mr. Q,uiller Couch assumes an Athanasian 
attitude towards his authors. On the contrary, he is apt to praise — 
but to praise with discrimination. I do not wways agree with him. 
For instance, I donht if he is fair to Calverley, and to others I am 
convinced that he is more than fair. But as to Calverley, I confess 
that I distrust my own judgment as an infallible guide ; for a youth- 
ful enthusiasm leaves its traces in maturity, and the grown man 
shrinks from depreciating that which delighted him as a boy. For 
me Calverley is unapproachable, not merelv when I think of him 
as a writer of fight verse of the most extraordinary finish and felicity, 
hnt also when I remember his beantiful version of Theocritus. 

Still, even when one disagrees with Mr. Quhleb Couch, one 
disagrees with hesitation, and a moment afterwards disagreement 
is certain to give place to a heortY assent. After reading his hook I 
feel as if I had cleared my mind of all manner of humbug and 
nonsense. There is more sound sense in (to take only two instences) ' 
“ Kie Attitude of the Public towards Letters” and ‘‘The Poor Little 
Penny Dreadful” than in all the pompous and magistral sermonisings 
that paFS for criticism with the great Public, and are afterwards 
republSsbed and forgotten. Without wishing to tread upon the 
dangerous ground of comparison, I may say that Mr. Guiileb 
Couch’s essays produce upon my mind a sort of mixed effect of 
Hazlitt and Charles Lamb. He has something of the penetrating 
directness of the one and not a little of the whimsical playfulness of 
the other. And he has his own qualities peculiar to Himself which 
make his writings a’ pleasure. 

DARBY JONES ON THE ROYAL HUNT CUP. 

Honoured Sm,— Despite the fact that no cheques or postal orders 
ha^e rewarded my singular talent in discovering the Royal winner of 
the Derby, obedient to your command I venture to place before you 
and yonr readers an inkling, written iu peuoi^ as to the succesraol 
candidate for the Hunt Cup at Ascot, Here it is 
At Ascot I a Mascot, 

Don’t quarrel 'with the Easter boon I tip, 

Thougb I own. a sheep’s condition 
May disclose the imposition 
Of a quack who can’t a yotmg-old man ontstafip,” 

In the above Homeric lines you have, I fancy, the essence of this 
great event faithfully Liebigged. Hearing that you have, since the 
Epsom victory, been feeding your dog Tohy on mutton chops, while 
regaling yourself with magnums, not in parvo^ I take leave to 
remind you that crumbs from the table of Dives are not despised by 
Tour obedient Servant, Darby Jones. 


A Case for tto Victoria Cross.” 

On Wednesday, June 10, “The Contents Bill” of the Daily 
Telegraph had the following announcement,— 

Capture of Suardeh 
By Our War Correspondent. 

Alone he did it 1 1 Shall such daring bravery go unrewarded P 

C 


VOL. CX 
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A BALLADE OF FASHION. 

{By an unwillmg VotcMry,) 

Away from here, among the flowers, 

By gniet country hedge-rows trim, 
Would I might roam away the hours, 

All unregarding Fashion’s whim. 

But throttled in her clutches grim, 

I saunter stiffly down the Row— 
Confound my collar's iron rim I 

II faut souffrir pour Hre beau* 

1 love to wander, head all hare, 

On mountain fell, across the flat. 

To feel the breezes kiss my hair, 

Or storm- winds twine it in a mat. 

But my poor head has Fashion gat 
Fast in her vice, where’er I go— 
Confound my thnce accurst top-hat I 
II faut souffrir pour etre heau^ 

A ** social function ” might have grace 
But for the jostle and the sgueeze, 

The Park might be a pleasant place. 

Could peo]^e dress as just they please. 
If one might tit beneath the trees, 
Bareheaded, flannelled, cool I— but no, 
To slaves of Fashion farewell ease, 

II faut souffrir pour etrs beau. 

Envoi. 

This truth comes borne with ball and rout, 
At Lords, at Ascot, in the Row— 

By night and day, in doors and out, 

II faut souffrir pour Hre beau. 


Paeticulae to a Shade. — They call 
the SoxTAH “ The Shadow,” SjKd John 
Bttll does not desire to be considered 
“ the Vaht of the Shadow.” 


The Ceeatest Reltee to a Parched 
Throat.— L emon-aid. 


Who to Ask about Caepets.— W hy, 
ax-Minster, of coarse I 


The Bower oe Pebfect J?im— Kew 
Tic wage. 



Hair very dry, Sir I ” 

‘*Yes, yes. DocroK’s orders. Everything 
DRY. Gouty tendency 1 ” 


A CASE OF CONSCIENCE. 

The “ Nonconformist Conscience” cynics 
chaffl, 

And its vagaries sometimes raise a laugh 
In minds that no mere mockeries care to 
Ring. 

But the Conformist Conscience — curious 
phrase I — [praise, 

An hone&t mind can neither blame nor 
Because— there is, and can be, no such 
thing I [hetion. 

A conscienoe that conforms ? ’Tis a mere 

N'on est in fact, in terms a contradiction I 

For conscience that conforms— to power 
stronger, 

Or practice popvUax-^consoience is no 
longer^ 


A PLEA FOR PROOF-CORRECTORS. 

[“ Proof-correctors are a race to whom 
authors have constautly expressed indebtedness. 
. . . Efforts are now Being made to endow a 
second pension for widows of proof-correctors, 
in connection with the Printers’ Alms-house 
and Orphan Asylum.”— Ghrmide,} 

Indebtedness ? Yes 1 Where ’s the 
scribe who won’t bless. 

Like Browning, the service extreme 
which they render ? 

How many a masterpiece” were a mere 
mess 

But for that true Argus, so vigilant, 
tender? 

“Proofs before letters” may fetch a big 
price, 

But “ letters before proofs ” (and sharp 
proof-correctors) 

Would go at a discount. If Genius is nice 

’Twill acknowledge— and back np— its 
own beat protectors ; 

And even mere talent contribute its mite 

To that pension for widows, deserving 
as any, 

ilfr. Punch, too, will see that fund swell 
with delight 

By many a “ Gratitude’s true Golden 
Penny!” 


A CLASSICAL EEAGMENT. 


[*‘A fresh inscription has just been disco Ycred at Delphi giving circum- 
stantlal details concerning the method of training the various competitors 
at the ancient Olympic Games.”— >S'^. Jameses GazeUe.'\ 


We are enabled to famish onr readers with an early translation 
of snehuortions of the inscription as are legible. 

. . , Wherefore not only by those who drive the chariots, bat also 
by those contending in foot-races, is it necessary that certain and 
fixed laws be observed, else not first, but rather behind the others, 
will their feet bring them to the wished-for goal. When earliest 
rosy-fingered morning touches the skies, they shall leave the couch 
ana perform the lustrations that are seemly. Concerning these 
ablations, moreover, let them nse the washing- tablets of one maker 
only, taking pains that the report of their so doing be noised abroad. 
For then that maker, being not nnapt at advertisement, will furnish 
them with his best, no return of draobmse having been asked, espe- 
clallr if they he athletes of widespread fame. Thereafter let them 
breakfast, eating the fieah of the hinder part of oxen, not overmuch 
cooked. . . . 


Yery much especially indeed is it necessary that they inhale not 
the smoke of herbs,* which at other times indeed is comforting ; but 
for those who are being trained pernicious above all else. Let them 
take warning by the fate of that Argive youth of whom Heeodotus 
makes mention, who on the eve of the race in which he was to row, 
himself the eighth, against the Academy of Athens, was detected by 
his instrtetor breathing the smoke of the dew of Hymettu8.t Being-, 
as it were taken in the act, he prayed for pity, alleging that he did 
but cherish his pipe in honour of Pan. “ Ungrateful and wicked 
wretch I ” replied ms master : “ listen to my words.” • . . t So they 
buried the youth amid much lamentation, more especially from those 
who had staked their obols, for the crew from Athens conguered by 


* This passage finally disposes of Raleigh’s absurd clainL to have been 
the discoverer of tobacco, 

t Evidently an early kind of “honey-dew.” 
it It is impossible to translate the awful language wMeh occurs here. 


the length of many boats. By this example, then, let warning be 
taken, . . . 

It is the part of the wise man to treat aU his neighbours with kind- 
ness, but most of all those who are to serve as jadYes m the race 
wherein he runs. Some there are who oomplaia of this practice, 
alleging that it is unjust. Bat the illu'itrious Socrates has proved 
it to be otherwise, for, as he says, we offer sacrifioes to the gods to 
win their favour, so that we, rather than our antagonists, may succeed 
in our baslncss. Why theu should we not give gifts to the umpires, 
who are indeed in the place of the gods at the Games, and award the 
prizes to those whom they think fit ? Wherefore it is good that the 
runner offer sacrifices of drink to the ximpiie, a ad so, ppehanoe, 
even if he arrive last at the goal, all his rivals will bedisgumified, . . . 

OoncemiDg those who contend with clubs and baR, care is needful 
that they be traiued to speak discreetly, not allowing words winged 
with anger to fly from their tongue. ^ For indeed it is a shameful 
thing for a man to speak unseemly things because, the earth having 
been seventeen times smitten with the club, the ball remains ia the 
Wshes. Rather let him pursue Ms way in the silence of the 
philosopher, perchance saonfioing one or two of those who bear 
clubs, § to appease the wrath of the gods. Nor let these competitors 
be allowed, as the manner of some is, to bewail, on their return, the 
great misfortunes which have brought them, defeat, or the excedling 
skill which has gained them the victory. For those who thus talk, 
let hemlock be mingled with the evening drink. 

As to the throwing of the disc, and other sports . . . 

\_The fragment ends abruptly at this point,] 

§ Perhaps “ caddies.” 


Last Week’s Latest and very Best News. — “ So well did Sir 
John Millais appear yesterday morning that it was decided to issue 
one more bulletin and then drop them.” — Times, Saturday, June 13, 


Jack aitd this Beanstalk, — Sir John Gorsx on his scarlet 
nmneor. 
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ni n -ruviuic AMn poqpiuiarv recalls tlie sprigr of rosemary which Dorothy had divided with 

UL.U InTIYIc AIMLI KUociviMriT . a strangre thing happens. Sir Jasper produces the 

Messes, Paeeee and Caeson^s Rosemary is not as strong as Mr. pocket-book in which fifty years ago he has placed^ that very 

PiNEEo’s5^w?ae«XaiJewder; yet ’tis a very pretty play. The authors’ sprig of rosemary, and which, with the sprig in it, he has, 

delineation of the central figure gives just that sweet-homely (a com- it must be assumed, invariably carried about with him ; yet, 

pound adjective, somewhat suggestive of “sweet omelette”) and in spite of this ever-present memento having been with him 


peculiarly T^ngliah domestic fiavour to the dish which has rarely ever through all mortal changes of coats, fashions, and pocket-books, 
been known to fail in its efEect on tlie sentiment of the genuine he has, up to this minute, quite forgotten the unique occasion 
English playgoer; and more especially tdtling is it with the less when it was given him, and when he, on the mpetus of the 
experienced playgoeress. The craze for the costume of the earliest moment, purchased the 

part of the nineteenth cen- house which would be*‘ iw 

^ tury was, some years ago, perpetuammemoriamreiJ^ //j/ /a//// 

^ started by Kate Geben- in these circumstances, // 


started by Kate Geeen- 


these circumstances. 







AWAY and Randolph such inconsistency — in a 
Caldecott, and has long man who is not like The 
been recognised in the jETcad/ces ilfan in any other 
Academy as the h^py respect save that, when we 
hunting grounds of Mae- first see him, he, from sheer 
CDS Stone, Boughton, and light-heartedness, does not 
Oechaedson ; and though trouble himself to remem- 
by now the fiamehas well- her names^is simply im- 
mgh dickered out, except possible. JSad he lost the 
for the Academicians above sprig for years and re- 
named, yet tiiere still exists covered it, had the house 
an artistic feminine curl- passed into other hands, 
osity, which is anxious to and had he never revisited 
learn exactly how their it till this moment, then, 
grandmothers and great- by some extraordinary in- 
grandmothers looked at spiration, the whole scene 
eighteenyearsof age, when might have been repro- 
Her Gracions Majesty, duced in his imagination, 
now happily reigning, as- or (and very effective this 
cended the throne. It would have been), in a 
was a period of side- dream, as he sat there, the 
curls, large bonnets, and solitary viveur, Marius 
short skirts,— not so very among the ruins of a dead 
unbecoming a costume, past, the touching scene 
after all, i£ we are to judge could have been re-enacted, 
bv the appearance of Miss In fact, the action of the 
Mary MToose as Dorothy play just barely developes 
OruicJcshank, aged, 18 in a hint of an excellent idea 
the year 1837, But the which might have been “so 
attire of the young lover of infinitely better expressed. * 
that period, aged 21, is The acting all round 
hopelessly absurd; and if leaves nothing to be de- 
-Doro^Ay had possessed any sired, Chaelbs Wyndham 
of the artistic tedent asso- is at his best. MIssMooee 
dated with the name of is charming, Mr. Bisaop, 
Ceuikshanb: {“Geobge” wonderful; and Mt.Baenes 
of that ilk), she could never as stolid as could be wished, 
have allowed her intended Miss Annie Hughes is de- 
to go about town in so lightfnlly fresh in a bright 
ridiculous a suit of clothes, hit of character that recalls 
even though they were “ of her excellent performance 
the period.” Just look at of the youthful grand- 
the sketches by “ PMz,” niece of the ancient 
and Ceuikshane, and Waterloo veteran at the 






“ Last act of all that ends this strange, 
eventful history.’’ 

Mr. Wyndham in the Nineties. 


others, illustrating the Wellington Street Theatre ; while Miss Caeloita Addison gives us 
earlier works of ^Boz,” a quaintly pretty study for an early-nineteenth-century picture. 

Miss Eose-Marv Moore in the Nine teens it seems, was at Messrs. Pakkbk and Cabson may he quite satisfied with the result 

mia8BoseMar7ja.ooreiiitaeJxmeteeiis. ^ just bringb* of theii -woik, and as “the young perwHi” and th. “leverend gMit " 

out, in numhers, his Nicholas NichUhy, can see it without fear of being startled out of their propriety, and, 

In this piece you have the costume of three periods; that of as there is just a touch of Diceens iu it, if the authors interchange 
the old people, like The Naval Captain and Professor Jogram, initials and style themselves “ Caeebe and Parson,” it will satisfy 
both of whom seem to belong to the time of Commodore Trunnion ; all the requirements of the care. 

then that of Sir Jasper, who is, I should say, about twenty Of course the costumes “of the periods” go for much, picturesquely, 
years their junior ; then yon have the Dendy-Sadlerian old post- towards the success. But if success in comedy were to be depeadent 
boy; and, to finish up with, we see the costumes of the Q^neen’s cn costume, what a fine chance, as far as novelty goes, would the 
Jnbilee year, when there are French waiters in London, and Sir costumes of the Noah’s Ark period have, with the oharaoters in the 
Jasper, a nonogenarian (that is, if he was forty years of age in longcjats of Shem, Hah, and Japhbt, as they still appear (whea 
first act, the last act being fifty years after), app^^ars in found) in tojr Noah’s Arks. Our artist has shown Mr. Wyndham in 
the dreis of an old gentleman, a viveur, quite up to date. Bat Sir the “ Nine-ties,” but as a fact he was only in the “ one-tie,” which 


the dreis of an old gentleman, a viveur, quite up to date. But Sir the . . 

Jasper at forty, in Act I., seems quite young enough, in spite of his was round his neck as usual, 
evidently assumed paternal air, to become the husband of Dorothy, — — — -■ — — — -r 

pereeivesthatdiqari^of years w a bar to happmess ii marriage. never rawed to this digmly), de- 

and sensibly gives up the game, subsiding, nay, oollapsiDg suddenly, S l®'t6»t book Was it bw latert, or 

ini^' the .ere and yellow.” ibis, by iSe wiy, is not lie doetrme ^ tooprevious one ” f No matter, it was destroyed by B^op 

ofteisiiisDiCKEi!r8a8setforthintbetonohiiigepi8odewhere“Jlfr. How, wb^ and where dettroy^, d^mtsayeth not. There 

MtUs my Aunt’s prediction.” And here is exactly where the Sardzttseioc the Biehop. We thall be gladtohear 

pUyisthin; sothin.tbat,inthelastaot,itiswhittledawayto nothing. .^Howhas made it m with thanovehst. and hassMd with 

Now in this third act. Sir Jasper, aged 90, has to find,^ in a hole m Helsou, EAbdx ! HanDr I Eiss me, Hardx I And so, Pax. 
wall, a paper placed there oy him fifty years before. When he 

does come across It, at first it recalls nothing, although the occasion A Place eoe “Sjpoony” Couples.— The “Old Deer” Park at 
of his hiding the paper was the event of his middle life. Gradually Richmond. 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


BOUNTEOUS GUT. 

A Song for Hospilxd Smday, After Sir 
Walter Scotty 

[“The founder, Thomas Gut, a cifcen of 
Loudon, and a bookseller and publisher, inyested 
his money so that for 150 years the income de- 
rived from it vas quite sufficient to carry on the 

great work he had devised At last, how- 

ever—fifteen years ago— there occurred the great 
fall in the value of land, in which, according to 
the will of the founder, the entire caipital be- 
queathed has been compulsorily invested. Then, 
for the first time, the endowment proved insuffi- 
cient Money remains our one indispens- 

able requirement.” — The Trince of Wales at the 
Festival at the Imperial Institute in aid of the 
Funds of Guy's Rospital^ 

Air — “ County Guy ^'* 

As ! Bounteous Gux, the hour is nigh, 
When needs, in £ s. | 

Have evil power to mar the dower I 

Kindlv bestowed by thee. 

The land to-day no more doth pay 
As in those years gone by ; 

That happy hour when first did fiowtr 
The boon of Bounteous Gut. 

No thought or thrift will make the gift 
Do now its destined work. 

But shall our hand, for fall in land, 

A glorious duty shirk ? 

True Thomas, no I Let bounty flow. 

From low and eke from high. 

And still fulfil the gracious will 
Of brave and Bounteous Gut ! 

How many a heart hath felt the smart 
Of pain and anguish less, 

Through healing care long lavished there 
With glorious success ! 

How many a soul, denied that goal. 

Turns with a grievous sigh. 

Too late, alas! the pates to pass 
Thrown wide by Bounteous Gur ! 

Though boons abound, though Gladstone’s 
ted, 

And Ingleden’s great gift, 

The’r cofiers swell, they stid must tell 
Of sorry need and shift. 

One hundred beds for stricken heads, 
Beluetant. closed !— and why ? 

Because sheer lack of pence must slack 
The gift of Bounteous Gut ! 

Sure this is shame ! A Boyal name, 

A Prince’s fervent plea. 

Have done their part to move the heart 
And stir up Charity. 

Ttiuk of the Leed I Put by cold greed ! 

To huifering’s rescue fiy ! 

Say sbail ^ve slirk :he s l^^rdid work 
Begun by Bounte^.ua Gur ? 

Th^ gentle maid may well have prayed 
The kindly cir. to rear ; 

And Beauty hi^h U not too shy 
As a’moner to appear. 

The plea of Love, all pleas above, 

Sounds soft ’n«ath Summer’s sky. 

Let high and low its infiuence know, 

And second Bounteous Gur I 


Brspecteul Suggestion to the Heir- 
Apparent.— The Evangelioal Free Churches 
of Rochdale, Heywood and district have for- 
warded a resolution to the Prince of Wales, 
stating that “This conference views the insti- 
tution of racing as a fruitful sonroe of moral 



disease in tMs country, and on this aooonnt 
lespeotfnUy implores tiie Prince of Waies to 
wi&draw ids powerful patronage from this 
monster institution of gambling of the worst 
order.” Suggested telegraphic reply by 
H.E.H. “Just WOE the Derby. Am de- 
lighted. Hope to pull ofi the Leger.” 


POUEQUOI? 

Monsieur,— J’arrive, il y a quelque temps, 
de la France. Ah, la ch^re patrie I Cepen- 
dant, aprds la douloureuse traverse^ je 
trouve Yotre pays aussi tr^s-charmant. O’est 
gal, o’est riant, v^-itre d^partement de Kent- 
shire. Mais Londres est nn pen triste. Une 
grande ville sans boulevards! ^ Nom d’une 
P’P®j 9^ m’§tonne, car moi je suis on ne peut 
plus boulevardier ! 

Eh blfn, j’arrivai, et je m’in^tallai dan<i 
Yotre Hidparc, la au coin, ou tout le monde 
m prom^ne et se repose pendant lea grandes 
cha’eurs de Pete en Anglettrre, entre le 
Riding Row et I’allee ou les Anglaises, si 
btPes et si gracieuses, montent a bicyclette, 
ce qu’ou appelle en anglais un “ bik.” Pen- 
doasai nn nouyel habit vert, et j’attendais 
impatiemment le moment ou je vendrais le 
Time, le Dailyg^ aphe, le Morning- Graphic, 
le News, le Saint- James-Ghhe, les JExtri- 
I spechiales, et tons les ait. es journaux anglais 
— surtout. Monsieur Punch, 1-j magnifique 
journal qui porte vo rc d.gn'~ et veneiable Uwcn 
j< di-, r ar'^ends luujours. 
E' il par«fcit qut* j’attenCrai encore, io*squ€ 
iiut le high / ira a Goodvood et a Coves 
Peut-^tre au mois d’aout je commencerai. 
Mais alors— sapristil 

Ainsi, Monsieur Punch, c’est a vous que 
j’adresse ma petite reclamation. Pourquoi, 
je vous demande — pourquoi Monsieur le 
First Commissionnaire of the Work frit-il 
venir un etranger, qui attendait toujours 
une vie des plus gais but les grands Boule- 
vards de Paris, et qui reste plaute la dans le 
Hidparo, saus rien faire et entour^ de palis- 
sades, comme Pillustre Jf. Picnic dw le 
pound f 

Reoevez, Monsieur, PexpreBsiou de mes 
sentiments les plus distinguls. 

Lb Nouveau KiosauB nu Hidparc. 

The most appropriate Winner op the 
Ascot Stahes.— A 


Things no BDcghlander can Understand. 
—Breaches of promise. 


SPOKTIVl SONGS. 

A Man on a Steam-Launch Bewails a Lost 
Companion. 

Upon the sweet familiar tide, 

My heart goes back from now to then ; 

I curse my folly bom of pride 
That makes me wretchedest of men. 

But Hope suggests that even yet 
We may renew the long ago, 

That you may pardon and forget. 

That I may pay the debt I owe. 

Sweet thought I to dream that once again 
Together we shall onward steam. 

And, oarsmen treating with disdain. 

Rush madly up and down the stream. 

For you I ’d make the boiler glow. 
Regardless of official ire ; 

Fitted heavily, I think you know 
I still should bum with fiercest fire. 

“ On ! On I 0 launch, you bear my bride J ” 
I ’d cry unto my willing craft ; 

Swift through the water she would glide, 
And malfcfiori.ms leave a*iaft. 

What matter if the banks shv‘uid fall 
Ail crumbled by our rai id rush ? 

What matter ri the anglers bawl 
Strange blasphemy that makes us blush ? 

This unconcern for stranger woes 
Befits the part 1 mean to play ; 

Shame on the loon who feebly rows I — 

The corsair needs a launch to-day I 

You are not here, and yet I feel 
The realism, fervent, true — 

Your dainty hand should tom the wheel, 
The skipper you, and I the crew I 

That I was wrong I own, bat still 
You reason gave for jealous fears ; 

’Twas love that made my hesurt grow chill, 
’Twas love that drew your hitter tears. 

That fellow Jenkins, low-bred man, 

Was cause of all our dreadful tifi ; 

I see you now By Jove I I can. 

And Jenkins with you, in a skiff 1 


Boer Opinion. — ^T hat Mr. Cecil Rhodes 
used the Cape as a doak. 






PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[June 20, 1896, 



‘OFFICERS ONLY.” A VOICE FROM THE RANKS, 

Yeabs ago, Mr. Punch, Sir, you Lad a splendid cartoon about two 
officers who Lad been turned out of the service for bullying one of 
tLeir mess comrades. It was in the days. Sir, when the Duke Lai 
jast been made Q-eneial Commanding-in-CMef ; and since then, and 
if it comes to that, before then, you were, and Lave been, the 
truest of true friends to the British soldier. Not only to Tommy in 
thd ranks. Sir, but to the JoLonies iu the ante-room. And we all of 
us know that. Sir, because the Regimental Library contains your 
series from Vol, One to Vol. 0 w-a-hundred, 
j And this being so, Sir, I take the liberty to ask yon to say another 
word, and, it I am not confnnng expressions, in the same direction. | 
Thanks to the School Board, 1 am a better hand at leariiing than the 
boys who have passed into ths Reserve, or, it may be, into the I 
cemetery. Speak the word in the same direction, and show the way i 
the wind blows. Sir, there was a deal of bullying fifty years ago, 
and if you read Truth, you will find there seems to be a lot of it flying 
about even now. Last week as ever was, Mr. Labouchebe told, in 
his paper, how two young lads belonging to a light oavalrj regiment 
were simply forced out of their profession by the persecution of thmr 
brother subalterns. So far as we can make out, it was simply because 
they were, neither of them, considered rich enough to bear the 
expenses of life in barracks. One of these lads was asked where he I 
was going to keep his hnnters aud racers, and when he said he 
didn’t intend to have any, he was questioned as to why and 
wherefore he had joined the regiment. Then, when the answers 
were considered unsatisfactory, ms fate was made an unhappy one. 
He was dncked in a horse-pond, and all his things were m£Le into 
hay;. That is how the case is put. Sir— one surely calling f jr expla- 
nation. 

Now ilfr. Punch, Sir, in these days, when the purchase system is 
abolished, and a lot of us rankers look forward to getting away from 
the canteen into batter quarters, it is a matter of importance that 
those above us should not be only officers but gentlemen. If the 


always though 


wanted tomethiug more than cash to earn the (Queen’s Commission. The ] 
cavalry don’t draw omnibuses, so the force doesn’t require oads to be 
on the strength of the establishment. And as this is so, subs wha 
can’t behave themselves had better take to driving cabs, if the oab- 
drivera will tolerate them. Speaking for myself— for when on 
furlough I now aud again indulge iu a h insom —I don’t think they 
will. Cabby, as a role, is a good fellow, and doom’t care to associate 
with sweeps, wealthy or otherwise. 

Well, Mr, Punch, Sir, we know from your Cartoon what happened 
when the good old Duke was at the Horse Cuards. His Royal 
Highness has a snooessor; and, although there are mauy new- 
fangled ways comiug into fashion, thsre should be no difficulty about 
following the preoadeat set nearly half a century ago. I give the 
tip as “ a word to tha wise ” — take the matter up to head-quarters. i 

Of course, Sir, discipline is discipline, and it is not for the likes of 
me to give orders to our superiors ; still I do think that now flogging 
is abolished as degrading,” tha prestige ot the Sarvioe should be 
farther maintained by allowing the rank-and-file to be commanded, 
as in days of yore, by gentlemen. So, as a pretty strong charge has 
been made, there should be a searching inquiry. And that is the 
opinion of idl of us— front rank, rear rank, and supernumeraries. 

1 remaia, Mr. Punch. Sir, 

Yours, coming smartly to attention, 

Teokas Atxibs (Private but not confidential). 

JEoe of Waterloo Day, 1896. 

“WB KEVEK speak” UP TO DATE. 

Brichet [of the Meat Market, to Cornizzi, of the Baltic). I 
thought you knew Kbakmeb, of the Stock Exchange. 

Cornizzi. 1 did once ; but now we are not on telephoning terms. 

OuBious CoiKcrDENCE.— It is announced that Parliament will rise 
about the middle of August. So will the grouse. 

Pax ur Bello.— Our War Correspondent” still reviews the 
Egyptian troops in Fleet Street. 
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A TANGLED TAIL. 


A«k»B.l,... “I SiT.'JOBOTY m SHill. WEE OEI Hp TO WITH itL IBIS > 

I MUST CUT OFF ABOUT JECALF OF BFR TAIL . 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OHARIVARL 


PNnfIRF QARA T as Maurice de Saxe, is well able to support, 

OAKH. physically and artistioaUy, the divine SAR4.. M.Chaio- 

^^L'absesos est e plus grand des maux,^^ quoth Adrienne, reciting: sot, <My amusing: as Pmce rfe ; which name, 

fahle des deux pigeons ” ; and, remembering this, Madame Sara returns to us, “ Bouillon,^^ to English ears, is suggestive of the part 
and gives a short series— far too short— of her best. Her Adrienne comes to us being appropriately given to a “ souper ” M. Lacroix 

a^ capitu AfwAomjejJ, very humorously tragic in his de- 

Friday, -^La Tosca, Same charm as ever, the torture 

^ kjl r* "T“ I I r assassination scenes beiag wonderfully given. But 

III I M r I ■ Y I H climax, when Tosca prefers to leap before she looks, is 

V V y I II III III not startling. The leap does wo^ give any one “the jumps'*: 

^ « I I iff • it U only a ste^ from the sublime to the ridioulou and 

would ha^ been fatal to any other actress save the 

When this brief notice appears there will remain but 
nights more of Sara B. in London. Of this chance 
we strongly advise all lovers of true dramatic art to avail 
themselves ; for to see and hear Sara, and to get a 
French play well played in town, “ is a liberal education 
in itself.” 'lis a wonder to many of us theatre-goers 
igg that in Loudon there should not always he a French 

y/ ^ theatre, with a hrst-rate working company, giving the 

newest Parisian successes, with the occasional visit of a 
“ Star ” as an additional attraction. 

If ever man could manage it, his name is Mater, 

J and if he has failed, then Qiere is small probability of 

any one else being sncoessfnl. 




Madame Sara, Just Passing Through.” -Log-roll with a % 

“ How do you do and good bye ! Can’t stop I Can’t stop ! Can’t stop I ” 

with all its ever-fresh charm, and her reception was as enthnsiastic as ever, Appropriate A: 
perhaps a “trifle more so”; for “Absence makes the heart grow fonder.” “ Fbi che sap-eteJ^ 


Suitable Breaxeast for a Leading Litbrart Critic. 
-Log-roll with a pat of butter. 

Appropriate Air for Hard-worxers at Eton.— 


OTJE BOOKHfG-OPFIOE. 

Frederick Locker-Lampson was fortunate in two respects when 
writing the volume published under the title My Confidences, The 
first is the conception of its scheme. In a second title he describes the 
woik as An Autobiographical Sketch addressed to my Descendants, 
Incidentally it is published by Smith, Elder & Co,, and all the 
world who have fifteen shillings to spend, or can borrow the book 
may read it. So careful was the diarist that his children and his 
children’s children should have the confidences presented in most 

K " ct, polished form, that he had the MS. set up in type, and 
wed npon it final affectionate revision before he died. Still it i 
holds the privileged position of a communication privily addressed I 
to a family circle. If the public don’t like it, they can leave it. 
In spite of the printing and proof-reading, it was not meant for 
them, only for “ my dear children,” to whom any trivial incident in 
the daily life of a revered parent is interesting, any little exhibition 
of vanity a sacred weakness. Thus the gifted author may indulge 
in impulse of his most trivial moods, none daring to make him afraid. 
Haupilv in Mr, Looker’s case this condition is controlled by^a 
kindly heart, a bright intellect, and a highly cultured mind. We 
are privileged to look on at the playtime of a courtly, scholarly 
gentleman, and frankly share his innocent satisfaction in the really 
wide circle of acquaintance among members of the aristocracy and less 
eminent personages, snob as Dean Stanley, Alfred Tennyson, 
Matthew Arnold, Mr. Lecky, and Millais, “who etohtd my 
portrait.” This last does not appear to have given supreme satisfac- 
tion. “There are points,” Mr. Locker writes, in one of those 
delightful asides that reveal his nature, “where Millais almost 
surpasses the great Dutchman, Franz Hals, But he wants charm, 
and I do not see in his faces that passing look, that exquisitely 
evanescent expression which appears about to change even as we 
gaze.” When we read Sir John’s “ Confidences,” perhaps we shall 
hear what he thought of Mr. Looker as a subject. Meanwhile the 
book is one to be read right through. My Baronite thinks the gem of 
the collection will be found in the exquisitely humorous account ot Mr. 
Locker’s defeat in his attempt to complete his Shakspeare folio of 
1623 by purchase of the missing leaf with Ben J onson’s verses. The 
other good fortune, in addition to the happy design of the book, is in 
the choice of editor. Mr. Birrell, who tills that position, has doubt- 
less supplemented Mr. Looker’s afiectionate revision of the typed 
sheets. But, save by a preface strictly limited to ^e measure of a 
sonnet, he does not obtrude bis personality by a single note. This 
modesty is rarely precious in the editor of a biographical work. 

There seems no limit to the capacity of Clark Eussell to pro- 
duce stirring stories of the sea. He has so long and so closely 
communed with the illimitable ocean that he has acquired something 
of its power and its infinite variety. His latest story, The Tale o/ 
the Ten (Chatio and Windus) is as good as anything he has yet 
written, which is high praise. It is better than some, inasmuch as 


the action i«i more rapid. Once started with the story, my Baronite 
found it difficult to lay the book down till he had seen comfortably 
I shot, or hanged, every one of the Ten. This desire is, through a series 
of breathless incidents, fulfilled. Like the Ten Little Kiggersof 
earlier fame, the rogues drop ofi one by one, “and then there were” 
only just enough to send to Norfolk Island. The story, skilfully 
constructed, graphically told, is adorned with some of those mar- 
vellous descriptions of the many moods of the sea in whioh Clsrk 
Eussell is unapproachable. The Baron. 

PASTET OP THE PAST. 

Sir,— The “ Elderly Correspondent ” of the Lancet who asks where 
is the pastry of our youth, “the crisp and saccharous tartlet, the 
delicate pnH, the imponderable dumpling,” has hit on a real 
grievance. As for tartlets, I feel inclined to sing with Mrs. Hemans 
(I think), “ O call those tartlets hack to me! ’ Pofis — well- 1 believe 
that these are sometimes heard of still, in literary circles, but they 
are never “ delicate,” and the kind sold at the confeotioTiers’ ought 
to be used for ship ballast— they ’re fit for nothing else. WJiat ’s the 
good of a new Education Bill, technical classes, and ail that, if cooks 
aren’t taught to use the rolling pin ? Why, it ’s 

PuFFicKLT Monstrous. 

Sir,— This crusade against modern pastry is most excellent But 
it should also include modem sweets. I ate some almond tofiee the 
other day, and, would you believe it, it nearly made me sick ! It 
never did that when I was a boy, sixty years ago. How well I 
remember mnnohiDg it on our playground while lo-king on at our 
first eleven heroes licking (at cricket) the contemptible tellows sent 
by some other school to play ns I The Bath pipe that I and 
Sniqglings junior swore eternal friendship over - where t> that sort 
of Bath pipe now ? Yanished— in smoke ! Q-one out — wiih a puff I 

Yours, Puff Collusive. 

Sir, — ^It is quite true about the pastry and the rolling-pin. But 
the real reason why pastry doesn’t agree with us nowadays is because 
of all the nasty foreign ingredients put in it. Eussian flour, French 
batter, G-erman eggs— how can you expect a thing made in Germany 
to be digested in England ? And that Eads me to the chief roint of 
this letter, which is to say that we must have Protection ! I gene- 
rally manage to bring all arguments round to that, and I ’m glad to 
have been able to do so in this instance. 

Yours hopefully, Jimmtlowthebite. 

Sir, — ^My boy teUs me it ’s all rot about the puffs at confectioners 
not being as good as ever. He asked for sixpence to go and try, in 
order— as he said— to “make quite sure about iti” and as he felt a 
littie doubtful at the end of the experiment, I gave him another 
sixpence to complete it. He finished them all / Y et there are peoole 
who dechufe that modem pastry can’t he digested I 

Yours, Pater Superbus. 
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You see Cricket’s Third King— King Rain- 
can’t be spumed. 

For ’tis plain that the victory often is turned. 
By a Bnower, to the Ball from the Bat, Sir 


OPEEITIC NOTES. 


THE THIRD KING OF CRICKET. 

J%piUr Pluvius io Sol on the Bowlers 
Maich” v, Australia, June 11 — 12, 

1896, won hy M.C.C., on wet wickets, in one 
innings, witn 18 runs to spare, {See “ The 
Two Kings of Gricketf* ** Punch,'* p, 267, 
June 6.) 

The Cornstalks all out for KighUen ! Ah, 
King SdUy, 

You see your “too previous” vaunting was 
folly, 

Since J’ve had a go at the wicket. 

“The Kings of Crihket” read all very 
hne, 

But sure you forgot a third monarchy— 

mine ^ 

Whilst “ Ju Plu ” ’s to the fore, why it ’tisn’t 
all shine 

(Ask young Shinb of Cambridge) at 
orioketl 

Eh? eight, four, a. six, and — eight 
“ ducks ” in a row, 

Hal hal good Old Solus I And likwisehol ho 1 

Eight wickets for nix I That ’s a corker ! 
There isn’t a bat in that team who ’s a dx^er, 
But with sodden wickets plus Ja.cx Heabnb 
and PouoHEB, 

The steadiest bat with the slogger may 
sujSer, 

And fall for a duck io a yorker. 


Mon day,— La Tra- la- la-viata, Madame 
Aibani as Violetta simply excellent. “ Never 
herrer,” as David Copper field observed at the 
end of his first dinner-party. At finish of 
third act, magnificent bouquet handed up to 
prima donna by Signor Bevionani. 

When bouquets are handed up publicly, 
the names of donors should be announced also 
publicly. This would add to the value of 
the bouquet. Signor Beyignani would an- 
nounce “Bouquet from H.R.H,, owner of 
Persimmon?^ (Enthusiasm,) “ Bouquet 
from Mr. Gladstone,” {Cheers,) “Ditto 
from Lord Saiisbubt.” (More cheers,) 
“Bouquet from Bbown, Jones, and Robin- 
son, regular subscribers.” (Applause,) 
Several other bouquets, the names being 
undecipherable hy Signor Bevignani; and, 
finally, a splendid bouquet from Mr, Punch, 
This last presented in a scene of indescrib- 
able excitement, cheers, tears, and aoplause, 
amid which Madame Albani was led ofi the 
stage by Sir Augustus Habbis, attended hy 
the ever-f aithf ul Mile. Bauebmeisteb, carry- 
ing the bouquets : a Flowery Bower-meisteress 
for this oica^ion only, ^cona good as 
Georgey Germont\ and Signor Lucia un- 
commonly good as Alfredo mio, “ le petit 
bonhomme plus petit qua co.” Except 
Manon^s lover, is there any lover in operatic 
history who is such a nincompoop of a cha- 
racter as this ’Alf-and-’Alf-redo I 
Tuesday,— Die Meistersinger as before, 
Wednesday, — Aida, hy the ever-Verdy 
Yerdi. As there are hardly any recitatives, 
the libretto cannot he called what the music 
is, “werry Wordy.” Magnificently put on 
the stage. Odd effect of polyglot ^‘wersion 
of Wer^,” as Alvabez, representing Ra- 
dames, (Captain of Egyptian Guards, sang in 
French, whilst some others gave their words 
in English, thus representing what ought to 
have been the joint occupation of Egypt, 
where the scene is laid, by the united torces 
of France and England. Dbubiolanus always 
has an eye to the events of the moment, and 
Great Scott I ’Twas a regular basket of this evidently struck Him as being peculiarly 

“ eggs,” up-to-date. 

The Bowler a day— now and then— fairly Great enthusiasm after finale of second act 

begs, only equalled by perturbatiou of siugers, who, 

_He got it this lime, and no error I like Barkis, were “willin’,” hut could do 


The “ trundler ’twas nothing hut right— nothing, as Bevignani had “ gone out with 
had his turn ; the tide,” and had disappeared to his myste- 

What Heabne left to Poughbb yoxmg Pough rious hiding-place under the stage “ far from 
didn’t spurn, the madding crowd.” Madame Adini, a 

And if ’twasn't Pougher, why then it was splendid specimen of an Ethiopian slave, who 


Heabne, would have made a fortune as Principal of a 

And each seemed a fair holy terror I Female Christy Minstrd Company. Grand 

.„n ™ . evening. Rise in Egyptians. 

Thursday andFriday,—'PssyLOw'^Martha, 

cricket s luck I » u i • and Gounod's Bomio et Juliette, Nothing 
pkasant to sleep on I But sleeping Uen ; and Masterful Man- 

broughtpl^kl cinelm and Beneficant Bevignani are 

) Gbegorv, Dabung, and Eadt ^ 

>venBuoh howling as that “in a knot.” 8®-wsnea. 

gh Poughbb and Heabne might be still Saturday,— Wagnee s Ro^ey- 
“ on the snot ” WaTkure, or Les Promeneuses, as to-mght it 


cricketer’s luck I 

Not pleasant to sleep on I But sleeping! 
brought pluck I 

Sin Gbegorv, Dabung, and Eadt 
G h)t even such howling as that “ in a knot.” 
Though PouGHEB and Heabne might be still 
“ on the spot,” 


to, ih Ea. 1 put «. uSHX 

Ato.il.’. tod,. 

A win — ^in one innings —with eighteen to Madame Lola Bbeth will be heard to greater 
spare I advantage in something lighter. Her first 

And IgBDATAE and Tbumble two brace had to appearance here. Of course, the ever- 
shaie! useful-and-ornamental Mile. Bauebmeisteb 

Don’t scoff at Ju Plu after that. Sir ! delights us as a water sprite. Masterful 

A victory well — or I should say well Mancinblli^ must be oongratnlatecL on mag- 

HsAENEd I nifioent musieians. 
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PQQEriuoEr />cr papi IAMPMT himself to favourable oonsideration of Oommittee as “a bit of 

cootmoc Ur rAKi-i/\ivicw l . authority on rows,” gave graphic account of a Sunday morning spent 

EXTRACTED EROM THE DIARY OP TOBY, M.P. ^ "bosom of his constituency. This place of repose was literally 

„ 1 f6Pr®S®Dted by the middle of the main thoroughfare, where the 

Houfe of Commons^ mom day ^ June 8.— Man atd roy,” taid hon. Member, flat on his back, off which his coat had been torn, 

Sark, “I've lived in House of Commons for twenty* five years, seems to have spent a pensive hour, with the policeman who had 

Never till to-night was 1 so sha’ply sinick with stnee of the innate knocked him down oltrusively standing over him. 
noHlity, the pure unselfishnets, the impulsive generosity ot Bitterest reflection was that he had reached this recumbent posi- 
Menobers.” tion whilst bent upon an errand of peace. Coming together in the 

What caused Sarx^s voice to faPer, almost brought tears into q^uiet streets of Clare on a Sabbath morning, WniiE R.’s con- 
his eyes, was the readiness shown from unexpected quarters to stituents and the police had incontinently “gone for” each other, 
forward public busine*s by doting debate on second readiig Irish The Apostle of Peace interposing, straightway found himself in the 
Land Bill. Arrangtd when House net ihat two nighis should be recumbent position described. It was nothing to him; he seemed 
given up to talk round subject. Prince Arthur, apprehensive that quite used to spending his Sunday morning in such rircumstanoes. 
even that allotment if time would be insufficient, gave notice that What vexed him was (1) that his recumbent position prevented 
he will fo-moirow move fusptmion Twelve o’clock E-ule, so that his pursuing his mission of peace; (2) that the overhanging police- 
debate may, if need be, continue all night. Suddenly movement iu man was not conveniently numbered as are his coDeagues in the 


favour of coaipJetmg de- 
bate at carreut sitting had 
b^rth. Rapidly grew till, 
by teu o’dcck. Bill read 
second time, leaving two 
hours to discuss proposal to 
refer it to Q-rand Commit- 
tep. 

It was Tim Hbait began 
it. After long absence, 
Tim back again at corner 
seat below Q-aegway, envi- 
rined by loving friends. 
On his left sits dark-vis- 
aged John Dillon; be- 
hind him plump John 
Redmond. Perhaps it was 
tb ese sunny c ircua- auct s 
that meltidtheioy trucu- 
leoce tb at sometimes seems 
to gdp 1 im’s manner. How- 
ever it be, having spoken 
for something over half an 
hour (and said all he had 
to say) Tim gladdened 
heart of Ministers by pro- 
testing that he really d’d 
not care abont extending 
debate. 

“Take your Clcsnre at 
once,” he sa^'d, “ It is not 
we who will oppose it ir 
cry ‘Grag!’ when it is 
granted from the Chair.” 

Not to be outdoie in 
generosity. Colonel Saun- 
DER 80N, wbo followed, tcok 
the same line. No use 
cariyinsr debate over * ecoad 
day. Why mt pass second 
reading forthwith, and get 
to work in Committee ? 
i Peculiarity noted in 
I action of both Members 
was that at the time they 


“J)£CIKAT£P TO 
I THE ZXTEKT 
OF TWO -TKlKof 


the time ka§ 

COKE. AKD ‘15 
, RAPIDLY ARRI IKG’ 



streets i f London. Whence 
ensued insuperable difficul- 
ties in recognising him and 
bringing him into a posi- 
tion where the ground of 
his almost rude conduct 
might be inquired into. 

After this elaborate story, 
Patbicz O’Brien’s modest 
narrative ol how, upon a 
certain occasion , he received 
“ a blow on the oraynium ” 
from a policeman’s hdion^ 
fell a Httle flat. Mr. 
O’Brien mentioned that 
his “ oraynium ” still bore 
evidence of the concussion. 
Languid Committfe tem- 
' porarily stirred by flush of 
expectation as he put bis 
hand to his head. Expected 
j that he was about to show 

V Chairman of Committees 
exact spot of the tragedy. 

T Apparently couldn’t jfindit. 

V Anyhow, after fumbling 
% round for a moment, he 

) gave up quest, and pro- 
\ cecded witu speech. 

Businfss done» — Irish 
votes in Committee. 
j TAwrsday.— Pity e tob- 
{ Hsbed custom is against 
Members making up for 
particular parts, as they 
^ do on the stage of other 
theatres* Loss felt with 
. peculiar acutere'S in case 
of John o’ Gorst. Tc- 
night we gtt into Commit- 
tee on Education Bill. As 
Cap’en Tommi, who has 
■ been heaving the lesd, 

* genially aunounces, there 
are exactly 1335 Amend- 


PecTiliaritv noted in Mr. Yield (President of tbe Irish Cattle Trades’ and Stockowners' AssocMon, Tice- been heaving the lerd, 

action of both Members President of tbe National Federation of Meat Trades) introduces to the House two genially announces, there 
was that at the time they “ Bulk ” of his own breeding. ^ ^ ^ areexaotlyl335 Amend- 

protested this indiflererce to prolongation of speech-making, each ments already printed.^ Consideration the reeff ineans some weeks 
had made his own. Members who had prepared orations, and hard labour for House in general, and m partionlar for Minirter in 
were waiting for opportunity of delivering them, not quite fo charge of Bill. So John o’ GoBST, takmg seat on Tr^sury Bench 
enthusiastic m approval as was Prince Arthur. That a detail, to-night, assumes strickenair of patient resignation pathetic to look 
Nothing could resiet influence of lofty aspirations of Tim and the u pon . .... r 

Cob nel for dispensing with idle talk and getting to work. So, they Where defect appears w in bis complexion. Ine confluence of 
having concluded their speeches. House listened with impatience to a going about bis Ministerial duties on a vermuiou-hued bicycle um 
few otiiers, which the authors would not willingly let die. Members been to reflect upon his countenance a ruddy tmge incompatible with, 
who had gone off to dinner, understanffing tnat to-morrow night the character he desires to assume. as is the case in ^^paration 
would also he given up to second reading debate, came back at ten for another stage, our leading man of tim ho^ were permitted use of 
o’clock to find Bill read a second time, and House embarked on fresh powder-pot, effect on progress of Education BiR m Commttee wo^d 
debate upon new issue. t>e appreciable. As it is, there is obvious incongruity, distuntly 

tiowe.— Irish Land Bill read second time. dekterious. - j 

Tuesday .- Since to-night wasn’t wanted for Irish Land Bill, it la Gorst does his best m the ciro^stances ; is obYOusly determmed 
given up to Irish Estimates. Occasion serves to ehow the change not to add to length of debate. ^ WhenAmendmentmov^, he states, 
wrought by hand of Time. Ten years ago the House, in Committee in phrase of free 2 ang brevity, insuperable objection, and sits down. 
onlrisbEstimates, would have been liveliest spit in town. To-nigbt Argument all very well in some oases. Jobn o Gorst is console^ 
it is one of the duUest. Member after Member gets up to tell moving that he has behind him overwhelming argument ^ form of n^jonty 
story of how he has been attacked by Royal Irish Constebulary. varying from 170 to 249. As the adyeitisemeEt says, Wly pay 
Seems first thing happens to Irish Member on temporarily revisiting more ? ” John o* Gobst certsinly won t. Hayn^ said what he h^ 
his native land is that he is set upon by the police, and more or less to say he sits down, folds fragile arms ovct timid breast, puts on look 
severely beaten. Swift MacNeill, with tremor of genuine emotion in of preternatural pensiveness, patientiy listens wlulst othera tiJk. 
voice, held forth for over half an hour in succf stiou of blood-curdling No lack of supply. At end of hour tod a constitution of 

stories abont tbe police. Wulte Redmond, modestly presenting audience considerably altered. Members freshly, amved from pro- 
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** Eeceived * a blow on the craynium ’ ! ” 
(Mr. P-tr-ck O’Br-n.) 


longed tea on the Terrace look ujjon the grey-haired figure on the 
Treasury Bench, and wonder why it doesnH speak. Member after 
Member rises wanting to know why the Vice-President of the Council ; 

has no reply to give? A 
pleasing proipect this, oa- 
pable of indefinite prolon- 
^ gation. At five o’clock, 

Minister stated his objeo- 
tions to amendmeut ; 
speeches go on for hour 
^ 

audience has gathered. 
Weren’t present when 
Minister interposed ; insist 
- " X v\>^Vwv speaking again. 

' ^ Minister re-states his 
/ ikJ ^ \ objection. Another hour- 

f \ and- a-half’s talk. 8 p.ai., 

f ^ fresh audience. “Why 

V \\ E T doesn’t the right hon. gen- 

0 I tleman state the G-overn- 

1 / Mi ment view on this import- 

/ 'Mi ant point? Why treat the 

House with marked dis- 
1 courtesy?” Angry oheer- 

jr%J ing from Opposition. Min- 

' JI ^ meekly makes his 

A ^ speech a third time. Fresh 

^ y audience fall to ; discuss it 

' m A X with undiminished vigour. 

X® '/ 9.30 p.m. Changing and 

i C * fhifting, another new au- 

’ dience assembles. Motion 
report progress by way 
of resenting contemptuous 
/ silence of insolent Minister ; 

** Eeceived * a blow on the craynium ’ ! ” and so on, till the morning 

(Mr. P-tr-ck O’Br-n.) and the evening are ano- 

ther day. 

This legislation by shifts, as work is sometimes carried on in 
collieries, evidently has its disadvantages. John o’ Goest early 
checks it. “I have stated my ohjections,” he said, when pressed a 
fourth time to set them forth. * * Hon. Members who were not present 

t when I ipoke may read the 

remarks la the papers to- 
morrow morning,” 

Opposition horribly shocked 
at this ; hnt, after aU, if we are 
to get forward with onr work, 
there seems something in it. 

JBusiness done , — In Com- 
mittee on the Education Bill. 

Frid'iy, — The Codlin and 
Short hnsiness of Irish Lea- 
ders sometimes a little harden 
House. Habitually tends in 
direction of inflicting two 
speeches where one would have 
done; and that, as E. G. 
Weestbe says, is very differ- 
ent from making two blades 
of grass grow where formerly 
there was a dust-heap. When 
John Eedmond makes a 
speech, John Dilion feels 
hound to put in appearance, 
and mce vend, 

John Rbdmoni), resolved to 
show Ireland that in her in- 
terest he neither slumbers nor 
sleeps, urged Peince Aethur 
to suspend Twelve o’clock Rale 
so that Irish Land Bill might, 
if necessary, he debated all 
night. Prince Aethije, for 
reasons inexplicable, except 
ou ground of extreme hot 
weather and consequent lan- 
guidness, consented. Jemmy 
Lowthee interposed ; saved 

TTn A 4 . * 1 . -D- House from objectless sacri- 

HeTOsmT^edtorowmAePirasus. g Oa-Wednesday, J^s’s 

(Mr.MoK-nna.) heart stirred withA Mm by 

what an ordinary person would have called flat robbery. J. L, 
denounced the project as “deletion of the Eighth Commandment.” 
To-day he, with equally magidfioent manner, successfully withstands 


Peince Aethue’s temporary weakness. Motion to suspend Twelve 
o’clock Rule not proceeded with. Wasted jt time upon a Bill no one 
pretends to see carried through Committee thus limited to midnight, j 
Business done . — Eight hours talk round Irish Laud Bill. j 







He was invited to row on the Piraeus. 
(Mr. McK-nna.) 


METEOR II, DAZZLES THE YACHTING WORLD, AND WINS THE 
BLUE RIBAND OF THE SURF! 

“A WAY THEY HAVE IN THE ARMY.” 

{Extract from a Note-Book fovmd nea/r Islington,) I 

Haven’t much time for jotting down impressions. More’s the 
pity, as, with my School Board learning, I am gettiugr quite a dab at 
composition. Bat what with tent-pegging, musical rides, sword and 
bayonet contests, and the rest of it, there ’s quite enough to do. It 
pleases the public, I suppose, and the funds go to some Service 
charity or other, so that's all right, and the Intelligence De- 
partment says it “ promotes recruiting,” so that ’s all right, 
too* And then the management is re-orgaidsed. Not too much ot 
the Yolunteers— -just a noble C.O. of the auxiliaries thrown in to 
give a civilian but aristocratic flavour to the show— and that's^ from 
a Service point of view, all right again. But as the Commauder-in- 
CMef was using one of Ms precious new brooms and sweeping some 
more of the old traditions away into the dust-hole, why didn’t he get 
rid of ‘ ‘ dressing-up ” ? Of course, I don’t mean the dressing-up of the 
barrack-yard, but the painting-your-faoe-red dressing-up of Mr. 
Claekson, or some other eminent perruquier. 

It ’s all very* well to show the ten-shillmg seat-holders “ the sons of 
the Empire,” but if darkies ran short, that ’s no reason why Tommy 
Atkins should have to black his face as if he were waiting ready for 
an engagement, not on the battlefield, hnt at St. James’s Hall, 
Regent Street and Piccadilly. The Military Touraament, no doubt, 
is quite right and proper, especiaUy now that the Yiscouut has 
kindly taken it under his own special patronage, but surely the line 
might he drawn at blank cartridge, and not quite so low as burnt 
cerk. How can a self-respecting soldier-man hold himself in nremer 
personal esteem if he has to daub his face as if he weie a perambulat- 
10 g nigger on Margate sands ? 
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MIDSUMMEE MADNES3. 

pEEPiJt.nra to go to the seaside under the impression that the 
sultry weather will continue until your arrival by the sad sea waves. 

Making arrangements to remain in town on the chance of rain 
setting in at the coast. 

Leaving England for a tour on the continent in the belief that you 
can see better pictures abroad than at the National Q-allery, or more 
remarkable ohjets de vertu than those at the South Kensington 
Museum. 

Becoming a Fellow of the Imperial Institute on the chance of 
obtaining the benefits of Colonial Federation plus the glories of a 
rival to Olympia, 

Taking tea on the Terrace of the House of Commons to secure 
peace and quietness, in preference to asking for the same refreshment 
at vour pet club. 

Beading the intelligence from South Africa in the newspapers with 
a view to “fiuttering” on the Stock Exchange to your own ad- 
vantage. 

Lastly, taking decided action in any matter at a time when the 
most reasonable course to pursue is to settle down on a sofa under a 
punkah and go to s leep. 

A EETIRING- NAYAL OFFICER. 

I^r the Times for June 17, Admiral P. H. Colomb writes apropos 
of “ The Higher Policy of Defence ” 

“ For myself, I am emiaently content witli the part I have played, and 
recognise with pleasure the arrival of a time of rest.'* 

But his readers won’t be of the learned Admiral’s opinion. May 
the time be far distant when the Colomb will be half or a quarter of 
a Colomb in the TimeSy and still farther distant when he comes to a 
full stop* ____ 

With the Accent on the Pentjltimatb Syllable. — A French 
diplomat, in proposing Lord Dtteperin’s health, hoped that his Lord- 
ship would •find some pretext for Duf-fer-rin’ his departure from 
Paris. 


A HAEEOWED ETONIAN. 

Sir,— In your edition of June 13, you published an essay on the 
Fourth of June, purporting to be the work of “ Joynbs Menoe.” I 
don’t know if the writer, by appropriating the name of an honoured 
bygone preeeptor, endeavoured to pose as an Etonian, but if he were | 
so, indeed, he must have been a very old one* His reference to Jour 
savours of the pliocene age, that excellent judge of small beer having 
long been gathered to his fathers. Then he talks of Kosmo Wilexn- 
SON, cox of the Thetisy arrayed in an admiral’s uniform I Shades of 
all defunct Captains of the Boats ! Who ever saw the steerer of the 
Thetis in a co&ed hat? The garb of Nelson is reserved for those 
who hold the lines in the Upper Boats, And then “ J oynes Minor,” 
for the sake of reference to the Heir Apparent’s success at Epsom, 
has the effrontery to say that the leading boats were the Victort/ and 
Prince of Wales, whereas every rca? Etonian knows that the ten-oar 
(the only one on the river) is always the Monarch of all it surveys, 
being stroked by that most magnificent personage, the Captain of the 
Boats! Lastly, “ J, M.” wrongly makes the Brocas the scene of 
Beocr’s fireworks, which did not go off “ briUiantly,” owing to the 
proverbial rain. Sir, I know not with whom to be the more indig- 
nant, you or “ JoYNES Minor,” whose father must have more money 
than sense, if he did indeed tip him a “ fiver” I 

And then he talks of “ Buns ” Thornton. “ Bun and J am” was 
the sobriquet of our great slogger. “Buns” was a later reading, 
invented oy those, who did not share his effective society at the 
College of the Blessed Yirgin. The sham Etonian is as readily de- 
tected as is the false nobleman. He may be able to talk about 
“absence,” “swishing,” “tick,” and “drybobs,” but there are 
certain little passwords which he can never get hold of. For 
instance, I wUl bet a sovereign to a halfpenny that Lord Q-ranby or 
Lord Arthur Wellesley would know in an instant at what house I 
boarded, when I state that my room at my dame’s was on “the 
lower sarg.” In my opinion “ Jotnes Minor” hails from Harrow, 
where, possibly, at “ Ducker,” or whatever the hill-top lads call their 
swimming bath, he picked up a few light-blue expressions from the 
renegade (no offence meant) Welldon* 

Your obedient Servant, Huous Major, 


APHORISMS BY OUR OWN JUDICIOUS HOOKER. 

’Tis a long worm that has no turning. 

Spare the rod and spoil the rise. 

The original Senior (Wr)angler, Isaac Walton. 

G-entry who do not grumble at checks* Bank fishermen. 

The Hook of Holland is attached to the Great Eastern line. 
Every jack has his gill. 

Highland inventions* Reels. 

Not associated with salmon-catching. Penny gaffs. 

Fish which are never cowed. Bull trout. 

Theatrical accessories. Floats and files. 


OPERATIC NOTES. i 

Splendid Romeo of JoHNNiB BE Reszke. Excellent 
Juliette of Melba’s. Melba looking and singing uncommonly well* 
Great enthusiasm, Melha^-Juliette called before curtain about ten 
times in aU, and received about half that number of bouquets. 
Names of donors not mentioned. Franciscan Brother Edward de 
B-F.s7.Trv, very pious and pleasant. Masterful Manctn^elli to be con- 
gratulated. Rumour in lobby of indisposition of Sh Deuriolanits 
Opeeaticus, General sympathy from all, et ah omnibus box, 
Saturday, — Good old Lucia di Lammermoor, Melba excellent 
as Lucy,—mt “ Henry” of that ilk, but another. 


Intebestinu Lecture at Southwark.— The Bishop, lecturing on 
the restorations at St. Saviour’s Church, forgot to say that lu 
1106 there was here a Priory of St. Mary Overy, so ^ed because it 
fuinisbed a hospital to such afflicted persons as felt all overy- 
like,” His lordship also omitted to mention that at the dissolute time 
of the dissolution the Austin canons, who showed considerable mej^e, 
were all either melted down or sent to the Tower to defend the b^e- 
ments. At the Tower the canons were loaded with chams md abuse, 
but were none of them let off. The Bishop, as “ Boss the show, 
exhibited much emotion in showing his predecessors, the bosses of 
the oak ceiling, which still exist” (I ! I). 

“A HOPEFUL Future M.P.” writes wanting to know “if, in 
the House of Commons— which, as a matter of course, includes 
‘ Short Commons,’ and is equivalent to a G^rm^ ‘ 3)i^ -the larder 
supply of meat is •under the supervision of the Standtog Jomt Ooin- 
mittee ’ ? Also, how long is a Joint allowed by such CJommittee to 
stand ? Likewise whether hot or cold ? ” 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Juste 27 , 1896 . 






m 






MASTER JOEY'S LITTLE FLIRTATION. 

Colonists such as those mentioned by Mr. Chambeslain in consideration of their abandonment of 
^ ^ country ^iU be prepared for snch an object to tax foreign foodstnffi 
E ^ enals ? The Timee on Mr, ChamberlainU Speech at Congress of Ghcmlers of Commerce, a^ocating a British Zollverein,'\ 
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A SPORTING PARALLEL. 

[Lord Eosebibiiy’s Quarrel, by 
JOiseord—Free and Easy, won this 
year's Eoyal Hunt Cup at Ascot.] 

Lord Hosebert ruminates 
QuARnEL, by Discord, lands me 
a win, 

On the summer-parched tnrf in 
the Hunt Cup at Ascot I ts 
Humph I Are revenges about 
to begin ? [MascoUe ? 

Soon shall I hold a (political) 
Discord, from Quarrel, upset 
me last year. 

Quarrel, from Discord, now 
flurries my foemen, 

And Free and dear 

Aethttb I —I fear 

Breedeth this Quarrel. How 
is this an omen P 
Harcourt and Option— ah well, 
never mind 1 

Let bygones be bygones I It 
cost him his Derby, 

But Baxeour must be amazingly 
blind 

To course that is lumpy, to 
wires that are barby. 

If he does not see that ^^his 
Royal Hunt Cup 

Is far from a certainty now 
with his Quarrel. 

He stands in more risk than I 
did from The Tup, 

E'en from his own stable! 
How what is the moral ? 
Strongly-backed “ certs ” are 
bowled over sometimes, 

Flouted outsiders do romp in 
good winners ; 

And colts charged withallequine 
follies and crimes 

May score at the flnish, though 
doubtful beginners I 



Fair FhilUtine. “ I thikk an Artist’s life is perfectly oharm- 

INQ— XO BE ABLE TO GO ABOUT FROM ONE SEASIDE PlAOB TO ANOTHER, 
AND SKETCH ALL THE PRETTY BITS 1 


A QUICK CHANGE ARTIST. 

y [“ Ihave known an old gentleman 
to get up at five o’clock every morn- 
ing to arrange one flower pot, one 
chair, and one screen, so that they 
should va:^ each day, but still be in 
strict artistic harmony with each 
other all the time. There is where 
the Japanese differ from us.” — 
Mortimer Menpes to Correspmdmt 
of ** Daily News ” Japmi\ 

An ancient Jap it seems at five 
Each day gets np— his daily lot 
In otmning fashion to contrive 
A screen, a pot. 

How nice to see him as he sets, 
With trembling hands and 
loving care. 

To work nntil at last he gets 
A screen, a pot, a chair. 

And if that does not satisfy, 

A wondrous change comes o’er 
the scene, 

Artistic sense is set straight by 
A pot, a chair, a screen. 

Howhrain-exhanstingitmnst he 
To this old Jap — each day has 
got 

To have its own device, e.g., 

A screen, a chair, a pot. 

Himself in seeking to adorn 
The early minutes he’ll not 
spare, 

For here ’s the labour of his 
morn— 

A pot, a screen, a chair. 

And whether in the mart I mix, 
walk alone ’mid pastures 
green, 

I ever see him strive to fix 
A chair, a pot, a screen. 


A LITTLE ELIRTATION. 

Scene — A Masked Ball. Enter a Fair Mask, in a wheat-tinted 
domino, and a keen^ faced Pierrot. 

Fair Mask. What, Joey? Why, I hardly knew yon in Pierrot 
motley. 

Fierrot. And may I know .yoz«— without your mask r 

Fair Mask. Ho, indeed— at least, not yet. But can yon not divine f 

Pierrot, Perhaps thit were impolite, or, at any rate, impolitic I 

Fair Mask {sighing). Postibly I For some time I have not been a 
persona grata with you and your friends. 

Pierrot. My old or my new ones ? 

Fair Mask. Both, I ’m afraid I The difference is, that the new 
ones only “dusemble their love” — ^for obvious reasons— whilst the 
old ones would fain “kick me down stairs.” With which class am I 
to rank you now, J oseph ? 

Pierrot, It is easier to dissemble love than hate. Do I show any 
signs of the latter ? . , 

Fair Mask (softly). Well. I admit you have changed considerably 
of late, and are ever so much nicer than yon were— to nous autres — 
than when you associated with the Hawarden Set, and railed about 
R msom. H^ow, tell me (seductively), are we also not much nicer 
tJian you fancied ? ^ ^ 

Pierrot, Mutual knowledge breeds mutual liking — often. And if 
I knew yow better 

Fair Mask. Perhaps that were dangerous. I am terribly taboo ^ 
all your old friends— and some of your new cues, I fear. Even the 
Marquis admits— with bottow, no douht^that he sees no chance of 
my being cordially received in decent poUtioal society again. 

Pierrot. Humph I That depends— on the name. 

Fair Mask. Well, I have been called by several names. ‘ Pro- 
tection,” “Reciprocity,” “Fair Trade,”— oh I all sorts of amiable 
and attractive aliases. 

Pierrot. Thanks 1 That is almost as good as lifting your mask. 
But what do you say to Miss Zollverein ? ^ 

Fair Mask. Humnh I Sounds a Uetle foreign, doesn’t it ? 

Pierrut. Pooh! Weareallcosmopolitannow— in speech. Perhaps 
“ Customs Dnion ” would please you better. It sounds less neat, hut 


means practically the same. I am not one to squabble over names. 
But what are the wise man’s counters are the current coin of fools. 

Fair Mask. I fancied “ Fait Trade” would fetch them, hut 

Pierrot. It is rather “blown npon” by this time, I fear, like 
“Bimetallism.” As to “Protection,” that, as Salisbury says, is 
impossible— woio. But if, by a new name, we can only associate you 
with Patriotism, even you will soon become popular! Imperial 
Free Trade Protected against the Foreigner! Surely that would 
“ fetch ” both the “ orthodox Free Trader ” and the Jingo, 

Fair Mask (archly). And yourself, my dear Joseph ? 

Pierrot ijblandly). Do I look irreconcilable ? Don another dress, 
assume a new name, mask, a new fan, and— who knows ? “ What 1 
want to impress npon yon is, my personal conviction that you would 
not he met with a blank refusal by the people of this CDuntry.” 
Allow me I ^Exeunt arm~in^arm. 


“ A Blush Rose.”— Miss Rosa Kenney gave a capital recitation 
of Mr, F. Anstey-G-uthrie’s Burglar Bill at Steinway Hall, 
Approbation from Mr. Punch is praise indeed, and should bring the 
blush to i^e cheek of a Rosa, that is, if she possessed “ cheek,” which 
&he doesn’t, but she has talent and discretion. 


By oue Well-informed Contributor. — Last Thursday, at 
Mercers’ Hall, was held “The Apposition” dinner in connection 
with St, Paul’s School. The rule as to the speeches at this 
“Apposition dinner” is, that all remarks must be “apposite.” 
Hence the name. 


Astronomic.— Mrs. Double Lens writes to say that she had a 
splendid view of the Osculation of Jupiter with the Moon, and hopes 
that they enjoyed themselves. 


Excellent Church-Work. — Professor Church has undertaken to 
restore the Scatae of James the Second in Whitehall Qurdens. As 
Professor Church has never taken it away, it is aUthe more difficult 
for bi'tw to restore it. But he is making the noble attempt to restore 
James who abdicated, and whose^effigy will once more he %n statu quo. 
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AND TITTLINGS. feasibility of my education at a London Inn 

(By Baboo Httbry Bxjngsho Jabbebjee, B.A.) Oh, my gracious I 1 was as if to sink through the carpet, and 

]\Tq sought to draw in my horns behind a column, when, to my uncoa- 

^ , ' * „ T7 z I * - trollahle dismay, my hostess led him towards me, with the remark 

Mr» Jahherjee is asked out to dinner, unreasonaole behaviour oj probably already acQ[uainted in India with His Highness 

h's betrothed. Sis doubts concerning the social advantages of a P|.i,ice Jabberjbe. 

Boarding Establishment^ with some scathing remarks upon The Hon’ble Betired Judge at this did merely smile indulgently 
ambitious pretenders. He goes out to dinner^ and meets a observing that India was a country of considerable extensiveness) 
person of some importance, and inq[uiring of me in my own tongue where my raj^ was situated) 

The pleasing impression produced by this humble self upon both and the strength of my army, though with a scintillation in his 
Mister and Mrs. Allbutt-Innett at the weddinpr of their eldest visual organs that told me he knew me perfectly well. 

« iter became speedily prolific of golden fruit in the re(iuest of And I, realising that honesty was my best policy of insurance 
onoux of my company for dinner at 8.15 p.m. on a subsecLuent from his displeasure, did throw myself frankly on the mercy of the 
evening. Conrt, protesting volubly in native language that I was an 

Incidentally recounting this prime compliment to my lovely industrious poor Bengali boy, and had always regarded him as my 
Jessimina, I was astounded that she did not share my jubilations, beloved father ; that I was not to blame because certain foolish, 
but was, on the contrary, the sore subject at not being included in ignorant persons imagined me to be some species of Rajah; and 
such invitation, which, as I explained, was totally irrational, seeing earnestly representing to him that our kind mutual hostess would he 


that the inviters remained unaware 
of her nude existence. She, how- 
ever, maintained that I ought to 
have mentioned that I was an 
affianced, and have refused to sit 
at any banquet at which she was 
fobbed ofE with a cold shoulder. 
This again was absurd, since the 
moiety of a loaf is preferable to 
total deprivation of the stafi of 
life, and moreover, in my country, 
it is customary for the husband- 
elect to take his meals apart from 
his bride that is to be ; nor does 
she ever touch food until he has 
previously assuaged his pangs of 
hunger. Notwithstanding, she 
would not be pacided until I had 
bestowed upon her a gold and tur- 
quoise ring of best English work- 
manship, as an olive-branch and 
calumet of peace. 

Bat, outside Portioobello House, 
I have been close as wax ou the 
subject of my fiowery chains, and 
it was especially inconceivable that 
I should inform my Mend Howard 
of same, since he has frequently 
bantered me m wonderment that a 
respectable Oriental magnate should 
reside in such a very ordinary and 
third-rate boarding establishment, 
where it was an impossibihty to 
gain any real familiarity with smart 
and refined English society. 

And who knows that if I should 
introduce Miss Jessie into com- 
pany of a superior caste, some 
haughty masculine might insult 
her under my very nose ; and lack- 
a-daisyl where would she find a 
protector ? 




'Sii.SS'.ir 


JIM 






woefully distressed by any dis- 
closures, ‘ ‘ Let your Hon’ ble Lud- 
ship,” I said, “only remaiu her- 
metically sealed, and preserve this 
as a trade secret, and my sisters, 
sisters - in - law, and aunts shall 
always ebaut hymns on the Ganges 
for your Honor’s felicities I ” 

His Honor, laughing good-na- 
turedly, did tell me that if I liked 
to assume the plames of a daw, it 
was no afiair of his, and kindly 
promised to re pect my confidences 
—at which I was greatly relieved, 
ladeed, throughotit the evening, 
nothing could excesd his afiahility, 
for, being seated on the other side 
of the hostess, opposite myself, he 
showed me the greatest honour and 
deference, frequently requesting my 
views on such subjects as Increased 
Representation of the People of 
India, the National Congress, and 
so forth; upon which, being now 
peif eotly reassured and at my ease, 
I discoursed with facundity, and 
did loudly extol the intellectual 
capacity of the Bengalis, as evinced 
by marvellous success in passing 
most difficult exams., and de- 
nouncing it as a crying injustice 
and beastly shame that fullest 
political powers should not be con- 
ceded to them, and that they 
should not be eligible for all civil 
appointments passu^ or even 
in priorit;^ to Englishmen. 

Wherem his Honor did wamaly 
agree, assuring me with fatherly 
benignanoy of the pleasure with 


a-daisyl where would she find a ^ which he would hear of my appoint- 

protector? _ “Somehaugbty masoahne might msultherimder my very nose.” ^eat to be Head of a District 

I sm certa^y oppressed by an increasing dubiety whether Mrs. somewhere on the Punjab frontier, imd mentioning how a certain 
Mankletow is verily such an upper crustacean and habituee of the native Bengali gentleman cf his acquaintance, Deputy-Commissioner 
beau monde as she did represent herself to he. It is well-nigh Grish Chttnber De, Esq., M.A., had distinguished himself splen- 
inoomprehensihle that any individual should seek to appear oi a didly {according to the printed testimony of Hon’ble Ejplino) in 
higher social status than Nature has provided ; but my youtbf id such a post of danger. 

acquaintance, Ailbutt-Innett. Jun., Esq., informs me that tffis is I replied, that I was not passionately in love with personal danger, 
a common failing atnong the English classes, who fondly imagine and that in my case cedant arma togee, and my tongue was mightier 
that nothing is needed to render a frog the exact equivalent to an than my sword, hut that there was no doubt that we Bengalis were 
ox except an increas^ quantity of air, forgetting that if a frog is inteUectnaUy competent to govern the whole countrv, provided only 
^n(nm^y iimated, it is apt to provide the rather ludicrous catas- that we were backed up from behind by a large En^lish military 
trwhe of exploding from excessive swellishness I fores to uphold our authority, as otherwise we should soon he the 

However, rcDswons o nos — iff the dinner pait^r. pretty pickles, owing to brutal violence from Sikhs, Rajputs, 

I mtended to be the early bird at Prince’s Square, hut, ovring to a Maraffias, and similar uncivilised ccarse races, 
rarity among the hansom cabs, did not arrive until most of the And Sir Chetwynd expressed his lively satisfaction that I appre- 
guests were already assembled, bemg welcomed vrith effusive hos- ciated some of the advantages of the British occupation, 
pitauty by the houMhold god and goddess, Mr. and Mrs. Allbtttt- Thus, tbroug^h my presence of mind in boldly grap pling with the 
™o begged leave to present to me all the most distinguished nettle, I turned what might have been a disaster into a oenspicuous 
01 their mends. ^ triumph, for all ihe company, seeing the favour I was in with such a 

Xhen— pop, and a I improvist^the door was thrown open, and a big wig as Hon’ble Cummerbund, listened to me with spell-bound 
buuw anno^oed ore rotunda^ Qa Chetwynd Cummerbund, whom, enchantment, especially my friend Howard’s sprightly young sister, 
m ■me vnnk of an eye^ I recognised as an ex- Justice of the very a damsel of distinguished personal attractiveness, who was seated on 
court m Caleutta lu which my male progemtor practises as a mock- my other side. Her birth-name is Louisa-Gwendolvn ; but her 
tear, or attorney, and who, moreover, was familiar with myself family and intimates, so riie did inform me, call her “Wee-Wee.” 
almost ao oeo, having been more than once h^bly presented to his Of the dinner itself I can speak highly, as being inexpressibly 
notice by my said father, with a request for his patronising opinion superior, both in stylishness oi service and for the quality of the 
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food, &0., to any meals hitherto fnrniBhed hy Mrs. Manklbtow’s 
mahogany hoard. Nevertheless, I wondered to had the Allbutt- 
Innetis behind the times ia one respect, viz., the Hghting, which 
was with old-fashioned candles and semi-obscored lamps, instead of 
the more modern and infinitely more brilliant illnmination of gas I 
Here, at least, though in other particulars of very mediocre elegance, 
I must pronounce Porticobello House the more up to date. 

In taking leave, I did thank Hon^ble Sir CHBTWviirD Cttbdoe- 
BUND profusely for so discreetly retaining its feline contents within 
the generous bag of his mouth, whereat he clapped my hack very 
cordially, advising me to abstain for the future from a super- 
abnndance of frills, since the character of a diligent legal native | 
student was a precious lily that needed no princely gilding, and 
adding that he was indebted to me for a most entertaining and j 
mirthful evening. This I do not understand, as I had not uttered 
any of the facetious puns and conceits wherewith it is my wont— 
when I wilV ^ — to set the table in a simper. 

Bat possibly I may have spoken rather humorously unawares, 
and it is proverbial that these exalted legal luminaries are pleased 
with a rattle and tickled by a straw. 

On my return I did omit to mention Miss Wee- Web to iBSsnoNAj 
but, after all, cm hono f 

* This is a fairly sample specimen, though I have frequently surpassed it 
in waggishness and drollery.— jET. £, J. 


SERVICE INTERNATIONAL. 

[At the B[6tel Cecil the curry is served by a Hiudoo in native dress.] 

A NOVELTY this, which in time might extend 
Till all on the menu was handed comme 

And every country its waiters would send 
To ofEer its own individual plat. 

The olives hy Spanish attendants he brought— 

Their huU-jdghting dresses at first would look odd ; 

A Seotohmau would serve you the salmon he caught, 

A Doggerbank fisherman hand yon the cod. 

The plan even might he improved, like the House 
Of Commons— have waitresses, certain to please. 

The North wonld send maidens to bring you the grousa. 
And neat little Swiss girls would offer you cheese. 

But who could hand turtle ? That soup, without doubt 
Ouite English, au Englishman surely eh iuld bring, 

But he is, siuee Germans have crowded him ont, 

The dodo of waiters, a quite extinct thiag, 

Eosbi/ would he easy, that foreigners’ dish 
So little seen here, foreign waiters could hand ; 

JSouiUahaisse, macaroni, one also mi^ht wish 
To taste as the product of some foreign land. 

One waiter hotel-keepers could not engage ; 

This system would happily stand in the way ; 

Unless German sausage became all the rage. 

The Diener from Deutschland would vanish away. 


DICETINS’S DOMBEY AND SAEDOU’S SARA. 

Sir, — ^Last week yonr critic gave a brief notice of Sana Bbenhandt 
in La Tosca, Every one conversant with the play remembers the great 
situation when La Tosca clutches up the knife from the supper- table 
and confronts her would-he lover, the “ hold bad man,” cmef of the 
police, with the cruel smile and the lustful eyes. Happening, hy 
merest accident, to take down from a book-shelf Cbl ab l e s Dickens's 
Domley and Son, what do I find in the scene between Edith 
Domhey and Carker of the gleaming teeth ? This 

“ He was coming gaily towards her, when, in an instant, she caught the 
knife up from the table, and started one pace back.” 

The exact situation in La Tosca, Oaly— Edith did not stab 
Carker, Saedou went a step farther than Dickens, and made the 
hit dramatically. But as “ Todgers’s could do it when it liked,” so 
Dickens, when going in for melodrama, could come out uncommonly 
strong, and did so, too. 

By the way, let any one who comes across this note refer to 
that chapter (it is the twenty-fourth, in the second volume), and, 
after noting how carefully the supper for two had been prepared, let 
him wonder wlw ate itf Edith didn’t; Carker didn’t. Did 
Domhey^ arriving late, get it ? Or did the waiters collar it, hy way 
of perquisites^ next morning ? Also, who paid for it ? 

But genius is above details. Simply we come hack to the situation 
where Edith Domhey is the forerunner of La Tosca, as we see it played 
hy Saea Siddons Besnbaeet. Yours, Joe Bagstock, 


What Captain S-jc-nds, tbdb L. C. C. Fireman, poegot.— To in- 
vent any escape for himself. But his friends will provide him with one. 


HENLET EEGATTA IN 1900 A.D. 


[ “ The foreign entries at Henley 
Taper,"] 


are more numerous than Daily 


The nsnally quiet little Oxfordshire town of Henley has been the 
scene of some regrettable disturbances resnlting in a loss of life, 
which it IS, at the present time, impossible to compute. At the 
moment of sending this despatch, comparative peace has been re- 
stored, owing to the presence of two 
infantry regiments and one of cavahry, 
together with a battery of artillery. 
These have occupied au the training 
quarters of the crews, while detach- 
ments are constantly patrolling the 
principal streets. Further reinforce- 
ments have just been sent for at the 
urgent request of the Mayor of Henley, 
who waited on the Colonel commanding 
with a bandage over his right eye and 
his ^m in a slin^. These inj uries were 
recrivei by him in the courageous exe- 
cution of his duty as chief magistrate 
of the town. The stewards of the Regatta, those of them, that is 
to say, who survive, are in permanent session in the Town Hall, 
the walls of which have been strengthened by sand-hags, while a 
guard of 500 picked men is disposed in and about the buH^g. 

it is diffi.onlt in the excited state of public feeling to arrive at the 
f xact truth of what happened. It seems, however, that in the first 
heat of the Grand Challenge Cup for Eights, the Matobele Argonauts 
(with the Bucks station) were drawn against the Sons of the Nile 
from the Soudan. In the second heat the Ojibbeway Leanders 
were to compete against the lately formed Eskimo Boat Club. 
Owing, however, to some mistake, arising, probably, from a defective 
knowl^ge of English, the Ojibbeways came to the post in the first 
heat, and insisted on starting. The Matabele oarsmen and the Sons 
of the Nile, naturally enough, protested, and their protest was 
hacked hy the Umpire, who ordered the Red Indians off the course. 
They refused to move, and their stroke, Swinging Bdekalo, in a 
moment of intense irritation, clambered out of his racing ship on to 
the launch, and, before the horrified spectators could realise what 
was happening, he had scalped Mr. Feank Wilian. and was waving 
his bloody trophy frantically in the air. Dir»-otly afterwards he fell, 
pitrced to the heart hy a well directed assegai, buried by the arm of 
OoMATOELOPOGAS, the coxswaLu of the Matabele Eight. In a moment 
all was confusion and carnage. The spectators on the hanks and in 
the water took np the quarrel, and a hideous scene of promiscuous 
massacre ensued. The air 
became black with the 
arrows of the Ojibbeways, 
the assegais of the Matabele 
and the speari of the fierce 
Soudanese Arabs. The local 
volunteers and the county 
police were powerless to 
qneU the confiiot, which 
raged without interruption 
for three honre. The river 
is strewn with the wreckage 
of house-boats and craft of 
aR sorts, and dead bodies to 
the number of three hundred and sixty-two have already been taken 
out of the water and laid in rows for identification. It is gratifying 
to note that on this occasion Russians, Germans, Frenchmen, Italians, 
Dutchmen, Spaniards, Americans, and Englishmen forgot their inter- 
national rivaLries, and fought side by side in defence of law and order. 
The incident has, unfortunately, rendered it necessary to cancel the 
Regatta fixture, and all entrance-fees will be returned to the captains 
of crews, or to their executors and administrators. 






DARBY JONES RIGHT AGAIN. 


Respected Sie,— J ust a few lines to remind yon that the old man 
was i^ain on the spot, and wrote— 

“Don’t quarrel with the Easter boon I tip.” 


Thus did I place the winner of the Royal Hunt Cup at Ascot first 
in the field. Then I go on to say— 

“Though I own a sheep’s condition 
Ma 7 <fisclo 86 the imposition 
Of a quack.” 

The Tup ran third. But remember that in each and every contest 
the first will always he Yours respectfully, Daebt Jones. 

P.S.— I have something ” snug” for the Newmarket July Meeting. 
£10 a head for information. 
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OOM! SWEET OOM ! 

Air — “ Home ! Sioeet Some / " 

’Mid castles and palaces tho’ he mayn’t boom, 

TRongh his dress may be humble, there’s no 
boss like Oom. 

Fine skill in his play seems to score and to 
scare. 

Which diplomat nous cannot equal dse- 
where, 

Oom 1 Oom I Cute, cute Oom I 

There ’s no Paul like Oo-om I There ’s no 
Paul like Oom I 

Though Joe’s invitation might tempt you in 
vain, 

0 come, Paul— says PwwcA— to our ihoies 
o’er the main I 

The Boers, whom Punch honours, won’t 
question his call. 

So throw over Leyds I You ’ll be welcomed 
byaUI 

Oom I Oom I Tanta aiid,Oom ! 

There ’s no guest like Oo-om I There ’s no 
guest like Oom 1 


LE MONDE OU L’ON S’AMUSE. 

Wetxry Chaperon (1.45 a.m,), “How insuefbrably hot it is, Maud— and how ridi- 

OULOUSLY CROWDED THE RoOMS ARE I” 

Mmd, “Oh, it will be much better in another Hour or two, Aunt Mary I** 


ME. PTJNCff 8 PLEA 

On Behalf of the Mizabdh RmdU~Gharles 
Memorial, 

[Mrs. Elizabeth RuNDLE-OHARLES^he much- 
esteemed authoress of that due hook, The Sehom- 
berg~&oiha Family^ took a deep interest in the 
North London Hospital for Consumption. As a 
fittiag memorial to an excellent writer and most 
charitable lady, it is proposed to endow in that 
hospital “The Elizabeth Runaie-Charles Bed,” thus 
at once honouring her, and “ forwarding the work 
BO dear to her heart.”] 

A GENTLE lady and her generous task 
Honour and help at once! And, who could 
ask 

Pleasanter double duty ? 

Her life was like her hooks, divindy moved 
To service of the two high things idie loved. 
Charity and chaste beauty. 


Her words spake to the world, but those sick 
wards 

Best knew her work, which also was her 
Lord’s, 

Unselfish help and healing. 

The sick, the sufiering, the fate-stricken 
poor. 

Will see that sympathetic smile no more 
Through grief’s grey shadows stealing. 

Punch asks his friends to help perpetuate 
The light of a life’s labour, dedicate 
To heaven and to humani'^. 

Let this Memorial be the public care. 

In honour of true heart and talent rare. 

For these things are not vanity I 

Suhsoriptions to he sent to the Hon. Trea- 
surer, Basil WooDD Smith, Esq., Branch Hill 
Lodge, Hampstead Heath, H.W. 


The LiauoR Commission.— So valuable was 
the evidence given by Sir Harry Bodkin 
Poland, Q,.C., Recorder of Dover, during his 
three days' examination, and so full of infor- 
matiou was it as to such intricate questions as 
the meaning of “ entire ” and “fine ales,” that 
seeing how Xent is, par excellence^ the Hop 
County, no other County being so Hopulent, 
and as it has quite a Hop-population which 
may be considered as represented at Dover by 
a “bare Bodkin,” Sir Harry’s name and 
title is in future to be “Sir Harry Hop- 
POLE-LAND, Q.C.” 

SPORTIYE SONGS. 

A Thirsty Soul at Ascot toasts his 
Mistress. 

The burning sun with cruel ray 
Pours down on my too tender head ; 

The scene is lively, joyous, gay. 

And yet I wish that I were dead. 

I will not Phcebus so malign 
As now to pray for pelting rain ; 

Hoi Hoi my comfort I ’ll resign, 

And pledge your eyes in iced champagne. 

Just now I said I would that I 
With life had ended ; hut that mn 

Has quite revoked my wish to diey- 
Bat then I have backed Arlequin^ 

A/‘ monkey ” is a pleasant thing 
To help one from a settling mess.^ 

That cork sends forth a tempting ring, 

Your health, my love, in B. and S. 

A noble drink I you look superb 
With lace and lawn : a bishop’s bride I 

And smile upon the “ youths imherb 
With Cleopatra’s aspic pride. 

Another winner I Sauce Tartare 
To life now adds an extra zest ; 

Here’s what we ought to be and are. 

The betters quaffing of the best I 

’Tis most unkind of you to sneer ^ ^ 

That luck has made me drunk with joy 
^ My happinebs, of course, is clear, 

But IS not caused by too much “ hoy.” 

How listen. You on Tuesday next, 

Shall, wen cheque-mated, sally out. 

There, dearest, you ’re no longer vex’d, 

But Christopher I that twinge of 

gout 1 

“The Generous Gift of £100,000 for 
A Town Hall at Edinburgh.” — Every- 
where, nowadays, we hear that “ the sohool- 
- master is abroad ” ; therefore is^ it an 1 
1 exceptionally beneficial thing for Edinburgh 
to have an Usher at home. 
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PUNCH AT PBETOEIA. 

MB.PrarcH: {Uiik-ersal Secretary of StaU). “THANK YOU, ME. PEESIDENT, POE YOUE GENEROUS TREATMENT 
OF THE PRISONERS. IF YOUR HONOUR WILL REFUSE TO FOLLOW ‘ UNFRIENDLY LEYDS,’ AND CAN SEE 
YOUR WAY TO PAYING US A TISIT N'OIF, WE SHALL GIYE YOU A MOST HEARTY WELCOME I” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTEACXED FBOM THE DIAET OP TOBT, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday^ June 15 — “ Tout est perdu, fors — 
les vacances,^^ said tne Member for Sark, dropping into tbe tongae 
still spoken among his constituent 
That certainly seems to be resnlt of Sesdon at epoch reached by 
Petnce'Artitub’s speech to-day. Been great meeting of Party at 
Foreign Office. Summons by Ministry of day to their followers to 
come and talk matters over has ever bem the last resource of noble 
minds. To-day’s proceedings supply no variation to rule. Matters 
in Commons reached muddle out of which there is no issue with 
programme as it stands cum determination to adjourn in time for 

grouse. Prince Ar- 
thur feels himself per- 
sonally and directly 
pledged to break up 
school on or about the 
12th of August. If 
performance of pledge 
)nyolves breaking up of 
Education Bill also, and 
total abandonment of 
other measures, so much 
the worse for them. 
Thus it comes to pass, as 
Sarr says, all is lost 
save the holiday. 

Prince Arthur has 
pretty way of fronting 
exceptional expectation 
with ooontenance and 
manner of j^reterna- 
tural unconsdousness. 
Of course, everybody 
(especially those who 
were not present) knew 
all about Foreign Office 
meeting. House 
crowded in anticipation 
of what the Leader 
would say thereanent. 
and how he would 
phrase bis communica- 
tion. When Squire oe 
Malwood asked whe- 
ther he had any state- 
ment to make, the 
Prince regarded him 
What could he mean ? After moment’s 



“ Ifthe Clergy come on my platform, I push 
them off.” (Major B-n-s.) 


with air of puzzled interest, 
pause, he rose and j ^to tioned. quite incidentally, that whole arrange- 
ments of Sesdon w^remrdelled. Would go on for further fort- 
night in Committee on Education Bill; would then hang it up 
to dry till January; would proceeed to pick up any crumbs of 
legislation that might have fallen from the table ; would in any case 
adjourn for holidays about middle of August. 

This a pretty piece cf acting, though not easy to see why it should 
have been thought necessary or appropriate to occadon. Better stiU 
a couple of hours later, when John o’ Gobst, leader in the Educa- 
tion Bill tandem, turned round, and ominously pricked up his ears 
uudernose of driver on box seat. Last Thursday Prince Arthur 
threw over Gobst on important amendment of Education Bill. 
Gorst, as Minister in charge of Bill, resisted Eolling-Stone 
Eollit’s proposal to add the Councils of boroughs of 20.000 inhabit- 
ants to number of local authorities created by Bui. Prince Arthur, 
blandly observing that weight of argument was in favour of Amend- 
ment, straightway accepted it* 

JdHN o’ Gorst said nothing then, but to-night took it out of his 
esteemed Leader. Only thing needed for conmletion of scene was 
presence in Peers’ Gallery of Grand Cross. June seems to be the 
month when John o* Gorst lets himself go. It was in June, 1891, 
he delivered the famous Manipur speech, the most exquisite and 
boldest piece of irony ever spoken in the Commons. To-night he 
outjmanipnred Manipur. Prince Arthur not in his place when 
whsfc Squire oe Madwood wittily called the boomerang was let fly. 
Pale scouts went in search of him. As he walked in, he could only 
guess what had happened. There sat the Opposition, quizzical, 
hilarious, closely watming. Prince Arthur strolled to his place, 
vrith just the sEghtest flush on his fair cheek, with carefully manifest 
attempt to suppress a yawn, with general air suggesting that if he 
Were at the trouble to address the Chairman he woxdd observe, “Dear 
me, Mr. Lowther, don’t you fidd it oppressively hot ?” 

Business done,-— The Education Bill’s. 

rwesday.— Major Banes (3rd Essex Artilleiy Yolunteers) limbered 
up just now; got range of Treasury Bench ; raked it fore and aft 


with murderous fire that nearly blew John o’ Gorst into arms of 
Prince Arthur. In times of peace, when the Major makes his 
helmet a hive for bees, he is a wharfinger and bonded warehouse- 
man, of Mark Lane and Wapping. Even when in mufti, military 
strategy instinctive with him. Thus to-night, thermometer being 
77“ in the shade, he thoughtfully denuded of the letter “ h ” all 
words which, according to common practice, give it prectdence in 
their orthography. 

“I ’ope Sir John,” said the Major, mopping his glistening fore- 
head, “ won’t leave West ’Am out in the cold.” 

West Ham is all very well for a Winter Session; in these 
tropical days West ’Am is distinctly more agreeable. Just approach- 
ing dinner hour. Whether designedly or not, Major’s way of putting 
it suggested all a sensible man would care for dinner on such anight. 
A slice of cold ’am, a crusty roll of bread, and a pint of Pommery, 
not too much iced, but iced enough. 

That an idle fancy horn of approach to eight o'clock. The Major 
thicking of something much more important than dinner. Is con- 
cerned for the interests of forty thousand school chiidren, in a gr<afc 
i constituency that knew a good man when they met him on a wharf or in 
a bonded warehouse. So placed Maj or at head of poll without his going 
out of way to solicit vote. That was what nerved the Major to raise 
flag of revolt against his own leaders. A flue figure he pre sented as he 
stood on hack bench below gangway, his white waistcoat gleaming 
in the gathering twilight, his face flashed with honest emotion, his 
left hand in his pocket, his right beating the air with copy of the 
Orders of the Day, tightly rolled so as to represent the linstock 
of the gun he had just fired ofl at Education Bill. 

“ I want to see voluntary Schools assisted,” said the Major, “ hut 
don’t want to see Board Schools degraded. We all know where the 
evil influence at the bottom of this business comes from. It comes 
from the Church,” he added, feeling in his trowser pocket for 
another cartridge. “The Government has got very had advisers. 
The Clergy are not men of business— never were. If they come on 
my platform, I push them off,” Here a vigorous wave of the linstock 
which had, early in the oration, cleared the space within range of its 
movement, Members preferring to watch the action from safe 
distance. 

Business Education Bill having bad time. 

Thursday, — “ Been 
in the House for twenty- 
six yearly” said big 
John EIennaway. 

“ Often said a few 
words in its ear; never 
till to-night discovered 
that I am born Parlia- 
mentary orator. Feel 
like that chap in the 
French play who sud- 
denly foimd out he’d 
been talking prose all 
his life. So I find that 
Gladstone isn’t in it 
with me, and, as for 
Harcourt, I can give 
him ten minutes’ etari; 
and a beating. Plea- 
sant to be recognised, 
even though a little late 
ia the day. Shall give 
’em some more since 
they seem to like it.” 

Sir John’s speech cer- 
tainly made sensation: 
roused Opposition to 
loftiest heights of hila- 
rious cheering. Minis- 
teralists ominously 
dumb. Treasury Bench 
empty, save for John 
o’ Gobst and Georgib 
Hamilton. Sign of the 
times that G. H. has 
broken out again in 
old passion for tearing up slips of paper into minutest fragments. 
Carefully^ with precise measure of forefinger, he tears of sup from 
Orders of the Day, folds and re-folds it as if life depended upon 
exactness of size, then sedulously rends it. 

“ Looks stupid, I know, dear Tort,” he said. “ Thought I ’d got 
over it ; but it ’s like the passion for drink. Kept the pledge for 
months: suddenly break out and am as had as ever. But what 
would you? Fancy Prince Arthur putting meinehorgeof John 
o’ Gorst and this precious Education Bill whilst he goes of and 
thinks matters over. John or BUI, taken singly, enough to wear a 
man out. The comhmation appalling. Why should it be me? 



loo big to be settled in a hurry.’ 
(Sir John K-nn-w-y.) 
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A WILD AUTUMN; 

Or, Sport versus Party, 

^ [** The graceless Member of Parliament says to 
his clerical friends and siipporters: — *I am very 
sorry, but you must go on with the intolerable 
strain, for an Autumn Session is to me an into- 
lerable strain. Grouse in August, partridges in 
September, pheasants in October, then foxes, and 
then we shall be very well disposed to consider the 
Clergy, the Voluntary Schools, and the Children.' 
We are in for a wild autumn.” — Mr. John Morley 
at Manchester,] 

Sporting Patriot loquitur:'^ 

Wbli, what is there here that ’s affronting ? 
ZvLht fancy the folly of shunting, 

For parsons and schools , 

(They must fancy ns fools). 

The pleasures of shooting and hunting I 

That were a “ wild autumn,” by Jingo I 
When sport is the only true stingo 
'Twere mighty absurd 


For the sake of— J ohn Mobley’s stale Hngo I 

The parsons are all very proper. 

To plump Mother Church’s lean coffer, 

And smash the School Board, 

Summer days I ’ll afford, 

But Autumn I really can't offer I 

We cannot go shooting by proxies ! 

Qrous^ partridges, pheasants, and foxes 
To miss once again, 

Under Unionist reign, 

The prospect were dark as old Nox’s 1 


What has the Secretary of State for Tndia to 
do with the Education Bill? ‘My dear 
Gbobob,’ said Prince Arthur, when I put it 
to him, ‘ you see, we must be consistent. We 
brought the Indian troops to the Soudan, and 
on same principle we bring Secretary of State 
for Tndia to relief of Education BDl muddle/ ” 

^ Eennaway’s speech that made such sensa- 
tion was delivered from Ministerial Benches 
dead against Education Bill. That’s wlw 
Opposition shout and throw up their caps. 
more esteemed man on Conservative side than 
John Kbnnawat, If he turns and rends the 
Ministerial Bill, its case seems hopeless. So 
Squire oe Malwood and Henry Fowler 
take the burly baronet in hand, and rub him 
in, as it were, on PniNcaB Arthur, who, as 
usual when the musio grows louder, has been 
brought hack to face it from Treasury 


Business — A lively night in Com- 
mittee on Education Bill, John Kennaway 
mutimes under command of Major Banes. 

After week’s fitful fever, House 
sleeps well in Committee of Supply on Army 
Estimates. Quite refreshing this thirsty 
weather to have G^eoroe Wyndham coming 
in with bottle of pop in one hand, and sample 
of home-made soda-water in other. As Wm- 
erid Lawson says, if he’d only a fiask of 
brandy in breastcoat-pocket. and some crushed 
ice in neighbourhood of Ids coat-tails, we 
might make a night of it. 

Georoe, it seems, has some friends in the 
mineral water way. In certain canteens at 
Dover the young ofQ. 06 rB, oommendably 


anxious to avoid giving Satan a chance, have 
occupied otherwise idle hands in brewing 
ginger-beer and similar recondite refresh- 
ment. Wyndham’ s friends resent this as 
interfering with business. Brodrick ex- 
plains that Secretary of State for War has 
spent restless nights in thinkiug matter over. 
Commander-in-Chief takes long solitary rides 
revolving it. At present not disposed to 
revolutionary steps. Business done, — Talk 
about ginger-beer and soda-water, think 
about Education Bill and probable next move. 

HOW SHOULD A LADY ALIGHT FROM A 
BIKE? 

The Westminster Budget^sd^ giving some 
doggerel lines instructing ladies how to mount 
their bicycles gracefully [ugh!), asks, “Will 
some other rhymster tell them how to get off 
their machines gracefully ?” Why, certninly 1 

To quit the wheel with perfect grace, 

Youx trotters on the pedals place ; 

See that yonr lover is around 
To save from impact with the ground. 
Then gradually, without fuss, 

Deprive the hie of impetus. 

Your hands then quit tiie handle-bar. 

I (Too dainty for its grip by far. ) 

Then feel your feet, until you see, 

Quite close, the not impossible He, 

Then, without haste, or jerk, or fright, 

Fall in his arms ! Se ’ll hold you tight 1 
I Then vow, when the dismounting ’s o’er, 

1 Never to mount the horror more I 


ECHOES EROM THE THAMES. 1 

Scene— JBTowse-Soai in a good position. Time 

— Evening during ^^the Pegaita week^^ 

Present (on deck in cozy chairs) — He 

and She, 

She, Very pretty, the lights, are they not P 

He, Perfectly charming. So nioe after the 
heat. 

She, Yes, and really, everything has been 
delightful. 

He. Couldn’t possibly be better. Won- 
derful how well it can be done. 

She, Yes. But, of course, it wants man- 
agement. You know a lot comes down from 
town. 

He, Will the stores send so far ? 

She, Yes, and if they won’t others will. 
And then the local tradespeople are very 
obliging. 

He, But don’t the servants rather kick at 
it? 

She, Ho, because they are comfortable 
enough. Put them up in the neighbourhood. 

He, Ah, to he sure. And yonr brother 
looks after the cellar so well. 

She, Yes, he is quite a genius in that line. 

He, And it ’s awfully nioe chatting aU day. 

She, Yes, when one doesn’t go to sleep. 

He, Andf of course, we can fall back upon 
the droulatmg libraries and the newspapers. 

She, And so much better than town. It 
must be absolutely ghastly in Piccadilly. 

He, Yes, so I hear. And then there’s the 
racing I 

She, Ah, to be sure. To tell the truth, I 
didn’t notice that very much. Was there any 
winning? 

He, Oh, yes, a lot. But I really quite 
forget what- — 

She, Oh, never mind. We can read aU 
about it in to-morrow’s papers, and that will 
be better than bothering about it now. 

[Scene closes in to soft music on the hanjo. 


Hew Yersion of an Old Song for 
Henley Regatta.— Yale I Columbia. 






Accra-waiting Situation (An), 69 

Adelphi AdoUified, 61 

After the Epsom Week is over, 281 

After the Play was over, 205 

Alfred among the Immortals, 147 

Alfred to Alfred, 65 

All round her Hat, 161 

Anglo-American Family Tree (The), 29 

Antiquarian and Modern, 249 

April Shower (An), 216 

Archseological Mem., 41 

’Arry an‘ Oom Paul, f 4 

’Arry on African Affairs, 90 

'Arry on Blues and Bluestockings, 135 

’Arry on Spring-time and Sport, 184 

As it may he, 216 

At it again 1 28 

At School, 117 

At the Boyal Academy, 227, 246 
Augustan Age at Olympia (The), 12 
Author Baiting and its Remedy, 225 
Ballade of Fashion (A), 291 
Ballade of Happiness, 64 
Bare Idea (The), 159 

“ Beautitul, bouncing Budget ” (The), 195 
Beautycides (The), 5 
“ Be Merry and Wise 1 ” 273 
Berlin Wool Gathering, 84 
“ Betrayed by the Interviewer,*' 87 
Better than Leather, 111 
Bike ! Bike ! Bike 1 258 
“ Birdie," 94 

Bold Buccaneer (The), 261 
Book of the Week (The), 49 
Bounteous Guy, 293 
i Bridge ot Sighs (The), 10 
Britannia's Soliloquy, 27 
Broken on the Wheel, 275 
Bums on Bills, 141 
By the Beach, 118, 137 
Cabby ; or. Reminiscences of the Rank 
and the Road, 37, 112, 165 
Case in Court re-heard (A), 13 
Case of Conscience (A), 291 
Channel Chit Chat, 60 
Chaperon’s Vade Mecum (The), 285 
Chanty covers a Multitude of— Cupids, 
229 

Charles our Friend, 221 
Charley and the Navy, 147 
Chaunt of the Bodiey Head (The), 121 
“ Chestnut Sunday," 257 
Children’s Cornucopia (The), 119 
Classical Fragment (A), 291 
“ Clients feel Cheap to-day," 126 
Cockawhoop Criticism, 106 
Colourable, 177 
“ Come hither, Hubert 1 " 53 
Coming Race (The), 155 
Common or Garden Rhymes, 198, 209, 
238, 255 

Condensed Confidence, 45, 72, 89, 106, 
136, 161, 217, 268 

Congratulations from the Elysian Fields, 
13 

Consulting the Oracle, 270 

Cool and Collected Calendar (A), lOS 

Correct Misprint (A), 273 

Cosier Cots, 105 

Cross Questions, 239 

Cry of a Hungry Biped (The), 45 

Cry of the Income-tax’d, 22 

Cuckoo t 117, 149 

Ourzon and Crises, 169 

Darby Jones on the Royal Hunt Gup, 289 

Darby Jones right again, 805 

Derby a few Tears hence (The), 275 


Dickens’s Dombey and Sardou's Sara, 805 

Dickens up to Date, 46 

Difficulty (A), 143 

Doctor’s Treatment (The), 57 

Dog-gerel anent a Dramatic J.F., 239 

Dollars and Sense, 167 

“ Drawing Pictures," 166 

Drawing the Line, 101 

" Dr. Birch and his Young Friends," 6 

Dutchman’s Wee Dog (The), 72 

Dutch Rum-mun Law, 234 

Eastbourne for the Czar, 257 

Echoes from Berlin, 145 

Echoes from the Thames, 810 

Encore, Sara 1 297 

Essence of Parliament, £3, 95, 10?, 119, 
181, 148, 155, 167, 179, 190, 208, 215, 
228, 289, 251, 263, 287, 299, 809 
Everyone's Good Health 1 24 
Extra Big D (An), 68 
Extract from a spinster's Diary, 162 
Fall of Fogson (The), 82 
Fame, 94 

Fashionable Arrangements, 84 
Fashionable Movements, 123 
Few Pictures (A), 150 
Figures of Fun, 177 
“ For the Crown," &c., 129 
“ Fourth" Form at Eton (The), 285 
Friendly Word with the War Wizard (A), 
33 

From a Transvaalian Edition of Shak- 
speare, 57 

From H-lv to S-xt-n, 94 
From the Diary of a Laureate, 81 
Fulfilled Prophecy (A), 285 
Gallant Constable (The), 245 
“ Garden that I love" (The), 39 
German Emperor to the Cambridge Uni- 
versity Boat-Club (The), 192 
“ Glorious, by Jingo 1 " 97 
Going a Degree better, 69 
“Going Two better,*' 76 
Goldie, 213 

Golf in Zuiumerzet, 257 
Good Old Dutch 1 89 
Grasse, 210 
Happy Pair, 100 
Harrowed Etonian (A), 301 
Haunted Hat (The), 9 
Haunted House (A), 225 
Henley Regatta in 1900 A,D., 305 
Her “ Bedside Manna," 177 
“ Here we are again I ’* 24 
Hey, Presto I 4 

High-mettled Racer (The). 265 
History at the Royal Academy, 217 
Home ! Dull Home 1 123 
“ How art thou translated I " 75 
How should a Lady alight, &c., 310 
How to enjoy the Bank Holiday, 283 
How to Keep a Diary, 12 
Hyde Park Theatre (The), 161 
Imperial Interview (An), 130 1 

Imperial Question (An). 63 
Important Historical Mem.. 172 
“ Improvement of London (The), 11 
Incomplete London Letter (The), 77 
In Defence of the Bounder, 262 
Infant Reformed (Thel, 77 
Ingoldsby and Shakspeare, 84 
In Memoriam, 58 
In Painter’s Ciomer, 78 
Interview (An), 58 

Interview in Common Form (An), 10 
Into Spain. 240 
Iron Age (The), 126 


Jacky at the Mansion Hous 
Jeer, Boys, Jeer I 58' 

Jim and Jills, 111 
Joking Oak (The), 75 ' 

Jottings and Tittlings, 16, 25, 64, 88, J24, 
148, 160, 180, 191. 196, 220, 256, 280, 304 
Journalism made Easy, 201, 219 
Journalistic Jubilee (A), 42 
Kalendar of Friendship (The), 11 
Kerr voulez-vous Chez Terry? 105 
Kokofukul 27 
Land Ho 1 213 
Last Galop (The), 262 
Latest Quotations, 143 
Latest Style of Musical (Criticism, 219 
Laureate's First Bide (The), 33 
Law and the Laundry (The), 42 
Lay of the Union Jack (The), 46 
“ Leo the Terrible," 258 
“ Le Sport " in the Basses Pyrenees, 60 
Light in Egyptian Darkness, 183 
Literary, 190 
Literary Scraps, 166 

Litigation in England v, QuarreHing 
“Made in Germany," 208 
Little Flirtation (A), 303 
Little Moscow-Raid (A), 281 
Little Walk (A), 192 
Live and Let Live, 240 
London Lackpenny, 222 
London Ratepayer’s Vade Mecum (The), 
233 

Long Ago Legends, 12, 84, 197 
Long and the Short of it (The), 85 
Lord Leighton, 60 
L. S. D.,10l 

Many Happy Returns, 273 
Mary Anner on Marble 'Alls and Ameri- 
can Notions, 85 
Master William, 251 
Meek Mike and his Arch Angel, 40 
Meter of Gaslight, atone I 269 
Metropolitan Statues Supply Association 
(The). 123 

Midsummer Madness, 801 
Mild McCarthy, 76 
Milliner Muse (The), 99 
MiUions and Millionaires, 227 
Missing Man (The) 59 
Moan of a Mixdstenalist. 262 
Monte Carlo Hotel Bill (A), 169 
More Depression I 225 
Mounted Pedestrian’s Vade Mecum (The), 
213 

M P. empty ; or, What it may come to, 
180 

Mr. Punch’s New Year Philosophy, 1 
Mr. Punch’s Plea, 306 
“Mrs. Stirling," 22 
Musical Hint (A), 81 
“ Nansen," 95 
“ Naval Estimates," 66 
Naval Intelligence, 207 
Neck or Nothing, 278 
Nelson east of Temple Bar, 63 
Never Mind, 255 
Never missed with his Cue, 225 
New Dictionary, 11 
New French Exercise (A), 109 
New Lamps for Old, 366 
New Order of Valour (The) 282 
New Photography (The), 45 
New Political Song, 172 
New Rules for Cyclists, 210 
New Sport of “ Thankfully received" 
(The), 76 

New Tip for an Old Tale (A), 275 


New Year's Day, 15 
“Nom d’un Pipe I " 109 
Norman Neruda-HalU Testimonial, 243 
Note from the North Pole (A), 93 
Notes of an Afternoon’s “Amusement," 
216 

Not on View at the Berhn Exhibition, 222 

Novice at Niagara (The), 67 

Nursery Rhymes in Book Form, 34 

Object Lessons for the Bar, 48 

Obstruction in Excelsis, 269 

“ Off Colour," 201 

“ Officers only," 294 

Old Love and the New (The), 268 

Old Thyme and Rosemary, 292 

One Never Knows, 267 

On the Carpet (Turkish), 112 

Onus of Obstruction (The), 287 

Oom 1 Sweet Oom 1 806 

Operatic Notes, 261, 276, 281, 298, 301 

“ Our Bobby,” 249 

Our Booking-Office, 9, 57, 69, 87, 330, 141, 
149, 167, 385, 196, 213, 229, 245, 281, 297 
Our Derby Prophecy, 287 
Our Own Eistern Question, 282 
Our Property List, 172 
Our specially recommended Selection for 
the Derby, 276 
Out of Date, 232 
Out of School, 189 
Outside I 10 
Owed to the Moon, 183 
Page from Euxopa’s Diaxy, 22 
Paradoxical, 105, 183 
Parnassus Preserved, 133 
Pastry of the Past, 297 
Patriotic Toast, 99 
Patriot’s Vade Mecum (The), 49 
Peers in the Background (The), 21 
Penny Steadfuls, SO 
Phonetic Rhymes, 262 
Pilot that Weathered the Storm (The), 30 
Playing “ Yorkers,” 208 
PJea for Proof-Correctors (A), 291 
Plea for the Lark, 27 
Plea of Pilgarlic (The), 82 
Pleasures for Prisoners, 283 
Poetry on a Pewter, 198 
“ Police 1 " 87 

Policeman X Junior on Science in the 
Force, 198 

Polyglotopera (The), 249 
Poor R.A. (The), 262 
Pourquoi? 293 
Prince’s Pair (The), 279 
Progressive Photo^ph (The), 78 
Prophet Too Previous (A), 6 
Proposed Regulations for Hyde Park, 121 
Protest by a Precision, li9 
Pugulist to his Antagonist (The), 59 
Punch’s Plea for the White - plumed 
Herons, 99 
Punch to Jezmer, 241 
Punch to Mr. W. D. Howells, 29 
Punch to the New President, 102 
Quarter-Day Ballad of Spring (A), 160 
Queen’s Letter to the German Emperor 
(The). 29 

Queer Queries, 97 

Quick-Step of the Law in the coming By- 
and-by (The), 97 
Rare old Wine (A), 203 
Battlin’, Roarin’ Willie, 41 
Real Eastern Question (The), 111 
Real Reciprocity, 222 
“ Remember 1 ’’—A Jacobite Carol, 71 
i Results by Red Tape, 279 
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Retiring Naval Officer (A), 301 
I “ Reunion of Arts ” (A), 141 ] 

Reveries at Lord’s, 238 ' 

Review of Literary Forces (A), 41 
Rhyme on the Belief Bill, 288 ' 

R. I, P., 269 

Rohing-Room Rumours, 4 
Romance of the River (A), 159 
Rosebery’s Reserve, 21 
Roundabout Readings, 4, 22, 28, 47, 52, 

70, 73, 85, 100, 114, 125, 142, 153, 157, 

181, 193, 209, 231, 244, 258, 265, 277, £89 
Round-elay of Distress (A), 106 
Royalty Bicycling, 121 
Rule Columbia! 166 
Rurahties, 65 
Bus in Urbe, 133 
Russ very much in Urbe, 252 
Saga of the Sagacious Norsegal, 145 
Sartor at St. Stephen’s, 268 A 

Saved 1 150 A 

Secrets of B’mouth (The), 241 A 

Sensation of the Moment (The), 112 A 

Service International, 305 A 

Seven against each other (The), 11 
“ Shooting a Sitter,” 264 A 

Shjlock on the Situation, 245 A 

Simple as Smoke, 202 A 

Somebody’s Letter, 76 A 

“ Some of the Best ” of Regulations, 5 A 
Somerset Sonnet (A), 138 A 

Somerset Valentine (A), 69 B 

Something for him to do, 13 B 

Something like a Bank Holiday, 157 B 
Something of a Difficulty, 66 B 

Song for Baron Pollock, 109 B 

Song in Iffie Great Wheel, 262 B 

Song of the New Novel-Reader, 81 B 

Song of the Over-rated One, 59 E 

Song of the Bateless Land, 207 £ 

Song of the Sultan (The), 102 £ 

Sportive Songs, 9, 85, 59. 77, 95, 108, 113, £ 
121, 138, 145, 159, 202, 207, 221, 231, £ 
246, 261, 273, 279, 293, 306 £ 

Spring Gleaning (The), 208 
Stopped, 24 I 

Store of New Jests (A), 171 I 

Story of Fidgety William (The), 51 I 

Stroke in Time saves Bight (A), 141 I 

Studies in Modern Journalism, 3 I 

Sunday Pleasure-Seeker's Vade Mecum C 
(The), 138 C 

Svengalivanting, 57 

“ Taking the Sh(r)me out of him,” 100 C 
Tennyson on Two Events, 279 C 

Terpsichore to Date, 23 C 

That Game of Golf, 189, 197, 205 C 

Then and Now, 13 C 

Thespian Train (The), 51 ( 

Third King of Cricket (The), 298 ( 

Tip for Teachers, 204 ( 

Tips for Critics, 221 ] 

Tips for Traders, 265 ‘ 

Tittlebat Tomkins, 109 
To a Cautious Stockbroker, 78 
To Beatrice, 105 
To Kate, 41 
“ Tom Brown,” 159 

Tommy Hartful on Happy Evenings, 237 
To the Blue Primrose in. Kew Gardens, 
201 

True Blue, 202 

Two Kings of Cricket (The) 267 

Two Senators (The), 54 

‘ ‘ Under which King ” (Street, St. James’s), 

“ Unholy Alliance ” (The), 237 
University Intelligence, 96, 150 
Unpatriotic Trustee (The), 169 
Unpredicted Storm (An), 6 
Unwilling Guest (The), 190 
Vice Versa, 183 
Vive I’Empereur I 46 

Voices from the new British Valhalla, 171 

Wares of Tautologus (The), 65 

“ Way they have in the Army ” (A), 800 

Weather and Wice, 83 

What it will come to, 273 

What Mr. H— y perhaps expected, 106 

“ What 's in a Name ? ” 221 

“What we are coining to next," 186 

When Bar meets Bar, 111 

Wild Autumn (A), SiO 

Woman, 39 

Wonders on Wheels, 201 
Word against Gush (A), 133 

LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 

Arfeal (An), 283 
Coronation Greeting (A), 259 
Derby Favourite (A), 271 
“ Disarmed 1” 223 

“ Horse and the Loaded Ass The), 211 
In the Desert, 161 'c. 

“ Jonathan Jmgo I ” 55 
Jonatlian’s Latest, 247 
Junior Partner (The), 189 
“ Just Hrgoin to begin I " 79 


“Just Off I 

Left Behind ! 163 

“ Money no Object ! " 103 

“ One at a Time," 199 

Our “Olympic Games,” 174, 175 

Patient Ass (The), 187 

“Pity of it I" (The), 235 

Poor Relation (A), 91 

“ Pretty Dick ! ” 67 

Punch at Pretoria, 307 

“ Rapprochement,” 42 

Ready 1 31 

Tangled Tail (A), 295 

Tug of War (The), 18, 19 

Two of a Trade, 115 

“ Well Matched,” 127 

SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 

Alfred the Little Poet Laureate, 14 
Alice’s Definition of a Gentleman, 149 
Alliance Triple Tricycle (The), 194 
American Lady and Juvenile Lords, 49 
Art Connoisseur and Family House- 
keeper, 94 

Artist and a Conceited Ass, 100 
Artist and Unappreciative Native, 237 
Artist’s Peaceftd Home, 166 
Artist’s Telephone Number (An), 301 
Ascot Chariot Bas-relief, 281 
At a Working Men’s Club, 269 
Baby with Papa’s Worst Feature, 162 
Balfour’s Three Little Bills, 230 
Bicyclist stopping Driving Lady, 219 
Bicyclist who gets Off best, 209 
Bill Sykes and Bechuana Police, 33 
Bi-Metallistic Discussion (A), 147 
Bishop playing at Ball, 222 
Borrowing a Postage Stamp, 198 
Bounderson’s Rummy Story, 136 
Boy bullying his Sweetheart, 14i 
Boys Boxing, 125 
Boy’s Photograph of Papa, 231 
Britannia welcomes National Portraits, 
170 

British Lion and Colonial Cubs, 38 
Brown and Sporting Barber, 310 
Butcher’s Fascinating Customer, 126 
Butterman’s Advertisement (A), 298 
Buying each other’s Pictures, 165 
Captain’s Cycle-Horse (The), 188 
Cassius Balfour and Scipio Cambridgej 
143 

Charles the Bold and the Admiralty, 146 
Coaching a Lady Bicyclist, 266 
Coachman and Cabby, 287 
Coming Home hungry from a Party, 193 
Critic’s Idea of a Finished Writer, 60 
Cycling Freize Design, 191 
Cyclist colliding with Sow, 267 
Cyclist on Restive Horse, 27 
Dealer’s Ill-conditioned Horse, 125 
“Declaring" at a French Customs, 186 


Difficult Word shown by Limelight, 227 
Disabled Workman’s Dinner-time, 135 
Discussing Earthquakes at Nice, 54 
Doctor’s Patient is very Low, 133 
Dogs as Cyclists’ “ Tigers,” 205 
Dollies under the Mistletoe, 41 
Dollyland, after the Holidays, 52 
Dolly’s Laocoon, 81 
Dr. Grace and the Sun, 266 
Driving a Fox into a Drain, 111 
Editor's Use for a Poem, 213 
Effie and the Bishop’s Jokes, 253 
Emperor and Cowes Milkmaid, 218 
Equestrian Sketch at Margate, 279 
Errand Boy and Poodle, 265 
Fair Novelist and Publisher, 42 
Pair Philistine and Artist, 303 
Fair Trade Masquerade, S02 
Palstaff seen by Rdntgen Rays, 289 
Female Street-Singer (A), 39 
Finding Hats after Smoking Concert, 171 
“ Finding of Moses ” (The), 28 
Fishing with Cheese-bait, 137 
French Lady and 'Bus Conductor, 262 
Geoffrey’s Exaggerated Computation, 179 
German “Meteor” and Britannia, 300 
Getting her Frocks in Bond Street, 239 
Giraffe Corps reconnoitring, 48 
Golf played in Egypt, 63 
Gorst coaching Education Bill, 242 
Goschen Admiralty Playing-Card, 121 
Grandson Secretary to Grandpapa, 85 
Hair-dresser and Dry Hair, 291 
Halfpenny-Stamped Invitation, 277 
Healy and Dillon Playing-Card, 145 
Hearing the Nightingale say “Cookoo,” 
264 

Hercules and the Hydrant, 158 
Her Husband’s Latchkey, 202 
Householder and Street Noises, 182 
House “ in Laager," (The), 250 
Housekeeper's rescued Jam (The), 80 
Housemaid’s Love for Richard, 21 
How New Golfer went round Links, 257 
Hunter that wants Inflating (A), 99 
Hunting Man's Game of Spilikins, 87 
Hunting Man’s Good Season (A), 153 
Huntsman and the Rotten Bridge, 3 
Huntsman going at High Gate, 63 
Husband hypnotising Wife, 23 
Impatient Traveller and Railway Porter, 
192 

Invalid and Sympathising Friend, 130 
Irish Convict will not clean his Cell, 177 
Irish Sailor and Skipper, 238 
Irish Waiter and Gentleman Guest, 73 
Jacky’s First Day at School, 213 
Jameson-Bhodes Playing-Card, 112 
Japanese Fan Flirtation, 189 
John Ball’s Backbone photographed, 45 
Johnny’s Overdraft at Bankers, 113 
Jones and Robinson converse by Signs, 
71 






Judge and the Veiled Lady (The), 47 

Julius C<esar Salisbury and Friends, 108 

Justices going on Tour, 285 

Kruger Cat (The), 254 

Ladies cleaning their Bicycles, 6 

Lady and a Sunday Collection, 90 

Lady and Bald-headed Swell, 246 

Lady and her Hairdresser, 11 

Lady Cyclists m a Church, 282 

Lady listening for the Latch-key, 4 

Lady’s Headache (A), 201 

Lady’s Husband under the Bed, 185 

Lady’s Opinion of Society Novelist, 69 

Leap Year Club (The), 106 

Little Miss and the New Footman, 66 

Little Molly’s Scratching and Biting, 150 

Lord Duftcrin’s Farewell, 278 

Madame Aldegonde’s “ Created " Frock, 

78 

Man of Talent and Man of Genius, 35 
Man with Red Flag precedes Horsemen, 

225 

Mediseval Italian Dog-Muzzle, 276 

Members catering for the House, 214 

Minerva at the University, 134 

Missy and the Carpenter, 25 

M.P.'s crippled at Easter Recess, 178 

Mr. Bamato as “ Pistol,” 155 

Mr. Boreham’s Insomnia, 30 

Mr. Punch’s Patent Matinee Hat, 76 

Mr. Smallweed’s Wife’s Photograph, 207 

Mrs. Tympanum’s delightful Daughters, 

70 

Nausen discovering North Pole, 86 
New Baronet’s Old Hat (A), 275 
New Design for English Penny, 27 
Newly-married Poet and Wife, 114 
Newsboys and Tall Swell, 101 
Newsboy’s definition of Orange Free 
State, 89 

Nurse Bruin and the little Turk, 98 
Old Jones’s Wine, 82 
Old Offender in Police Court, P3 
“ Old Oompauloppomus ” at Home, 167 
Opportunist German Governess (An), 138 
Our Dramatist and his Wife, 251 
Our Tenor’s Pair Accompanist. 102 
Page-hoy and Servant’s Lady Visitor, 210 
Painter named Chiaro Oscuro, 234 
Parliamentary Cyclists, 118 
Parliamentary Dress k la Kruger, 263 
Parliamentary School of Sculpture (A), 

154 

Photograph of Sitting-room Door, 117 
Princes’ Message to American Eagle, 2 
Punch and the Sultan, 57 
Rector and Bishop’s Postcard, 15 
Rejected Design for Krhger Statue, 274 
Result of Ladies Cycling, 261 
Rhodes on the Tight-Rope, 74 
Robinson's List of Bards, 217 
Rosebery as a Toreador, 290 
Rowing Men discussing a Friend, 258 
Royal Academy Soiree (A), 227 
Royal Mounted Submannes, 145 
Russian Mephistopheles and Turkish 
Faust, 62 

Salvation Army in Converted Commas, 293 
Shakspeare and Mr. Punch, 206 
Small Boy and his Stout Aunt, 97 
Smashed Bicycle (The), 229 
Son’s Education at Public School, 157 
Specimens of Parliamentary Sculpture, 
122 

Sportsman’s Vain Mare (A), 61 
Stepfather scolding Stepson, 22 
Street-Boy’s Holidays (A), 203 
Street-Girls Opinion on Ladies’ Cycles, 

59 

Street-Player and Shower of Boots, 9 
Study of a “ Sandwich ” Man, 245 
Supreme Poet and Country Vicar, 37 
Sultan reading Watson’s Sonnets, 77 
Swell’s jolly Good Cold (A), 184 
Teaching Stout Lady to “ Bike,” 241 
Tea on the Terrace at Westminster, 286 
Thinking as his Wife tells him to, 181 
Tired-out Chaperon and Niece at Crowded 
Party, 306 

Two Artists on Burlmgton House Steps, 
244 

Two Doctors on Influenza Treatment, 68 
Two Genius’s Heads of Hair, 159 
Two Muzzled Dogs, 109 ! 

Turk and fiOTt’s Guardian (The), 110 
Turk’s Free Hand (The), 26 
Unhorsed Sportsman and Horse-breaker, 
75 

Unmuzzled Pup in Custody, 131 
Volunteer's substitute for a Busby, 288 
Waiting for Papa’s Train, 294 
Whispered in a Ball-room, 270 
Why Robinson moves in good Society, 
172 

Why the Mediterranean looks blue, 46 
Woman’s Rights Lady in ’Bus, 221 
Writer about Robert Browning (A), 169 
Young Lady's Astronomical Measure- 
ment, 84 
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